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1
In The Roof Garden: 1971: Scarlet Sin Commonwealth imrigrants to Britain were 22 per cent down in
April. There were 1,991 conpared with 2,560 in April |ast year

THE GUARDI AN, June 25, 1971.

WHEN i n doubt, Karl d ogauer woul d always return to Derry and Tons. He would wal k down Kensi ngton
Church Street in the summer sunshine, ignoring the boutiques and coffee shops, until he reached
the High Street. He would pass the first of the three great departnent stores which stood side by
side to each other, stern and eternal and bountiful, blotting out the sky, and would go through
the tall glass doors of the second store, Derry's. The strongest of the citadels.

Weavi ng his way between the bright counters, piled with hats and sil ks and paper flowers, he would
reach the lifts with their late art nouveau brass work and he woul d take one of themup to the
third floor - alittle journey through time, for here it was all art deco and Cunard style paste
pl astics which he could admire for their own sake as he waited for the special lift which would
come and bear himup into the paradise of the roof garden

The gate would open to reveal sonething like a small conservatory in which two pl easant m ddl e-
aged | adies stood to greet the new arrivals and sell them if required, tea-towels, postcards and

gui de books. To one of these |adies Karl would hand his shilling and stroll through into the
Spani sh Garden where fountains splashed and wel | -tended exotic plants and flowers grew. Karl had
a bench near the central fountain. |If it was occupied when he arrived, he would stroll around for
a while until it was free, then he would sit down, open his book and pretend to read. The wall

behind himwas lined with deep, airy cages. Sonetines these cages were conpletely deserted but at
other tinmes they would contain a few parrots, parakeets, canaries, cockatoos, or a nmynah bird.
Cccasional ly pink flam ngos were present, paradi ng awkwardly about the garden, wadi ng through the
tiny artificial streams. All these birds were, on the whole, decently silent, alnost gl oony,
offering hardly any reaction to the m ddl e-aged | adies who |iked to approach them and coo at them
in pathetic, sonetines desperate, tones.

If the sunshine were warm and the nunber of visitors small Karl would sit in his seat for the best
part of a norning or an afternoon before taking his lunch or tea in the roof garden restaurant.
Al'l the waitresses knew himwell enough to offer a tight smle of recognition while continuing to
wonder what a slightly seedy | ooking young man in an old tweed jacket and runpled flannels found
to attract himin the roof garden. Karl recognized their puzzl enent and took pleasure init.

Karl knew why he liked to cone here. In the whole of London this was the only place where he
could find the peace he identified with the peace of his early chil dhood, the peace of ignorance
(or "innocence" as he preferred to call it). He had been born at the outbreak of the war, but he

t hought of his chil dhood as having existed a few years earlier, in the md-thirties. Only lately
had he conme to understand that this peace was not really peace, but rather a sense of coziness,
the unique creation of a dying mddle-class. Mulgarity given a gloss of "good taste". CQutside
London there were a few other spots like it. He had found the right atnosphere in the tea-gardens
of Surrey and Sussex, the parks in the richer suburbs of Dorking, Hove and Hay-wards Heath, al
created during the twenties and thirties when, to that same m ddl e-cl ass, confines had been a
synonym for beauty. For all he knew too well that the urge which took himso frequently to the
roof garden was both infantile and escapist, he tolerated it in hinself. He would console hinself
sardonically that, of all his other infantile and escapist pursuits - his collection of children's
books, his nmodel soldiers - this was the cheapest. He no |onger nmade any serious attenpts to rid
hi msel f of these unmanly habits. He was their slave, just as much as he was the slave of his

nmot her's chil dhood terrors; of the rich variety of horrors she had nanaged to introduce into his
own chi |l dhood.

Thi nki ng about his chil dhood as he sat in his usual place on a soft summer's day in June 1971
Karl wondered if his somewhat small creative gift was not, as nost people woul d nowadays think
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the result of his unstable upbringing at all. Perhaps, by virtue of his sensitivity, he had been
unduly prone to his nother's influence. Such an influence could actually stunt talent, maybe. He
did not like the drift of his thoughts. To follow their inplications would be to offset the
effects of the garden. He smiled to hinself and | eaned back, breathing in the heavy scent of
snapdragons and tulips, believing, as he always did, that it was enough to adnit a self-deception
It was what he called sel f-know edge. He peered up at the blue, uncluttered afternoon sky. The
hum of the traffic in the street far below could al nost be the sound of sunmer insects in a
country garden. A country garden, |ong ago..

He | eaned back on the bench a fraction nore. He did not want to think about his nmother, his

chil dhood as it actually was, the failure of his anbitions. He becane a handsone young
aristocrat. He was a Regency buck relaxing fromthe wild London round of politics, ganbling,
dueling and wonen. He had just cone down to his Sonerset estate and had been greeted by his
delightful young wife. He had narried a sweet girl fromthese parts, the daughter of an ol d-
fashi oned squire, and she was ecstatic that he had returned honme, for she doted on him It did
not occur to her to criticize the way he chose to live. As far as she was concerned, she existed
entirely for his pleasure. What was her nane? Emm? Sophy? O sonething a little nore G eek,
per haps?

The reverie was just beginning to develop into a full-scale fantasy when it was interrupted.

"Good afternoon." The voice was deep, slightly hesitant, husky. 1t shocked hi mand he opened his
eyes.
The face was quite close to his. Its owner was | eaning down and its expression was anused. The

face was as dark and shining as anci ent nahogany; al nost bl ack.
"Do you mind if | join you on this bench?" The tall black man sat down firnmy

Frustrated by the interruption Karl pretended an interest in a paving stone at his feet. He hated
people who tried to talk to himhere, particularly when they broke into his daydreans.

"Not at all," he said. "I was just leaving." It was his usual reply. He adjusted the frayed cuff
of his jacket.

"I"'mvisiting London," said the black man. H's own light suit was elegantly cut, a subtle silvery
grey. Silk, Karl supposed. All the nmans clothes and jewelry were evidently expensive. A rich

Anerican tourist, thought Karl (who had no ear for accents). "I hadn't expected to find a place
like this in the nmiddle of your city," the man continued. "I saw a sign and followed it. Do you
like it here?"

Kar| shrugged.

The man | aughed, renmoving the cover fromhis Rolleiflex. "Can | take a picture of you here?"

And now Karl was flattered. Nobody had ever volunteered to take his picture before. Hi s anger
began to dissipate.

"It gives life to a photograph. It shows that | took it nyself. Oherwise | mght just as well
buy the postcards, eh?"
Karl rose to go. But it seened that the black man had msinterpreted the novenent. "You are a

Londoner, aren't you?" He smiled, his deep-set eyes |ooking searchingly into Karl's face. Karl
wondered for a nonment if the question had sone additional neaning he hadn't divined.

"Yes, | am" He frowned.
Only now did the el egant negro seemto realize Karl's displeasure. "lI'msorry if |'minposing
" he said.

Agai n, Karl shrugged.

"It would not take a nonent. | only asked if you were a Londoner because | don't w sh to nmake the
m stake of taking a picture of a typical Englishman and then you tell nme you are French or

sonet hing!" He | aughed heartily. "You see?"

Karl didn't much care for the "typical", but he was disarmed by the man's charm He sniled. The
bl ack man got up, put a hand on Karl's shoul der and guided himgently to the fountain. "If you
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could sit on the rimfor a nonent..." He backed away and peered into his viewfinder, standing with
his |l egs spread wide and his heels on the very edge of the flower bed, taking, fromslightly
different angles, a whole series of photographs. Karl was enbarrassed. He felt that the
situation was odd, but he could not define why it should seemso. It was as if the ritual of

phot ography was a hint at a nuch nore profound ritual going on at the sane tinme. He nust |eave.
Even the click and the whirr of the camera seened to have a significant meaning.

"That's fine." The photographer | ooked up. He narrowed his eyes against the sunlight. "Just one
nmore. |'mover here fromNi geria for a few days. Unfortunately it's nore of a business visit
than a pleasure trip: trying to get your governnent to pay a better price for our copper. Wat do
you do?"

Karl waved a hand. "Oh, nothing nuch. Look here, | must..."

"Come nowd Wth a face as interesting as yours, you nust do something equally interesting!"
"I"'ma painter. An illustrator, really."” Again Karl was flattered by the attention. He had an
impulse to tell the man anything he wanted to know - to tell himfar nore, probably, than he was
prepared to listen to. Karl felt he was naking a fool of hinself.

"An artist! Very good. Wat sort of things do you paint?"

"I make my living doing mlitary uniforms, mainly. People collect that sort of thing. It's a
speci alized craft. Sonetimes | do work for the odd regi ment which wants a picture to hang in the
mess. Fampus battles and stuff. You know'

"So you're not a disciple of the avant-garde. | might have guessed. Your hair's too short! Ha
ha! No cubi smor action painting, eh?" The N gerian snapped the case back on his canera. "None
of your 'which way up should | stand to look at it'?"

Karl |aughed outright for the first tine in ages. He was anmused partly by the man's sonewhat ol d-
fashi oned i dea of the avant-garde, partly because he actually did paint stuff in his spare tine
which would fit the Nigerian's general description. Al the same, he was pleased to have won the
bl ack man's approval .

"Not a revolutionary," said the nan, stepping closer. "You're conventional, are you, in every
respect ?"

"Ch, hardly! Wo is?"

"Who i ndeed? Have you had tea?" The bl ack man took his arm |ooking around hi mvaguely. "I
understand there's a cafe here."

"Arestaurant. On the other side."

"Shall we cross?"

"I don't know ..." Karl shivered. He didn't nmuch care for people holding himlike that,
particul arly when they were strangers, but a touch shouldn't nmake himshiver. "I'mnot sure ..
Normal Iy he coul d have wal ked away easily. Wy should he m nd being rude to a man who had so
forcefully intruded on his privacy?

"You nust have tea with me." The grip tightened just a little. "You have a bit of tinme to spare,
surely? | rarely get the chance to neke friends in London."

Now Karl felt guilty. He remenbered his nother's advice. Good advice, for a change. "Never have
anything to do with people who nmake you feel guilty". She should have known! But it was no good.

He did not want to disappoint the Nigerian. He felt rather faint suddenly. There was a sensation
inthe pit of his stomach which was not entirely un-pleasurable.

They wal ked together through part of the Tudor Garden and through an archway which led into the
Wodl and Garden and there was the restaurant with its white wought-iron tables and chairs on the
veranda, its curve of glass through which the interior could be seen. The restaurant was quite
busy today and was serving cucunber sandw ches and Dani sh pastries to little parties of wonmen in
jersey suits and silk frocks who were relaxing after their shopping. The only nen present were
one or two elderly husbands or fathers: tol erated because of their cheque-books. Karl and his new
friend entered the restaurant and wal ked to the far end to a table by the w ndow which | ooked out
onto the lawns and willow trees skirting the miniature streamand its niniature wooden bridge.

"You had better order, | think," said the Nigerian. "I'mnot nuch used to this sort of thing."
Again he smled warmy. Karl picked up the nenu.

"W might as well stick to the set tea," said Karl. "Sandw ches and cakes."
"Very well." The man's reply was vague, insouciant. He gave Karl the inpression that, for all his
politeness, he had weightier matters on his mnd than the choice of food.
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For a few monments Karl tried to signal a waitress. He felt enbarrassed and avoi ded | ooking at his
conmpani on. He gl anced about the crowded restaurant, at the pastel nmnauves and pi nks and bl ues of
the ladies suits, the fluffy hats built up |layer on layer of artificial petals, The Jaeger
scarves. At last the waitress arrived. He didn't know her. She was new. But she | ooked |ike
the rest. A tired woman of about thirty-five. Her thin face was yell ow beneath the powder, the
rouge and the lipstick. She had bags under her eyes and the deep crow s feet enphasized the

bl eakness of her expression. The skin on the bridge of her nose was peeling. She had the hands
of a hag twice her age. One of them plucked the order pad fromwhere it hung by a string agai nst
her dowdy bl ack skirt and she settled her pencil heavily against the paper. It seened that she

| acked even the strength to hold the stub with only one hand.

"Two set teas, please," said Karl. He tried to sound pl easant and synpathetic. But she paid
attention neither to his face nor his tone.

"Thank you, sir." She let the pad fall back without using it. She began to trudge towards the
ki tchen, pushing open the door as if gratefully entering the gates of hell

Karl felt the pressure of his conmpanion's |long | egs against his own. He tried, politely, to nove,
but could not; not without a violent tug. The black man seened unaware of Karl's disconfort and

| eaned forward over the little table, putting his two el bows on the dainty white cloth and | ooking
directly into Karl's eyes. "l hope you don't think |I've been rude, old chap," he said.

"Rude?" Karl was trapped by the eyes.

"I't occurred to nme you m ght have better things to do than keep a bored tourist entertained."”

"OfF course not," Karl heard hinself say. "I'mafraid | don't know rmuch about Nigeria. 1'd like
to know nore. O course, | followed the Biafran thing in the papers." Had that been the wong
remark?

"Your Alfred had simlar trouble with his 'break-away' states, you know. "
"l suppose he did." Karl wasn't sure who Alfred had been or what he had done.

The waitress cane back with a nock-silver tray on which stood a teapot, a mlk jug and a hot water
jug, also of nock silver, together with cups and saucers and plates. She began to set her |oad
down between the two nen. The Nigerian |eaned back but continued to smle into Karl's eyes while
Karl rmurnmured "Thank you" every tine the waitress placed sonmething in front of him These
ingratiating noises were his usual response to nost ninor fornms of human misery, as they had been
to his nother when she had nade it evident what it had cost her to prepare a nmeal for him

"Shall 1 be nother?" said Karl and again the not unpleasant sensation of weakness swept through
him The N gerian was | ooking away, vague once again, his handsone profile in sil houette as he
took an interest in the garden. Karl repeated eagerly: "Shall | -?" The N gerian said: "Fine."

And Karl realized that he was now desperate to please his conpanion, that he needed the man's
whol e attention, that he would do anything to ensure that he got it. He poured the tea. He
handed a cup to his friend, who accepted it absently.

"We haven't introduced ourselves," Karl said. He cleared his throat. "I'mKarl d ogauer."
The attention was regai ned. The eyes |looked directly into Karl's, the pressure of the | eg was
deliberate. The Nigerian picked up the bow nearest himand offered it to Karl

" Sugar ?"
"Thanks." Karl took the bow .

"You' ve got nice hands," said the Nigerian. "An artist's hands, of course." Briefly, he touched
Karl's fingers.

Karl giggled. "Do you think so?" The sensation cane again, but this time it was a wave and there
was no doubt about its origin. "Thank you." He smiled suddenly because to remark on their hands
and to pretend to read their palnms was one of his standard ways of trying to pick up girls. "Are
you going to read ny palnf? "

The Nigerian's brows cane together in a deep frown. "Wy should I?"

Karl's breathing was heavier. At |ast he understood the nature of the trap. And there was
not hi ng he wi shed to do about it.
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In silence, they ate their sandw ches. Karl was no longer irritated by the pressure of the man's
I eg on his.

Alittle later the Nigerian said: "WIIl you conme back with me?"
"Yes," whispered Karl .

He began to shake.

What Woul d You Do? (1)

You are a passenger on a plane which is about to crash. The plane is not a jet and so you have a
chance to parachute to safety. Wth the other passengers, you stand in line and take one of the
parachutes which the crew hands out to you. There is one problem The people ahead of you on the
line are already junping out. But you have a four-nonth-old baby with you and it is too large to
button into your clothing. Yet you nust have both hands free in order to (a) pull the energency
ripcord in the event of the parachute failing to open, (b) guide the chute to safety if you see
danger below. The baby is crying. The people behind you are pressing forward. Soneone hel ps you
struggle into the harness and hands you back your baby. Even if you did hold the baby in both
hands and pray that you had an easy descent, there is every possibility he could be yanked from
your grip as you junped.

There are a few nore seconds to go before you nmiss your chance to get out of the plane.

2

In The Comune: 1871:A Snile Not only France, but the whole civilized world, was startled and

di smayed by the sudden success of the Red Republicans of Paris. The nost extraordinary, and
perhaps the nost alarmng, feature of the novenent, was the fact that it had been brought about by
men nearly all of whomwere totally unknown to society at large. It was not, therefore, the

i nfluence, whether for good or evil, of a few great nanes which nmight be supposed to exercise a
speci es of enchantnent on the uneducated cl asses, and to be capable of nobving them al nost without
t hought, towards the execution of any design which the master-m nds m ght have determ ned on - it
was not this which had caused the convul sion. The outbreak was clearly due |less to individua
persuasi on, which in the nature of things is evanescent, than to the operati on of deep-rooted
principles such as survive when nen depart. The ideas which gave rise to the Comrune were within
the cogni zance of the middle and upper classes of society; but it was not supposed that they had
attained such power, or were capable of such organized action. A frightful apparition of the Red
Republ i c had been nomentarily visible in June, 1848; but it was at once exercised by the cannon
and bayonets of Cavaignac. It was again apprehended towards the close of 1851, and woul d probably
have nade itself once nore nanifest, had not the coup d'etat of Louis Napol eon prevented any such
novenent, not only at that tine, but for several years to cone. Every now and then during the
peri od of the Second Enpire, threatenings of this vague yet appalling danger cane and went, but
the adm rabl e organi zation of the Inperial Governnment kept the enemies of social order in

subj ection, though only by a resort to neans regrettable in thensel ves, agai nst which the
Moder at e Republicans were perpetually directing their nost bitter attacks, little thinking that
they woul d soon be obliged to use the same weapons with still greater severity. Nevertheless,

al t hough t he Enperor Napol eon held the Red Republic firmy down throughout his term of power, the
principles of the extrene faction were worki ng beneath the surface; and they only awaited the
advent of a weaker Covernnment, and of a period of social disruption, to glare upon the world with
stornmy nenace

H STORY OF THE WAR BETWEEN FRANCE AND CGERMANY
Anonynous. Cassell, Petter & Galpin, 1872

- There you are, Karl. The black man strokes his head.

Karl has renpved his clothes and |lies naked on the double bed in the hotel suite. The silk
counterpane is cool

- Do you feel any better now?
- I'"mnot sure.

Karl's mouth is dry. The man's hands nove down fromhis head to touch his shoul ders. Karl gasps.
He shuts his eyes.
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Karl is seven years old. He and his nother have fled fromtheir house as the Versaillais troops
stormParis in their successful effort to destroy the Comune established a few nonths earlier

It is civil war and it is savage. The nore so, perhaps, because the French have received such an
i gnonmi ni ous defeat at the hands of Bisnmarck's Prussians.

He is seven years old. It is the Spring of 1871. He is on the nove.
- Do you like this ? asks the black man.

KARL WAS SEVEN. His nother was twenty-five. Hi s father was thirty-one, but had probably been
killed fighting the Prussians at St. Quentin. Karl's father had been so eager to join the
Nati onal Guard and prove that he was a true Frenchman.

"Now, Karl." Hs nmother put himdown and he felt the hard cobbles of the street beneath his thin
shoes. "You nust walk a little. Mdther is tired, too."

It was true. Wen she was tired, her Al satian accent always becane thicker and now it was very
thick. Karl felt ashaned for her

He was not sure what was happening. The previous night he had heard | oud noi ses and the sounds of
running feet. There had been shots and expl osi ons, but such things were faniliar enough since the
Siege of Paris. Then his nother had appeared in her street clothes and made him put on his coat
and shoes, hurrying himfromthe roomand down the stairs and into the street. He wondered what
had happened to their maid. When they got into the street he saw that a fire had broken out sone
di stance away and that there were nmany National Guardsnen about. Sonme of them were running
towards the fires and others, who were wounded, were staggering in the other direction. Sone bad
soldiers were attacking them he gathered, and his nother was afraid that the house woul d be
burned down. "Starvation - bonbardnent - and now fire," she had nuttered bitterly. "I hope al
the wetched Communards are shot!"” Her heavy bl ack skirts hissed as she | ed hi mthrough the night,
away fromthe fighting.

By dawn, nmore of the city was burning and all was confusion. Ragged nenbers of the National Guard
intheir stained uniforns rallied the citizens to pile furniture and bedding onto the carts which
had been overturned to block the streets. Sonetines Karl and his nother were stopped and told to
hel p the other wonen and children, but she gave excuses and hurried on. Karl was dazed. He had
no i dea where they were going. He was vaguely aware that his nother knew no better than he. Wen
he gasped that he could wal k no further, she picked himup and continued her flight, her sharp
face expressing her disapproval at his weakness. She was a snmall, wiry woman who woul d have been
reasonably pretty had her features not been set so solidly in a mask of tension and anxiety. Karl
had never known her face to soften, either to himor to his father. Her eyes had al ways seened
fixed on sone distant objective which, secretly and grimy, she had deternined to reach. That
same | ook was in her eyes now, though much nore enphatic, and the little boy had the inpression
that his nother's flight through the city was the natural climax to her life.

Karl tried not to cry out as he trotted behind his nother's dusty black skirts. H's whole body
was aching and his feet were blistered and once he fell on the cobbles and had to scranble up
swiftly in order to catch her as she turned a corner

They were now in a narrow side street not far fromthe Rue du Bac on the Left Bank. Twi ce Karl
had caught a glinpse of the nearby Seine. It was a beautiful spring norning, but the sky was

sl ow y bei ng obscured by thick snoke fromthe many burning buildings on both sides of the river.
Noticing this, his nother hesitated.

"Ch, the aninmals!" Her tone was a m xture of disgust and despair. "They are setting fire to their
own city!"
"May we rest now, nother?" asked Karl.

"Rest ?" She | aughed bitterly. But she nmade no effort to continue on her way, though she cast
about her in every direction, trying to decide where she coul d best expect to find safety.

Suddenly, froma couple of streets away, there cane a series of explosions which shook the houses.
There were shots and then a great angry cry, followed by individual screans and shouts. In the
gui se of addressing her son, she nuttered to herself.
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"The streets are not safe. The dogs are everywhere. W nust try to find sone governnent soldiers
and ask their protection.”

"Are those the bad sol diers, nother?
"No, Karl, they are the good soldiers. They are freeing Paris of those who have brought the city
to ruin."

"The Prussians?"

"The Conmunists. W all knew it would cone to this. Wat a fool your father was."

Karl was surprised to hear the contenpt in her voice. She had previously always told himto | ook
up to his father. He began to cry. For the first time since |leaving the house, he felt deeply
nmi serabl e, rather than nerely unconfortable.

"Ch, ny God!" His nother reached out and shook him "W don't need your weeping on top of
everything else. Be quiet, Karl."
He bit his lip, but he was still shaken by sobs.

She stroked his head. "Your nother is tired," she said. "She has al ways done her duty." A sigh.
"But what's the point?" Karl realized that she was not trying to confort himat all, but herself.
Even the automatic stroking of his hair was done in an effort to calmherself. There was no real
synpathy in the gesture. For sone reason this know edge made him feel deep synpathy for her. It
has not been easy, even when his father was alive, with no-one comng to buy clothes in the shop
just because they had a Gernan-soundi ng name. And she had protected himfromthe worst of the
insults and beaten the boys who threw stones at him

He hugged her waist. "Have courage, nother," he whispered awkwardly.

She | ooked at himin astonishnent. "Courage? Wat does it gain us?" She took his hand. "Conme.
W'll find the soldiers.™

Trotting beside her, Karl felt closer to her than he had ever felt, not because she had shown
affection for himbut because he had been able to show affection for her. O late, he had begun
to feel guilty, believing he m ght not |Iove his nother as nuch as a good son shoul d.

The two of them entered the somewhat broader street that was Rue du Bac and here was the source of
the sounds they had heard. The Conmunards were being beaten back by the well-trained Versailles
troops. The Versaillese, having been so roundly defeated by the Prussians, were avengi ng
thensel ves on their recalcitrant countrymen. Most of the Communards were arnmed with rifles on

whi ch were fixed bayonets. They had run out of ammunition and were using the rifles as spears.
Most of them were dressed in ordinary clothes, but there was a handful of National Guardsmen anong
them in soiled pale blue uniforms. Karl saw a torn red flag still flying sonmewhere. Many wonen
were taking part in the fighting. Karl saw one wonan bayonet a wounded Versaillese who lay on the
ground. His nother pulled himaway. She was trenbling now. As they rounded a bend in the Rue du
Bac, they saw anot her barricade. Then there was an eruption and a roar and the barricades flew
apart. Through the dust and debris Karl saw bodies flung in every direction. Sone of the dead
were children of his own age. A terrifying wailing filled the street, a wailing which turned into
a grow of anger. The remai ni ng Communards began to fire at the unseen eneny. Another eruption
and anot her roar and the remmins of the barricade went down. For a second there was sil ence.

Then a woman rushed from a nearby house and screamed sonmething, hurling a burning bottle through
an open window in her own cellar. Karl saw that a house on the opposite side of the street was
begi nning to burn. Wy were the people setting fire to their own houses ?

Now t hrough the snoke and the ruins came the Versaillese in their smart dark blue and red

uni forms. Their eyes were red and glaring, reflecting the flames. They frightened Karl far nore
than the National Guardsnmen. Behind them galloped an officer on a black horse. He was scream ng
in the sane high-pitched tone as the wonman. He was waving a saber. Karl's nother took a step
towards the troops and then hesitated. She turned and began to run in the other direction, Kar
running with her

There were several shots and Karl noticed that bullets were striking the walls of the houses. He
knew at once that he and his nother were being fired at. He grinned with excitenent.

They dashed down the next side street and had to wade through piles of garbage to enter a ruined
building, an earlier victimof the first Siege. H's nother hid behind a quaking wall as the
soldiers ran past. Wen they had gone she sat down on a slab of broken stone and began to cry.
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Karl stroked her hair, wishing that he could share her grief.
“Your father should not have deserted us," she said.

"He had to fight, nmother,"” said Karl. 1t was what she had said to himwhen his father joined the
GQuard. "For France."

"For the Reds. For the fools who brought all this upon us!"

Karl did not understand.

Soon his nother was sleeping in the ruins. He curled up beside her and sl ept, too.

When they awakened that afternoon there was nuch nore snmoke. It drifted everywhere. On all sides
buil di ngs burned. Karl's nother staggered up. Wthout |ooking at himor speaking to him she
seized his hand in a grip which made himw nce. Her boots slipping on the stones, her skirts al
filthy and ragged at the hem she dragged himw th her to the street. A young girl stood there,
her face grave. "Good day," she said.

"Are they still fighting?"
The girl could hardly understand his nother's accent, it had beconme so thick. The girl frowned.

"Are they still fighting?" his nother asked again, speaking in a peculiar, slow voice.

"Yes." The girl shrugged. "They are killing everyone. Anyone."

"That way?" Karl's nother pointed towards the Seine. "That way?"

"Yes. Everywhere. But nore that way." She pointed in the general direction of the Boul evard du
Mont par nasse. "Are you a petrol -wonman?"

"Certainly not!" Madane d ogauer glared at the girl. "Are you?"

"I wasn't allowed," said the girl regretfully. "There isn't nuch petrol left."

Karl's nother took himback the way they had cone. The fires which had been started earlier were
now out. It appeared that they had done little damage. Not enough petrol, thought Karl

Wth her sleeve over her nouth, his nother picked her way through the corpses and crossed the
ruins of the barricade. The other nen and wonen who were searching for dead friends or relatives
i gnored them as they went by.

Karl thought there were nore dead people than living people in the world now

They reached the Boul evard St.-Germaine, hurrying towards the Quai d Orsay. On the far side of
the river nmonstrous sheets of flame sprang froma dozen buil di ngs and snoke boiled into the clear
May sky.

"I amso thirsty, nother,"
hi m

murnured Karl. The snoke and the dust filled his nmouth. She ignored

Here again the barricades were deserted, save for the dead, the victors and the sightseers.

G oups of Versaillese stood about, |eaning on their rifles, snoking and watching the fires, or
chatting to the innocent citizens who were so anxious to establish their hatred of the Comunards.
Karl saw a group of prisoners, their hands bound with rope, sitting mserably in the road, guarded
by the regul ar soldiers. Wenever a Communard noved, he would receive a harsh blowfroma rifle
butt or would be threatened by the bayonet. The red flag flew nowhere. In the distance canme the
sound of cannon fire and rifle fire.

"At last!" Madane d ogauer began to nove towards the troops. "W shall go hone soon, Karl. |If
t hey have not burned our house down."
Karl saw an enpty wine bottle in the gutter. Perhaps they could fill it with water fromthe

river. He picked it up even as his nother dragged hi m forward.

"Mot her - we could..."
She stopped. "What have you got there? Put the filthy thing down!"

"We could fill it with water."
"We' Il drink soon enough. And eat."
She grabbed the bottle fromhis hand. "If we are to remain respectable, Karl..."

She turned her head at a shout. A group of citizens were pointing at her. Soldiers began to run
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towards them Karl heard the word "petrol euse" repeated several tines. Ma-dane d ogauer shook
her head and threw the bottle down. "It is enpty," she said quietly. They could not hear her
The sol diers stopped and raised their rifles She stretched her hands towards them "It was an
enpty bottle!" she cried.

Karl tugged at her. "Mther!" He tried to take her hand, but it was still stretched towards the
soldiers. "They cannot understand you, nother."

She began to back away and then she ran. He tried to follow, but fell down. She disappeared into
alittle alley. The soldiers ran past Karl and followed her into the alley. The citizens ran
after the soldiers. They were shrieking with hysteria and bl oodlust. Karl got up and ran behind
them There were sone shots and sonme screanms. By the tinme Karl had entered the little street the
sol diers were comi ng back again, the citizens still standing | ooking at sonething on the ground.
Karl pushed his way through them They cuffed himand snarled at himand then they, too, turned
away.

"The pigs use wonen and children to fight their battles," said one nman. He glared at Karl. "The
sooner Paris is cleansed of such scumthe better."

His nother lay spraw ed on her face in the filth of the street. There was a dark, wet patch on
her back. Karl went up to her and, as he had suspected, found that the patch was bl ood. She was
still bleeding. He had never seen his nother's blood before. He tried hard to turn her over, but
he was too weak. "Modther?" Suddenly her whol e body heaved and she drew in a great dry breath.
Then she npaned.

The snoke drifted across the sky and evening cane and the city burned. Red flanes stained the

ni ght on every side. Shots boonmed. But there were no nore voices. Even the people who passed
and whom Karl begged to help his wounded nother did not speak. One or two |aughed harshly. Wth
his help, his nmother managed to turn herself over and sat with her back propped agai nst the wall.
She breathed with great difficulty and did not seemto know him staring as fixedly and as
determnedly into the mddle distance as she had al ways done. Her hair was loose and it clung to
her tight, anxious face. Karl wanted to find her sone water, but he did not want to | eave her

At last he got up and bl ocked the path of a man who cane wal ki ng towards Boul evard St - Gernai ne.
"Pl ease help ny nother, sir," he said.

"Help her? Yes, of course. Then they will shoot nme, too. That will be good, eh?" The man threw
back his head and | aughed heartily as he continued on his way.

"She did nothing wong!" Karl shouted.

The man stopped just before he turned the corner. "It depends how you look at it, doesn't it,
young nman?" He gestured into the boul evard. "Here's what you need! Hey, there! Stop! 1've got
anot her passenger for you." Karl heard the sound of sonething squeaking. The squeaki ng stopped
and the man exchanged a few words with soneone else. Then he disappeared. Instinctively Karl
backed away with sone i dea of defending his mother. A filthy old man appeared next. "I've just

about got room" he conplained. He brushed Karl aside, heaved Madane d ogauer onto his shoul der
and turned, staggering back down the street. Karl followed. Ws the man going to help his

not her? Take her to the hospital ?

A cart stood in the street. There were no cart-horses, for they had all been eaten during the

Si ege as Karl knew. Instead, between the shafts stood several ragged nmen and wonmen. They began
to nove forward when they saw the old man appear again, dragging the squeaking cart behind them
Karl saw that there were people of all ages and sexes lying on top of one another in the cart.

Most of them were dead, many w th gapi ng wounds and parts of their faces or bodies mssing. "Gve
us a hand here," said the old nan and one of the younger nen left his place at the front and

hel ped heave Madane G ogauer onto the top of the pile. She groaned.

"Where are you taking her?" asked Karl.

They continued to ignore him The cart squeaked on through the night. Karl followed it. From
time to tine he heard his nother npan

He becane very tired and could hardly see, for his eyes kept closing, but he followed the cart by
its sound, hearing the sharp clack of clogs and the slap of bare feet on the road, the squeal of
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the wheel s, the occasional cries and nmoans of the |iving passengers. By mdnight they had reached
one of the outlying districts of the city and entered a square. There were Versaillese soldiers
here, standing about on the remains of a green. In the mddle of the green was a dark area. The
old nman said sonething to the soldiers and then he and his conpani ons began unl oadi ng the cart.
Karl tried to see which one of the people was his nother. The ragged nmen and wonen carried their
burdens to the dark area and dropped theminto it. Karl could now see that it was a freshly dug
pit. There were already a |arge nunber of bodies init. He peered in, certain that he had heard
his mother's voi ce anong the nobans of the wounded as, indiscrimnately, they were buried with the
dead. Al around the square shutters were closing and |ights were being extingui shed. A soldier
came up and dragged Karl away fromthe graveside. "Get back," he said, "or you'll go in with

t hem "

Soon the cart went away. The soldiers sat down by the graveside and Iit their pipes, conplaining
about the snell, which had becone al nost overpowering, and passing a bottle of w ne back and
forth. "I1'lIl be glad when this is over," said one

Karl squatted against the wall of the house, trying to distinguish his nother's voi ce anongst
those which groaned or cried out fromthe pit. He was sure he could hear her pleading to be |let
out.

By dawn, her voice had stopped and the cart canme back with a fresh | oad. These were dunped into
the pit and the soldiers got up reluctantly at the conmand of their officer, putting down their
rifles and picking up shovels. They began to throw earth onto the bodies.

When the grave was covered, Karl got up and began to wal k away.

The guards put down their shovels. They seened nore cheerful now and they opened another bottle
of wine. One of themsaw Karl. "Hello, young man. You're up early." He ruffled the boy's hair.
"Hoping for sonme nore excitenent, eh?" He took a pull on the bottle and then offered it to Karl.
"Like a drink? " He laughed. Karl sniled at him

Karl gasps and he writhes on the bed.

- What are you doing ? he says.

- Don't you like it? You don't have to like it. Not everyone does.
- Ch, CGod, says Karl.

The bl ack man gets up. His body gleans in the faint light fromthe window He noves gracefully
back, out of range of Karl's vision. - Perhaps you had better sleep. There is lots of tine.

-No. ..
- You want to go on? A pause.
-Yes. ..

What Woul d You Do? (2)
You have been brought to a room by the Secret Police.

They say that you can save the lives of your whole famly if you will only assist themin one way.
You agree to help.

There is a table covered by a cloth. They renpve the cloth and reveal a profusion of objects.
There is a children's conforter, a Smth and Wesson .45, an unbrella, a big volune of Don Quixote,
illustrated by Dore, two blankets, a jar of honey, four bottles of drugs, a bicycle punp, some

bl ank envel opes, a carton of Sullivans cigarettes, an enaneled pin with the word 1900 on it (blue
on gold), a wist-watch, a Japanese fan

They tell you that all you have to do is choose the correct object and you and your fanmily will be
rel eased.

You have never seen any of the objects before. You tell themthis. They nod. That is all right.
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They know. Now choose.
You stare at the objects, trying to divine their significance.

3

Kaf fee Kl atsch in Brunsw ck

1883: The Lowdown Bi smarck was very fond of enlarging on his favorite theory of the male and
fermal e European nations. The Germans thensel ves, the three Scandi navi an peoples, the Dutch, the
Engl i sh proper, the Scotch, the Hungarians and the Turks, he declared to be essentially male
races. The Russians, the Poles, the Bohenians, and indeed every Slavonic people, and all Celts,
he mai ntai ned, just as enphatically, to be fermale races. A fermale race he ungallantly defined as
one given to i mense verbosity, to fickleness, and to |lack of tenacity. He conceded to these
fem nine races sone of the advantages of their sex, and acknow edged that they had great powers of
attraction and charm when they chose to exert them and also a fluency of speech denied to the
nmore virile nations. He nmaintained stoutly that it was quite useless to expect efficiency in any
formfromone of the female races, and he was full of contenpt for the Celt and the Slav. He
contended that the npbst interesting nations were the epicene ones, partaking, that is, of the
characteristics of both sexes, and he instanced France and Italy, intensely virile in the North,
absolutely female in the South; naintaining that the Northern French had saved their country tines
out of nunber fromthe follies of the "Meridionaux". He attributed the efficiency of the
Frenchmen of the North to the fact that they had so large a proportion of Frankish and Norman
blood in their veins, the Franks being a Germanic tribe, and the Nornmans, as their nane inplied,
Nort hnmen of Scandi navi an, therefore also of Teutonic, origin. He declared that the fair-haired
Pi ednontese were the driving power of Italy, and that they owed their initiative to their descent
fromthe Gernmani ¢ hordes who invaded Italy under Alaric in the fifth century. Bismarck stoutly
mai nt ai ned that efficiency wherever it was found, was due to Teutonic blood; a statement with
which | will not quarrel

As the inventor of "Practical Politics" (Real-Politik), Bismarck had a suprene contenpt for fluent
tal kers and for words, saying that only fools could inagine that facts could be tal ked away. He
cynically added that words were sonetinmes useful for "papering over structural cracks" when they
had to be concealed for a tine.

Wth his intensely overbearing disposition, Bismarck could not brook the snallest contradiction
or any criticismwhatever. | have often watched himin the Reichstag - then housed in a very
nmodest building - whilst being attacked, especially by Lieb-knecht the Socialist. He made no
effort to conceal his anger, and would stab the blotting-pad before himviciously with a neta
paper-cutter, his face purple w th rage.

Bi smarck hinself was a very clear and forcible speaker, with a happy knack of coining felicitous
phr ases.

THE VANI SHED POWPS OF YESTERDAY.
Lord Frederick Hamlton. Hodder and St oughton, 1920.
There is a big color TV in the suite.

The Nigerian walks up to it. His penis is still slightly stiff. - Do you want this on?
Karl is eight. It is 1883. Brunswick. He has a very respectable nother and father. They are
kind but firm It is very confortable.

He shakes his head.

- Well, do you mind if | watch the news? Karl is eight. It is 1948. There is a man in paj anmas
in his nother's room It is 1883..

KARL WAS EIGHT. His nother was thirty-five. H s father was forty. They had a | arge, nodem house
in the best part of Brunswick. H s father's business was in the centre of town. Trade was good
in Germany and particularly good in Brunswi ck. The d ogauers were part of the best society in
Brunswi ck. Frau d ogauer belonged to the coffee circle which once a week net, in rotation, at the
house of one of the nmenbers. This week the | adies were neeting at Frau G ogauer's.
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Karl, of course, was not allowed into the big drawing roomwhere his nother entertained. His
nurse wat ched over himwhile he played in the garden in the hot sunmer sunshine. Through the
french wi ndows, which were open, he could just see his nother and her friends. They bal anced the
delicate china cups so elegantly and they | eaned their heads so cl ose together when they talked.
They were not bored. Karl was bored.

He swung back and forth on his swing. Up and down and back and forward and up and down and back
He was dressed in his best velvet suit and he was hot and unconfortable. But he always dressed in
this way when it was his nother's turn to entertain the Kaffee Kl atsch, even though he wasn't
invited to join them Usually he was asked to cone in just before the ladies left. They would
ask himthe same questions as, they asked every tune and they would conplinment his nother on his

| ooks and his size and his health and they would give hima little piece of gateau. He was

| ooking forward to the gateaux.

"Karl, you nust wear your hat," said Mss Henshaw. M ss Henshaw was English and her German was
rather unfortunate in that she had learned it in a village. It was Low German and it made her
sound like a yokel. Karl's parents and their friends spoke nothing but the nore sophisticated

Hi gh German. Low German sounded just |ike English, anyway. He didn't know why she'd bothered to
learn it. "Your hat, Karl. The sun is too hot."

In her garishly striped blouse and her silly, stiff grey skirt and her own floppy white hat, M ss
Henshaw | ooked awful. How dowdy and decrepit she was conpared to Mther who, corseted and bustl ed
and covered in pretty silk ribbons and buttons and | ace and brocade, nmoved with the dignity of a
six-masted clipper. Mss Henshaw was evidently only a servant, for all her pretense at authority.

She stretched out her freckled arm offering himthe little sun hat. He ignored her, naking the
swi ng go hi gher and higher.

"You wi Il get sunstroke, Karl. Your nother will be very angry with ne."
Karl shrugged and kicked his feet out straight, enjoying Mss Henshaw s hel pl essness.

"Karl! Karl!"
M ss Henshaw s voi ce was al nost a screech

Karl grinned. He saw that the | adies were |ooking out at himthrough the open wi ndow. He waved
to his nmother. The ladies smled and returned to their gossinp.

He knew it was gossip, about everyone in Brunsw ck, because once he had | ain beside the wi ndow in
the shrubs and |istened before he had been caught by M ss Henshaw. He w shed that he had
understood nore of the references, but at |east he had got one useful tip - that Fritz Vieweg's
father had been born "the wrong side of the blanket". He hadn't been sure of the neaning, but
when he had confronted Fritz Vieweg with it, it had stopped Vieweg calling hima "Jew pig" al
right.

Gossip like that was worth a | ot.

"Karl! Karl!"
"Ch, go away Fraulein Henshaw. | amnot in need of my hat at present.” He chuckled to hinself.
When he talked like his father, she always di sapproved.

Hi s nother appeared in the doorway of the french w ndow.

"Karl, dear. There is sonmeone who would like to neet you. May we have Karl in with us for a
moment, M ss Henshaw?"

"Of course, Frau G ogauer." Mss Henshaw darted hima | ook of stern triunph. Reluctantly, he |et
the swing sl ow down and then junped off.

M ss Henshaw took his hand and they wal ked across the ornanental pavenent to the french wi ndows.
H s nother smiled fondly and patted his head.

"Frau Spi egel berg is here and wants to neet you."

He supposed, fromhis nother's tone, that he should know who Frau Spi egel berg was, that she nust
be an inportant visitor, not one of Frau d ogauer's regulars. A worman dressed in purple and white
silk was towering behind his nother. She gave himquite a friendly smle. He bowed twi ce very
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deeply. "Cood afternoon, Frau Spiegel berg."
"Good afternoon, Karl," said Frau Spiegel berg.

"Frau Spiegelberg is fromBerlin, Karl," said his nother. "She has net the great Chancell or
Bi smarck hinsel f!"
Agai n Karl bowed.

The | adi es | aughed. Frau Spiegel berg said with charmng, al nost coquettish nodesty, "I nust
enphasize | amnot on intimate terms with Prinz Bismarck!" and she gave a trilling laugh. Karl
knew that all the | adies would be practicing that |augh after she had gone back to Berlin.

"I would like to go to Berlin," said Karl.

"It is avery fine city," said Frau Spi egel berg conplacently. "But your Brunswick is very
pretty.”

Karl was at a loss for sonething to say. He frowned and then brightened. "Frau Spiegelberg -" he
gave another little bow - "have you nmet Chancell or Bi smarck's son?"

"I have met both. Do you nean Herbert or Wlliamor -" Frau Spi egel berg gl anced nodestly at her
conmpani ons again - "Bill as he likes to be called.”

"Bill," said Karl

"I have attended several balls at which he has been present, yes."
"So you - have touched him Frau Spi egel berg?”
And again the trilling laugh. "Wy do you ask?"

"Well, Father met himonce | believe when on business in Berlin..."
"So your Father and | have an acquai ntance in comon. That is splendid, Karl." Frau Spiegel berg
made to turn away. "A handsone boy, Frau -"

"And Fat her shook hands with him" said Karl

"Real ly? well..."

"And Fat her said he drank so nuch beer that his hands were al ways wet and clammy and he coul d not
possibly live for long if he continued to drink that nmuch. Father is, hinmself, not averse to a
few tots of beer or glasses of punch, but he swears he has never seen anyone drink so nuch in all
his life. 1s Bill Bismarck dead yet, Frau Spiegel berg?"

Hi s nother had been listening to himin cold horror, her nmouth open. Frau Spiegel berg rai sed her
eyebrows. The other | adies glanced at each other. M ss Henshaw took his hand and began to pul

hi m away, apol ogi zing to his nother.

Karl bowed again. "I am honored to have nmet you, Frau Spiegelberg,"” he said in his father's
voice. "l amafraid | have enbarrassed you and so | will take ny |leave now." M ss Henshaw s
tuggi ng becane nore insistent. "I hope we shall neet again before you return to Berlin, Frau
Spi egel berg. .. "

"It istime | left,” icily said Frau Spiegel berg to his nother.

H s nother canme out for a nonent and hi ssed:
"You di sgusting child. You will be punished for this. Your father shall do it."
"But, Mdther...".

"I'n the neantinme, Mss Henshaw," said Frau d ogauer in a terrible nmurrmur, "you have ny perni ssion
to beat the boy."
Karl shuddered as he caught a glint of hidden malice in Mss Henshaw s pale, grey eyes.

"Very well, madam" said Mss Henshaw. As she |led himaway he heard her sigh a deep sigh of
pl easure.

Al ready, he was plotting his own revenge.

- You'll like it better when you get used to it. |It's a question of your frame of mind. Karl
sighs. - Maybe.

- It's a matter of tine, that's all

- | believe you.
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- You've got to let yourself go.

They sip the dry, chilled chanpagne the bl ack man has ordered. Qutside, people are going into the
t heatres.

- After all, says the black man - we are many people. There are a lot of different sides to one's
personality. You nmustn't feel that you've |ost something. You have gained sonething. Another
aspect is flowering.

- | feel terrible.

- It won't last. Your nonent will cone. Karl smiles. The black man's English is not always
perfect.

- There, you see, you are feeling nore rel axed already. The black nman reaches out and touches
his arm - How snooth your flesh is. Wat are you thinking?
- | was renenbering the tine | found the air-raid warden in bed with nmy nother. | renmenber her
explaining it to nmy father. M father was a patient man

- |Is your father still alive?
- | don't know.

- You have a great deal to learn, yet.

What Woul d You Do? (3)

You are returning fromthe theatre after a pleasant evening with your sweetheart. You are in the
centre of the city and you want a taxi. You decide to go to the main railway station and find a
taxi there. As you cone into a side-entrance and approach a flight of steps you see an old nan
trying to ascend. He is evidently incapably drunk. Nornally you would help himup the steps, but
inthis case there is a problem His trousers have fallen down to his ankles, revealing his
filthy legs. Fromhis bottom protrude several pieces of newspaper covered in excrenment. To help
hi mwoul d be a nmessy task, to say the least, and you are reluctant to spoil the previously

pl easant nood of the evening. There is a second or two before you pass himand continue on your

j our ney.

4
Capetown Party: 1892: Butterflies In the neantime let us not forget that if errors of judgnent
have been committed, they have been conmitted by nen whose zeal and patrioti smhas never been
doubted. We cannot refrain, however, fromalluding here to the greatest of all |essons which this
war has taught, not us alone, but all the world - the solidarity of the Enpire. And for that
great denmonstration what sacrifice was not worth neking.

W TH THE FLAG TO PRETCRI A.
H W WIlson, Harmsworth Brothers 1900.

Karl enmerges fromthe deep bath. Liquid drips fromhim He stares in bewildernent at hinself in
the wall mirror opposite.

- Wiy did you make ne do that?
-1 thought you'd like it. You said how nuch you adm red ny body.

-1 meant your physique.
-Ch, | see.
- |1 look like sonmething out of a mnstrel show Al Jolson...

- Yes, you do rather. But you could pass for what? An Eurasian? The black man begins to | augh.
Karl laughs, too. They fall into each other's arms.

- It shouldn't take long to dry, says the black man. Karl is nine. |s 1892. He is at work now.
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-1 think | like you better like that, says the black man. He puts a palmon Karl's danp thigh. -
It's your color ... Karl giggles.

- There, you see, it has nmade you feel better

KARL WAS NINE. His nother did not know her age. He did not know his father. He was a servant in
a house with a huge garden. A white house. He was the punkah-wallah, the boy who operated the

gi ant fan which swept back and forth over the white people while they were eating. Wen he was
not doing this, he helped the cook in the kitchen. Wenever he could, however, he was out in the
grounds with his net. He had a passion for butterflies. He had a large collection in the room he
shared with the two other little house-boys and his conpanions were very envious. |f he saw a
speci nen he did not own, he would forget everything else until he had caught it. Everyone knew
about his hobby and that was why he was known as "Butterfly" by everyone, fromthe nmaster and

m stress down. It was a kind house and they tolerated his passion. |t was not everyone, even
who woul d enpl oy a Cape Col ored boy, because npbst thought that half-breeds were |l ess trustworthy
than pure-bl ooded natives. The master had presented himwith a proper killing jar and an old

velvet-lined case in which to mount his specinens. Karl was very | ucky.

Whenever the master saw him he would say: "And how s the young entonol ogi st, today?" and Karl
woul d flash hima smile. Wen Karl was older it was al nost certain that he woul d be given a
position as a footman. He would be the very first Cape Colored footman in this district.

This evening it was very hot and the nmaster and nistress were entertaining a large party of guests
to dinner. Karl sat behind a screen and pulled on the string which made the fan work. He was
good at his job and the nmotion of the fan was as regul ar as the sw nging of a pendul um

Wien his right arm becane tired, Karl would use his left arm and when his left armwas tired, he
woul d transfer the string to the big toe of his right foot. Wen his right foot ached, he would

use his left and by that tine his right armwuld be rested and he could begin again. In the
meant i me, he daydreaned, thinking of his lovely butterflies and of the specinmens he had yet to
collect. There was a very large one he wanted particularly. It had blue and yell ow wings and a

conplicated pattern of zigzags on its body. He did not knowits nane. He knew few of the names
because nobody could tell themto him Soneone had once shown hima book with sone pictures of
butterflies and the names underneath, but since he could not read he could not discover what the
nanmes were.

Laughter cane fromthe other side of the screen. A deep voice said: "Sonebody will teach the
Boers a | esson soon, mark ny words. Those damed farnmers can't go on treating British subjects in
t hat hi gh-handed fashion forever. W've made their country rich and they treat us like natives!"
Anot her voice nurnured a reply and the deep voice said loudly: "If that's the sort of life they
want to. preserve, why don't they go sonewhere else? They've got to nove with the tines.”

Karl lost interest in the conversation. He didn't understand it, anyway. Besides, he was nore
interested in butterflies. He transferred the string to his left toe.

When all the guests had withdrawn, a footman canme to tell Karl that he might go to his supper
Stiffly Karl wal ked round the screen and hobbl ed towards the door. The dinner had been a | ong
one.

In the kitchen the cook put a |large plate of succulent scraps before himand said: "Hurry up now,
young man. |'ve had a long day and | want to get to nmy bed."”

He ate the food and washed it down with the half a glass of beer the cook gave him It was a
treat. She knew he had been working hard, too. As she let himout of the kitchen, she runpled
his hair and said: "Poor little chap. How s your butterflies?"

"Very well, thank you, cook." Karl was al ways polite.

"You nust show themto nme sonetine."

“I''l'l show themto you tonmorrow, if you like."

She nodded. "Well, sometime ... Goodnight, Butterfly."

" Goodni ght, cook."

He clinbed the back stairs high up to his roomin the roof. The two houseboys were already
asleep. Quietly, he lit his lanp and got out his case of butterflies. He would be needing
anot her case soon.
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Smiling tenderly, he delicately stroked their wings with the tip of his little finger

For over an hour he | ooked at his butterflies and then he got into his bed and pulled the sheet
over him He lay staring at the eaves and thinking about the blue and yellow butterfly he woul d
try to catch tonorrow.

There was a sound outside. He ignored it. It was a famliar sound. Feet creeping along the
passage. Either one of the housemai ds was on her way out to keep an assignation with her
follower, or her follower had boldly entered the house. Karl turned over and tried to go to
sl eep.

The door of his room opened.

He turned onto his back again and peered through the gloom A white figure was standing there,
panting. It was a man in pajamas and a dressing gown. The nman paused for a noment and then crept
towards Karl's bed.

"There you are, you little beauty," whispered the man. Karl recognized the voice as the one he
had heard earlier tal king about the Boers.

"What do you want, sir?" Karl sat up in bed.

"Eh? Damm! Wo the devil are you? "

"The punch-boy, sir."

"I thought this was where that little fat maid slept. Wat the devil!"

There was a crunch and the man grunted in pain, hopping about the room "Ch, |'ve had enough of
this!"

Now t he other two boys were awake. Their eyes stared in horror at the hopping figure. Perhaps
they thought it was a ghost.

The white man bl undered back out of the room |eaving the door swinging on its hinges. Karl heard
hi m go down the passage and descend the stairs.

Karl got up and lit the |anp.

He saw his butterfly case where he had left it beside the bed. The white nan had stepped on it
and broken the glass. Al the butterflies were broken, too.

- Wn't it wash off? asks Karl

- Do you want it to come off? Don't you feel nmore free?
-Free?
What Woul d You Do? (4)

You are escaping froman eneny. You have clinbed along the top of a sloping slate roof, severa

stories up. It is raining. You slip and manage to hang on to the top of the roof. You try to
get back, but your feet slip on the wet tiles. Below you, you can see a lead gutter. WII you
risk sliding down the roof while there is still sone strength left in your fingers and hope that

you can catch the gutter as you go down and thus work your way to safety? O wll you continue to
try to pull yourself back to the top of the roof? There is also the chance that the gutter wll
break under your weight when you grab it. Perhaps, also, your eneny has discovered where you are
and is conmng along the roof towards you

5
Li beration in Havana: 1898: Hooks "You may fire when ready, Gidley."
COVWODCORE DEVEEY, May 1st, 1898.

- There, it's dried nicely. The black man runs his nail down Karl's chest. - Are you religious,
Karl ?

- Not really.

- Do you believe in incarnation? O what you nmight call "transincarnation", | suppose.

-1 don't know what you're tal king about.
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The nail traces a line across his stomach. He gasps.
The bl ack man bares his teeth in a sudden smile.

- Ch, you do really. What's this? WIIful ignorance? How rmany people today suffer fromthat
mal ai se!
- Leave ne al one.

- Al one?

Karl is ten, the son of a small manufacturer of cigars in Havana, Cuba. His grandfather had the
cigar factory before his father. He will inherit the factory fromhis father

-Yes-alone... Ch, Cod!

... The black man's tone becones warmy synpathetic. Wat's up?
Karl |l ooks at himin surprise, hearing himspeak English slang easily for the first time. The
bl ack man i s changi ng.

Karl shudders. - You' ve - you've - nade ne cold..
-Then we'd better tuck you into bed, old chap
- You've corrupted ne.

-Corrupted? 1Is that what you think turns me on? The Corruption of Ignorance! The black man
throws back his handsone head and | aughs heartily.

Karl is ten...
The bl ack man | eans down and ki sses Karl ferociously on the lips.

KARL WAS TEN. His nmother was dead. His father was fifty one. H's brother WIli was nineteen
and, when | ast heard of, had joined the insurgents to fight agai nst the Spaniards.

Karl's father had not approved of WIIli's decision and had di sowned his el dest son; that was why
Karl was now the heir to the cigar factory. One day he would be master of nearly a hundred wonen
and children who worked in the factory rolling the good cigars which were prized all over the
wor | d.

Not that business could be said to be good at present, with the American ships bl ockadi ng the

port. "But the war is virtually over," said Senor d ogauer, "and things will be returning to
nor mal soon enough. "
It was Sunday and the bells were ringing all over Havana. Big bells and little bells. It was

al nost i nmpossible to hear anything el se.

After church, Senor d ogauer wal ked with his son down the Prado towards Parque Central. Since the
war, the beggars seened to have multiplied to four or five tunes their previous nunber

Di sdai ning a carriage, Senor G ogauer |led his son through the ragged clanorers, tapping a way
through with his cane. Sonetimes a particularly sluggi sh beggar woul d recei ve a heavy thwack for
hi s pains and Senor G ogauer would smle to hinself and put a little extra tilt on his beautifully
white Panama hat. His suit was white, too. Karl wore a coffee-colored sailor suit and sweated
Hi s father nade a point of naking this journey on foot every Sunday because he said Karl nust

| earn to know the people and not fear them they were all wetched cowards, even when you had to
deal with a whole pack of them as now

This nmorning a brigade of volunteers had been lined up for inspection in the Prado. Their
uniforms were ill-fitting and not all of themhad rifles of the same nake, but a little Spanish
lieutenant strutted up and down in front of themas proudly as if he were Napol eon inspecting the
Gand Arny. And behind the marshal ed volunteers a military band played rousi ng nmarches and
patriotic tunes. The bells and the beggars and the band created such a cacophony that Karl felt
his ears would cl ose up against the noise. It echoed through the faded white grandeur of the
street, fromthe elaborate stucco walls of the hotels and official buildings on both sides of the
avenue, fromthe black and shining windows of the shops with their ornate gold, silver and scarl et
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lettering. And mingled with this noise were the snells -snells fromsewers and beggars and
sweating soldiers threatening to drown the nore savory snells of coffee and candy and cooki ng
f ood.

Karl was gl ad when they entered the babble of the Cafe Inglaterra on the west side of the Parque
Central. This was the fashionable place to cone and, as always, it was crowded with the
representatives of all nations, professions and trades. There were Spanish officers, businessnen
| awyers, priests. There were a nunber of ladies in colors as rich as the feathers of the jungle
birds (fromwhomthey had borrowed at |east part of their finery), there were nerchants from al
the countries of Europe. There were English planters and even a few American journalists or

t obacco-buyers. They sat at the tables, crowded tightly together, and drank beer or punch or

whi sky, talking, laughing, quarrelling. Some stood at the counters while upstairs others ate |ate
breakfasts or early luncheons or nerely drank coffee.

Senor  ogauer guided Karl into the cafe, nodding to acquaintances, smling at friends, and found
a seat for hinself. "You had better stand, Karl, until a seat becones free," he said. "Your
usual | enpbnade?”

"Thank you, Papa." Karl w shed he could be at hone reading his book in the cool sem -darkness of
t he nursery.

Senor d ogauer studied the menu. "The cost!" he exclaimed. "I'Il swear it has doubl ed since |ast
week. "

The man sitting opposite spoke good Spani sh but was evidently English or Arerican. He sniled at
Senor G ogauer. "It's true what you people say - you're not being bl ockaded by the warships.

You' re bei ng bl ockaded by the grocers!”

Senor G ogauer pursed his lips in a cautious smile. "Qur own people are ruining us, senor. You

are quite right. The tradesnmen are soaking the life out of us. They blane the Anericans, but |
know they had prepared for this - salting away their food knowing that if the bl ockade took effect

they could charge anything they liked. It is hard for us at the nonent, senor.”

"So | see," said the stranger wyly. "Wen the Anericans get here things will be better, eh? "
Senor G ogauer shrugged. "Not if La Lucha is correct. | was reading yesterday of the atrocities
the Anerican Rough Riders are conmitting in Santiago. They are drunk all the tine. They steal
They shoot honest citizens at will - and worse." Senor d ogauer glanced significantly at Karl

The waiter came up. He ordered a coffee for hinself and a | enonade for Karl. Karl wondered if

they ate children.

"I"'msure the reports are exaggerated," said the stranger. "A fewisolated cases."

"Perhaps." Senor d ogauer put both his hands over the knob of his cane. "But | fear that if they
come here | - or ny son - might be one of those 'isolated cases'. W should be just as dead,

t hi nk. "

The stranger |aughed. "I take your point, senor." He turned in his chair and | ooked out at the
life of the Parque. "But at |least Cuba will be master of her own fate when this is over."
"Possibly." Senor d ogauer watched the waiter setting down his coffee.

"You have no synpathy with the insurgents?"

"None. Wy should |I? They have disrupted ny business."

"Your view is understandable, senor. Well, | have work to do." The stranger rose. Karl thought
how ill and tired the man | ooked. He put on his own, slightly grubby, Panama. "It has been

pl easant talking with you, senor. Good day."

"Good day, senor." Senor d ogauer pointed to the vacant chair and gratefully Karl went to it,
sitting down. The | enbnade was warm |t tasted of flies, thought Karl. He |ooked up at the huge
electric fans rattling round and round on the ceiling. They had only been installed | ast year

but already there were specks of rust on their bl ades.

Alittle later, when they were leaving the Cafe Inglaterra, on their way across the Parque to
where Senor G ogauer's carriage waited, a Spanish officer halted in front of themand saluted. He
had four soldiers with him They | ooked bored. "Senor G ogauer?" The Spaniard gave a slight bow
and brought his heels together.

"Yes." Senor G ogauer frowned. "Wat is it, captain?"
"W would lIike you to acconpany us, if you please."
"To where? For what?"
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"A security matter. | do apologize. You are the father of WI hel m d ogauer, are you not?"

"I have di sowned ny son," said Karl G ogauer's father grimy. "I do not support his opinions."
"You know what his opinions are?"

"Vaguely. | understand he is in favor of a break with Spain."

"I think he is rather nore active a supporter of the insurgent cause than that, senor." The
captain glanced at Karl as if sharing a joke with him "Well, if you will now cone with us to our

headquarters, we can sort this whole thing out quickly."

"Must | cone? Can't you ask ne your questions here?"

"No. \What about the boy?"

"He will cone with his father." For a nonent Karl thought that his father's decision was made from
fear, that his father needed Karl's noral support. But that was silly, for his father was such a
proud, self-reliant man.

Wth the soldiers behind them they wal ked out of the Parque Central and up Obispo Street unti
they reached a gateway guarded by nore soldiers. They went through the gate and into a courtyard.
Here the captain dismssed the soldiers and gestured for Senor d ogauer to precede himinto the
building. Slowy, with dignity, Senor G ogauer ascended the steps and entered the foyer, one hand
on his cane, the other grasping Karl's hand.

"And now this way, senor." The captain indicated a dark passage with many doors leading off it on
both sides. They wal ked down this. "And down these steps, senor." Down a curving flight of steps
into the basenent of the building. The |ower passage was lit by oil-Ianps.

And another flight of steps.

"Down, please."
And now the snell was worse even than the snell of the Prado. Senor d ogauer took out a pure

white |inen handkerchief and fastidiously wiped his lips. "Were are we, senor captain?"

"The cells, Senor dogauer. This is where we question prisoners and so on."

"You are not -1 amnot -7?"

"Of course not. You are a private citizen. W only seek your help, | assure you. Your own
loyalty is not in question.”

Into one of the cells. There was a table init. On the table was a flickering oil lanp. The

| anp cast shadows whi ch danced sl uggi shly. There was a strong snell of danp, of sweat, of urine.
One of the shadows groaned. Senor d ogauer started and peered at it. "Mther of God!"

"I amafraid it is your son, senor. As you see. He was captured only about twenty nmiles fromthe
city. He clainmed that he was a small planter fromthe other side of the island. But we found his
nane in his wallet and someone had heard of you - your cigars, you know, which are so good. W
put two and two together and then you - thank you very nmuch - confirmed that your son was an
insurgent. But we wanted to be sure this was your son, naturally, and not soneone who had nanaged
merely to get hold of his papers. And again, we thank you."

"Karl. Leave," said Senor d ogauer, renmenbering his other son. H s voice was shaking. "At
once. "

"The sergeant at the door," said the officer, "perhaps he will give you a drink."

But Karl had already seen the dirty steel butcher's hooks on which WIli's wists had been

i mpal ed, had seen the blue and yellow fl esh around the wounds, the drying bl ood. He had seen
WIlli's poor, beaten face, his scarred body, his beast's eyes. Calnly, he cane to a decision. He
| ooked up the corridor. 1t was deserted.

When his father eventually canme out of the cell, weeping and asking to be pardoned and justifying

hi msel f and cal ling upon God and cursing his son all at the sanme time, Karl had gone. He was
wal ki ng steadily, walking on his little legs towards the outskirts of the city, on his way to find
the insurgents still at liberty.

He intended to offer them his services.

-And why do you dislike Anericans?
-1 don't like the way sonme of themthink they own the world

- But didn't your people think that for centuries? Don't they still?
- It's different.
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-And why do you coll ect nodel sol diers?
-1 just do. It's relaxing. A hobby.

- Because you can't manipul ate real people so easily?
- Think what you like. Karl turns over on the bed and imrediately regrets it. But he lies there

He feels the expected touch on his spine. Now you are feeling altogether nore yourself, aren't
you, Karl?
Karl's face is pressed into the pillow. He cannot speak

The man's body presses down on his and for a nonent he sniles. |Is this what they nean by the
White Man's Burden?
- Sssssshhhhh, says the black man

What Woul d You Do? (5)
You have three children

One is eight years old. Agqgirl.
One is six years old. Agirl.
One is a few nonths old. A boy.

You are told that you can save any two of them fromdeath, but not all three. You are given five
m nutes to choose.

Whi ch one woul d you sacrifice?

6

London Sewing Circle: 1905: A Message One woul d have thought that the neaning of the word
"sweating" as applied to work was sufficiently obvious. But when "the Sweating Systenl was
inquired into by the Coormittee of the House of Lords, the nmeani ng becane suddenly involved. As a
matter of fact the sweater was originally a man who kept his people at work for long hours. A
school boy who "sweats" for his examination studies for many hours beyond his usual working day.
The school boy neaning of the word was originally the trade neaning.

But of late years the sweating system has cone to nean an unhappy conbi nation of |ong hours and

| ow pay. "The sweater's den" is a workshop - often a dwelling roomas well - in which, under the
nmost unheal thy conditions, nen and wonen toil for fromsixteen to eighteen hours a day for a wage
barely sufficient to keep body and soul together

The sweating system as far as London is concerned, exists chiefly at the East End, but it
flourishes also in the West, notably in Soho, where the principal "sweating trade", tailoring, is
now | argely carried on. Let us visit the East End first, for here we can see the class which has
largely contributed to the evil - the destitute foreign Jew - place his alien foot for the first
time upon the free soil of England.

LI VING LONDON, by CGeorge R Sinms Cassell & Co. Ltd., 1902.
Karl turns onto his side. He is aching. He is weeping.

- Did | prom se you pleasure? asks the tall, black man as he wi pes his hands on a hotel towel and
then stretches and then yawmns. - Did |?
- No. Karl's voice is nuffled and snall.

- You can | eave whenever you w sh.

- Like this?
- You'll get used to it. After all, mllions of others have..

- Have you known themall ?

The bl ack man parts the curtain. It is now pitch dark outside and it is silent. - Nowthat's a
| eadi ng question, he says. - The fact is, Karl, you are intrigued by all these new experiences.
You wel cone them Wy be a hypocrite?

- I"'mnot the hypocrite.
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The black man grins and wags a chiding finger. Don't take it out on me, man. That woul dn't be
very liberal, would it?
-1 never was very |iberal

- You've been very liberal to me. The black man rolls his eyes in a comc grimce. Karl has seen
the expression earlier. He begins to trenble again. He |ooks at his own brown hands and he tries
to make his brain see all this in a proper, normal I|ight.

He is eleven. A dark, filthy room Mny little sounds.
The bl ack man says from beside the window.. Cone here, Karl.
Automatically Karl hauls hinself fromthe bed and begins to nake his way across the floor

He renenbers his nother and the tin of paint she threw at himwhich m ssed and rui ned her
wal | paper. You don't love nme, he had said. Wy should I1? she had replied. He had been
fourteen, perhaps, and ashaned of the question once he had asked it.

He is eleven. Many little regular sounds.
He approaches the black man. - That will do, Karl, says the black man
Karl st ops.

The bl ack man approaches him Under his breath he is huming "Od Fol ks At Home". Kneeling on
the carpet, Karl begins to sing the words in an exaggerated minstrel accent.

KARL WAS ELEVEN. His nother was thirty. His father was thirty five. They lived in London. They
had conme to London from Pol and three years earlier. They had been escaping a. pogrom On their
way, they had been robbed of npbst of their nmoney by their countrynmen. Wen they had arrived at

t he dockside, they had been net by a Jew who said he was fromthe same district as Karl's father
and would help them He had taken themto | odgi ngs which had proved poor and expensive. Wen
Karl's father ran out of noney the man had | oaned hima few shillings on his |uggage and, when
Karl's father could not pay hi mback, had kept the luggage and turned themout onto the street.
Since then, Karl's father had found work. Now they all worked, Karl, his nmother and his father
They worked for a tailor. Karl's father had been a printer in Poland, an educated man. But there
was not enough work for Polish printers in London. One day Karl's father hoped that a job would
become vacant on a Polish or Russian newspaper. Then they woul d becone respectabl e again, as they
had been in Pol and.

At present, both Karl, his nother and his father all |ooked rather older than their respective
ages. They sat together at one corner of the long table. Karl's mother worked a sew ng machine
Karl's father sewed the |apel of a jacket. Around the table sat other groups - a nan and a wife,
three sisters, a nother and daughter, a father and son, two brothers. They all had the sane
appearance, were dressed in threadbare clothes of black and brown. The wonen's nouths were tight
shut. The nmen nostly had thin, straggly beards. They were not all Polish. Sone were from other
countries: Russia, Bohemia, Germany and el sewhere. Sone could not even speak Yiddish and were
therefore incapabl e of conversing with anyone not fromtheir own country.

The roomin which they worked was lit by a single gas jet in the centre of the low ceiling. There
was a small w ndow, but it had been nailed up. The walls were of naked plaster through which
could be seen patches of damp brick. Although it was winter, there was no fire in the room and
the only heat canme fromthe bodies of the workers. There was a fireplace in the room but this
was used to store the scraps of discarded material which could be re-used for padding. The snell
of the people was very strong, but now few of themreally noticed it, unless they left the room
and canme back in again, which was rarely. Sone people would stay there for days at a tine,
sleeping in a corner and eating a bow of soup sonmeone would bring them before starting work

agai n.

A week ago, Karl had been there when they had di scovered that the nan whose coughing they had al
conpl ai ned about had not woken up for seven hours. Another man had knelt down and listened at the
sl eeping man's chest. He had nodded to the sleeping man's wife and sister-in-law and together
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they had carried himfromthe room Neither the wife nor the sister-in-law came back for the rest
of the day and it seened to Karl that when they did return the wife's whole soul had not been in
her work and her eyes were redder than usual, but the sister-in-law seened nuch the sanme. The
coughi ng man had not returned at all and, of course, Karl reasoned, it was because he was dead.

Karl's father laid down the coat. It was tine to eat. He left the roomand returned shortly with
a snall bundl e wapped in newspaper, a single large jug of hot tea. Karl's nother |eft her sew ng
machi ne and signed to Karl. The three of themsat in the corner of the roomnear the w ndow while

Karl's father unw apped the newspaper and produced three cooked herrings. He handed one to each
of them They took turns to sip fromthe tea-jug. The neal lasted ten minutes and was eaten in
silence. Then they went back to their place at the table, having carefully cleaned their fingers
on the newspaper, for M. Arnfelt would fine themif he discovered any grease spots on the

cl ot hes they were maki ng.

Karl | ooked at his mother's thin, red fingers, at his father's lined face. They were no worse off
than the rest.

That was the phrase his father always used when he and his nother crawled into their end of the
bed. Once he had prayed every night. Now that phrase was the nearest he cane to a prayer

The door opened and the roombecane a little nore chill. The door closed. A short young nan
wearing a black bow er hat and a | ong overcoat stood there, blowing on his fingers. He spoke in
Russi an, his eyes wandering fromface to face. Few |ooked up. Only Karl stared at him

"Any lad like to do a job for nme?" said the young nan. "Urgent. Good noney."
Several of the workers had his attention now, but Karl had already raised his hand. H s father
| ooked concerned, but said nothing.

"You'll do fine," said the young man. "Five shillings, And it won't take you long, probably. A
nmessage. "
"A message where?" Like Karl, Karl's father spoke Russian as well as he spoke Polish

"Just down to the docks. Not far. |[|'mbusy, or I1'd go nyself. But | need sonmeone who knows a
bit of English, as well as Russian."
"I speak English," said Karl in English

"Then you're definitely the lad | need. 1Is that all right?" glancing at Karl's father. "You' ve
no objection? "
"I suppose not. Cone back as soon as you can, Karl. And don't |et anybody take your noney from

you." Karl's father began to sew again. His nother turned the handl e of the sew ng-nachine a
trifle faster, but that was all.

"Come on, then," said the young man.

Karl got up.

"It's pelting down out there," said the young nman.
"Take the blanket, Karl," said his father

Karl went to the corner and picked up the thin scrap of blanket. He draped it round his
shoul ders. The young man was al ready clunping down the stairs. Karl foll owed.

Qutside in the alley it was al nost as dark as night. Heavy rain swi shed down and filled the
broken street with black pools in which it seened you could fall and drown. A dog leaned in a
doorway, shivering. At the far end of the alley were the lights of the pub. Blinds were drawn in

hal f the wi ndows of the buildings lining both sides of the street. 1In sone of the remaining
wi ndows coul d be seen faint, ghostly lights. A voice was shouting, but whether it was in this
all ey or the next one, Karl couldn't tell. The shouting stopped. He huddl ed deeper into the
bl anket .

"You know Irongate Stairs?" The young nman | ooked rapidly up and down the alley.
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"Where the boats conme ashore?" said Karl.

"That's right. Well, | want you to take this envel ope to soneone who's |anding fromthe

Sol chester in an hour or so. Tell no one you have the envel ope, save this man. And nention the
man's nane as little as you can. He may want your help. Do whatever he asks."

"And when will you pay ne?"

"When you have done the work."

"How wi Il | find you?"
"I'"ll conme back here. Don't worry, |I'mnot |ike your damed nmasters! | won't go back on ny
word." The young man lifted his head al nost proudly. "This day's work could see an end to what

you peopl e have to suffer.”
He handed Karl the envelope. On it, in Russian, was witten a single word, a nane: KOVRI N

"Kovrin," said Karl, rolling his r. "This is the man?"

"He's very tall and thin," said his new enployer. "Probably wearing a Russian cap. You know the
sort of thing people wear when they first come over. A very striking face, I'mtold."

"You' ve not met hinP"

"Arelative, cone to | ook for work," said the young man sonewhat hastily. "That's enough. GCo,
before you're too late. And tell no one save himthat you have net ne, or there'll be no nobney

for you. Get it?"

Karl nodded. The rain was al ready soaking through his blanket. He tucked the envelope into his
shirt and began to trot along the alley, avoiding the worst of the puddles. As he passed the pub
a piano began to play and he heard a cracked voi ce singing:

Don't stop nme "arf a pint o' beer, It's the only fing what's keepin' nme alive. 1 don't mnd yer
stoppin' of ne corfee and ne tea, But '"arf a pint o' beer a day is nedicine to ne.

I don't want no bloomn' nmilk or eggs, And to buy themI'Ill find it very dear. |If you want to see
me 'appy and contented all ne life, Don't stop nme 'arf a pint o' beer

Now |'m a chap what's noderate in all | "ave to drink, And if that's wong, then tell ne what is
right...

Karl did not hear all the words properly. Besides, such songs all sounded the same to him with
virtually the sane tunes and the sane sentinents. He found the English rather crude and stupid,
particularly in their mnusical tastes. He w shed he were sonewhere el se. \Wenever he wasn't
wor ki ng, when he coul d daydream quite cheerfully as he sewed pads into jackets, this feeling
overwhel med him He longed for the little town in Poland he could barely renenber, for the sun
and the cornfields, the snows and the pines. He had never been clear about why they had had to
| eave so hastily.

Water filled his ruined shoes and nmade the cloth of his trousers stick to his thin legs. He
crossed another alley. There were two or three English boys there. They were scuffling about on
the wet cobbles. He hoped they wouldn't see him There was nothing that cheered bored English
boys up so nuch as the prospect of baiting Karl G ogauer. And it was inportant that he shoul dn't
|l ose the letter, or fail to deliver it. Five shillings was worth nearly two days work. In an
hour he woul d make as much as he would nornmally nmake in thirty-six. They hadn't seen him He
reached the broader streets and entered Conmercial Street which was crowded with sl ow noving
traffic. Everything, even the cabs, seened beaten down by the grey rain. The world was a place
of blacks and dirty whites, spattered with the yellow of gas-lanps in the wi ndows of the pie-and-
mash shops, the second-hand cl ot hes shops, the pubs and the pawnshops. Pl odding drey horses
threatened to smash their heads agai nst the curved green fronts of the trans or the omi buses;
carters swore at their beasts, their rivals and thensel ves. Swathed in rubber, or canvas, or
gabardi ne, crouchi ng beneath unbrellas, nen and wonen stunbl ed into each other or stepped aside
just in tinme. Through all these dodged Karl with his nmessage in his shirt, crossing Al dgate and
runni ng down the dismal |ength of Leman Street, past nore pubs, a few dismal shops, crunbling
houses, brick walls which seened to have no function but to block light fromthe street, a police
station with a blue lanp gleanming over its door, another wall plastered with advertisenents for
meat - dri nks, soaps, bicycles, nerve tonics, beers, noney-lenders, political parties, newspapers,
musi c-halls, jobs (No Irish or Aliens Need Apply), furniture on easy terns, the Arny. The rain
washed them down and nmade sone of them | ook fresh again. Across Cable Street, down Dock Street,
t hrough anot her nmaze of alleys, even darker than the others, to Wappi ng Lane.

When he reached the River, Karl had to ask his way, for, in fact, he had |lied when he had told the
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man he knew Iron-gate Stairs. People found his guttural accent hard to understand and | ost

pati ence with himquickly, but one old man gave himthe direction. It was still some distance
off. He broke into a trot again, the blanket drawn up over his head, so that he | ooked |ike sone
supernatural creature, a body without a skull, running mndlessly through the cold streets.

When he reached lIrongate Stairs, the first boats were already bringing the inmmgrants ashore, for
the ship itself could not tie up at the wharf. He sawthat it was the right ship, a nmass of red
and bl ack, belching oily snoke over the oily river, snmoke which also seened pressed down by the
rain and which would not rise. The Solchester was a regular caller at Irongate Stairs, sailing
twice a week from Hanmburg with its cargo of Jews and political exiles. Karl had seen many
identical people in his three years in Wite-chapel. They were thin and there was hunger in their
eyes; bew | dered, bare-headed wonen, with shawl s round their shoul ders nore threadbare than Karl's
bl anket, dragged their bundles fromthe boats to the wharf, trying at the sane time to keep
control of their scrawny children. A nunber of the nmen were quarrelling with the boat man,
refusing to pay the sixpence which was his standard charge. They had been cheated so often on
their journey that they were certain they were being cheated yet again. Ohers were staring in

m serabl e astoni shnment at the blurred and blotted |ine of wharves and gri m buil di ngs which seened
to make up the entire city, hesitating before entering the dark archway which protected this
particul ar wharf. The archway was crowded with |l oafers and touts all busily trying to confuse
them to seize their luggage, alnost fighting to get possession of it.

Two policenen stood near the exit to Irongate Stairs, refusing to take part in any of the many
argunent s whi ch broke out, unable to understand the many questions which the refugees put to them
sinply smling patronizingly and shaking their heads, pointing to the reasonably well-dressed man
who noved anxi ously anpbngst the people and asking questions in Yiddish or Lettish. Chiefly he
wanted to know if the people had an address to go to. Karl recognized him This was M. Sonper,
t he Superintendent of the Poor Jews' Tenporary Shelter. M. Sonper had net themthree years
before. At that time Karl's father had been confident that he needed no such assistance. Karl
saw that many of the newconers were as confident as his father had been. M. Sonper did his best
to listen synpathetically to all the tales they told him- of robbery at the frontier, of the
travel agent who told themthey would easily find a good job in England, of the oppression they
had suffered in their own countries. Many waved pi eces of crunpled paper on which addresses were
witten in English - the nanmes of friends or relatives who had already settled in London. M.
Sonper, his dark face clouded with care, sawto it that their baggage was | oaded on to the waiting
carts, assured those who tried to hang on to their bundles that they would not be stolen, united
mothers with stray children and husbands with wives. Some of the people did not need his help and
they | ooked as relieved as he did. These were going on to Anerica and were nerely transferring
from one boat to another.

Karl could see no one of Kovrin's description. He was jostled back and forth as the Gernmans and
the Romani ans and the Russians, many of themstill wearing the enbroi dered snocks of their

honel and, crowded around him shrieking at each other, at the loafers and the officials, terrified
by the oppressive skies and the gl oony darkness of the archway.

Anot her boat pulled in and a tall man stepped fromit. He carried only a small bundl e and was
somewhat better dressed than those around him He wore a |ong overcoat which was buttoned to the
neck, a peaked Russian cap and there were high boots on his feet. Karl knew inmediately that this
was Kovrin. As the man noved through the crowd, naking for the exit where the officials were
checking the few papers the inmgrants had, Karl ran up to himand tugged at his sleeve.

"M. Kovrin?"

The man | ooked surprised and hesitated before answering. He had pale blue eyes and high
cheekbones. There was a redness on his cheekbones which contrasted rather strangely with his pale
skin. He nodded. "Kovrin - yes."

"l have a letter for you, sir."

Karl drew the sodden envelope fromhis shirt. The ink had run, but Kovrin's name was still there
in faint outline. Kovrin frowned and gl anced about hi m before opening the envel ope and readi ng
the message inside. H s lips noved slightly as he read. When he had finished, he | ooked down at
Karl .

"Who sent you? Pesotsky?"
"A short man. He did not tell nme his nane."
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"You know where he lives ?"
"No. "
"You know where this address is?" The Russian pointed at the letter

"What is the address?"

Kovrin scow ed at the letter and said slowy: "Trinity Street and Fal nbuth Road. A doctor's
surgery. Southwark, is it?

“"That's on the other side of the river,"
"A cab, yes. You speak English ?"

"Yes, sir."

"You will tell the driver where we wi sh to go?
There were fewer of the immigrants on Irongate Stairs now. Kovrin nust have realized that he was
begi nning to | ook conspicuous. He seized Karl's shoulder and guided himup to the exit, showi ng a
pi ece of paper to the official there. The man seened satisfied. There was one cab standing

said Karl. "Along walk. O you could get a cab."

outside. It was old and the horse and driver seemed even older. "There,” nurmured Kovrin in
Russian, "that will do, eh?"

"It is along way to Southwark, sir. | was not told ..." Karl tried to break free of the nman's
grip. Kovrin hissed through his teeth and felt in the pocket of his greatcoat. He drew out half-
a-sovereign and pushed it at Karl. "WII that do? WII that pay for your valuable tinme, you

ur chi n?"

Karl accepted the noney, trying to disguise the light of elation which had fired his eyes. This
was twi ce what the young man had offered him- and he would get that as well if he hel ped the

Russi an, Kovrin.

He shouted up to the cabby. "Hey - this gentlenman and | wish to go to Southwark. To Trinity
Street. Get a nove on, there!"

"Ye can pay, can ye?" said the old nman, spitting. "l've "ad trouble wi' you lot afore." He | ooked
meani ngful | y around himat no-one. The rain fell on the sheds, on the patches of dirt, on the
brick walls erected for no apparent purpose. Along the lane could just be seen the |last of the

i mm grants, shuffling behind the carts which carried their baggage and their children. "I'll want
"“arf in advance."

"How nmuch?" Karl asked.

"Call it three bob - eighteen pence now - ei ghteen pence when we get there."

"That's too nuch."

"Take it or leave it."

"He wants three shillings for the fare," Karl told the Russian. "Half now. Have you got it?"
Wearily and disdainfully Kovrin displayed a handful of change. Karl took three sixpences and gave
themto the driver

"All right - "op in," said the driver. He now spoke patronizingly, which was the nearest his tone
could get to being actually friendly.

The hansom creaked and groaned as the cabby whi pped his horse up. The springs in the seats
squeaked and then the whol e rickety contrivance was off, making quite rapid progress out of the
dock area and heading for Tower Bridge, the nearest point of crossing into Southwark

A boat was passing under the bridge, which was up. A line of traffic waited for it to be | owered
again. Wiile he waited Karl |ooked towards the West. The sky seemed lighter over that part of
the city and the buildings seermed paler, purer, to him He had only been to the Wst once and had
seen the buildings of Parlianent and Westninster Abbey in the sunshine. They were tall and

spaci ous and he had i magi ned themto be the pal aces of very great men. The cab jerked forward and
began to nove across the river, passing through a pall of snoke |left behind by the funnel of the
boat .

Doubt| ess the Russian, sitting in silence and glaring noodily out of the wi ndow, noticed no great
di fference between the streets on this side of the river, but Karl saw prosperity here. There
were nore food shops and there was nore food sold in them They went through a nmarket where
stalls sold shellfish, fried cod and potatoes, neat of al nbst every variety, as well as cl othing,
toys, vegetables, cutlery -everything one could possibly desire. Wth a fortune in his pocket,
Karl's daydreans took a different turn as he thought of the luxuries they m ght buy; perhaps on
Saturday after they had been to the Synagogue. Certainly, they could have new coats, get their
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shoes repaired, buy a piece of neat, a cabbage..

The cab pulled up on the corner of Trinity Street and Fal nouth Road. The cabby rapped on the roof
with his whip. "This is it."

They pushed open the door and descended. Karl took another three sixpences fromthe Russian and
handed themup to the driver who bit them nodded, and was off again, disappearing into Dover
Street, joining the other traffic.

Karl |ooked at the building. There was a dirty brass plate on the wall by the door. He read:
"Seanen's Clinic." He saw that the Russian was | ooking suspiciously at the plate, unable to
understand the words. "Are you a sailor? Karl asked. "Are you ill?"

"Be silent,"” said Kovrin. "Ring the bell. 1'Il wait here.” He put his hand inside his coat.

"Tell themthat Kovrin is here."

Karl went up the cracked steps and pulled the iron bell handle. He heard a bell clang loudly. He
had to wait some tine before the door was opened by an old man with a long white forked beard and
hooded eyes. "What do you want, boy ? " said the man in English

Karl said, also in English: "Kovrin is here." He jerked a thunb at the tall Russian standing in
the rain behind him

"Now?" The old nan smiled in unsuppressed delight. "Here? Kovrin!"
Kovrin suddenly sprang up the steps, pushing Karl aside. After a perfunctory enbrace, he and the
old man went inside, speaking rapidly to each other in Russian. Karl followed them He was

hoping to earn another half guinea. He heard little of what they said, just a few words - "St
Pet ersburg" - "prison" - "conmune" - "death" - and one very potent word he had heard many tines
before - "Siberia”. Had Kovrin escaped from Siberia? There were quite a few Russi ans who had

Karl had heard sone of themtal king.

In the house, he could see that it was evidently no |l onger a doctor's surgery. The house, in
fact, seened virtually derelict, with hardly any furniture but piles of paper all over the place
Many bundl es of the sane newspaper stood in one corner of the hall. Over these a nmattress had
been thrown and was serving soneone as a bed. Most of the newspapers were in Russian, others were
in English and in what Karl guessed was Gernman. There were al so handbills which echoed the
headl i nes of the newspapers: PEASANTS REVOLT, said one. CRUEL SUPPRESSI ON OF DEMOCRATI C RI GHTS I N
ST. PETERSBURG said another. Karl decided that these people nust be political. H's father had
al ways told himto steer clear of "politicals",

they were always in trouble with the police. Perhaps he should | eave?

But then the old man turned to himand sniled kindly. "You |look hungry. WIIl you eat with us? "
It would be foolish to turn down a free neal. Karl nodded. They entered a big roomwarned by a
central stove. Fromthe way in which the roomwas laid out, Karl guessed that this had been the
doctor's waiting room But nowit, too, stored bales of paper. He could snmell soup. It nade his

mouth water. At the sanme tinme there cane a peculiar sound frombelow his feet. Gowing
thunmpi ng, clanking: it was as if some awful nonster were chained in the cellar, trying to escape
The room shook. The old man | ed Karl and Kovrin into what had once been the main surgery. There
were still glass instrunent cases along the walls. Over in one corner they had installed a big,
bl ack cooking range and at this stood a worman, stirring an iron pot. The wonan was quite pretty,
but she | ooked scarcely less tired than Karl's nother. She |adled thick soup into an earthenware
bowl. Karl's stomach runbled. The wonan smiled shyly at Kovrin whom she plainly did not know,
but had been expecting. "Wo is the boy?" she asked.

"Karl," said Karl. He bowed.

"Not Karl Marx, perhaps?" |aughed the old man, nudging Karl on the shoulder. But Karl did not
recogni ze the nane. "Karl d ogauer," he said

The old man explained to the woman: "He's Kovrin's guide. Pesotsky sent him Pesotsky couldn't
cone hinself because he's being watched. To neet Kovrin, would have been to betray himto our

friends ... Gve the boy sone soup, Tanya." He took hold of Kovrin's arm "Now, Andrey
Vassilitch, tell ne everything that happened in Petersburg. Your poor brother, | have already
heard about."

The runbling frombelow grew |l ouder. It was |ike an earthquake. Karl ate the tasty soup, sitting

hunched over his bow at the far end of the |Iong bench. The soup had nmeat in it and several Kkinds
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of vegetables. At the other end of the bench Kovrin and the old man tal ked quietly together
hardly aware of their own bows. Because of the noise fromthe cellar, Karl caught little of what
they said, but they seenmed to be speaking nmuch of killing and torture and exile. He wondered why
nobody el se seened to notice the noise.

The wonan call ed Tanya offered himnore soup. He wanted to take nore, but he was already feeling
very strange. The rich food was hard to hold down. He felt that he might vonit at any nonent.

But he persisted in keeping it in his stomach. It would mean he would not need to eat tonight.
He summoned the courage to ask her what the noise was. "Are we over an underground rail way?"
She smiled. "It is just the printing press.” She indicated a pile of leaflets on the bench. "W

tell the English people what it is like in our country - how we are ground under by the
aristocrats and the m ddl e-cl asses. "

"They want to know?" Karl asked the question cynically, H's own experience had given himthe
answer .

Again she smiled. "Not nmany. The other papers are for our countrynen. They give news of what is
going on in Russia and in Poland and el sewhere. Sone of the papers go back to those countries..."
The ol d man | ooked up, putting a finger to his lips. He shook his head at Tanya and wi nked at
Karl. "What you don't hear won't harm you, young one."

"My father was a printer in Poland," Karl said. "Perhaps you have work for him He speaks both
Russi an, Polish and Yiddish. He is an educated man.

"There's little nmoney in our work," said Tanya. "Is your father for the cause?"

"I don't think so," said Karl. "ls that necessary?"

"Yes," said Kovrin suddenly. His red cheekbones burned a little nore hotly. "You nust stop
aski ng questions, boy. Wit a while longer. | think | will need to, see Pesotsky."

Karl didn't tell Kovrin that he didn't know where to find Pesotsky, because he m ght get another
sum of noney for taking Kovrin back to Witechapel. Perhaps that would do. Also, if he could

i ntroduce his father to one of these people, they might decide to give hima job anyway. Then the
fam |y woul d be respectable again. He | ooked down at Ms clothes and felt miserable. They had
st opped steam ng and were now al nost dry.

An hour later the noise frombel ow stopped. Karl hardly noticed, for he was al nost asleep with
his head on his arms on the table. Soneone seenmed to be reciting a list to what had been the
rhyt hm of the printing press.

"Elizelina Kral chenskaya - prison. Vera lIvanovna - Siberia. Dnitry Konstantinovitch - dead.
Yegor Semyonitch - dead. Dukmasovs - all three dead. The Lebezyatni kovna sisters - five years
prison. Klinevich, dead. Kudeyarov, dead. N kol ayevich, dead. Pervoyedov, dead. Petrovich
dead. And | heard they found Tarasevich in London and killed him"

"That's so. A bonb. Every bonb they use on us confirns the police in their view W're always

bl owi ng ourselves up with our bonbs, aren't we?" The old nman | aughed. "They've been after this

pl ace for nonths. One day a bonmb will go off and the newspapers will report the accident -another
bunch of Nihilists destroy thenselves. It is easier to think that. What about Cherpanski?

heard he was in Germany..."

"They rooted himout. He fled. | thought he was in England. His wife and children are said to
be here."

"That's so."

Karl fell asleep. He dreaned of respectability. He and his father and nother were living in the
Houses of Parliament. But for sonme reason they were still sewing coats for M. Arnfelt.

Kovrin was shaking him "Wke up, boy. You've got to take ne to Pesotsky now. "
"How nmuch? " Karl said blearily.

Kovrin smled bitterly. "You' re learning a good |lesson, aren't you?" He put another half-guinea
on the table. Karl picked it up. "You people..." Kovrin began, but then he shrugged and turned
to the old man. "Can we get a cab?"

"Not much chance. You'd best wal k, anyway, ft will be a degree safer.”

Karl pulled his blanket round himand stood up. He was reluctant to | eave the warmh of the room
but at the sane tinme he was anxious to show his parents the wealth he had earned for them His

|l egs were stiff as he wal ked fromthe roomand went to stand by the front door while Kovrin
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exchanged a few |l ast words with the old nman

Kovrin opened the door. The rain had stopped and the night was very still. It nust be very late
t hought Karl .

The door closed behind them Karl shivered. He was not sure, where they were, but he had a
general idea of the direction of the river. Once there he could find a bridge and he woul d know
where he was. He hoped Kovrin would not be too angry when he di scovered that Karl could not |ead
himdirectly to Pesotsky. They began to wal k through the cold, deserted streets, sone of which
were dimy lit by gas-lanps. A few cats screeched, a few dogs barked and a few voices raised in
anger came fromthe nean houses by which they passed. Once or twice a cab clattered into sight
and they tried to hail it, but it was engaged or refused to stop for them

Karl was surprised at how easily he found London Bridge. Once across the sullen blackness of the
Thanes he got his bearings and began to wal k nore confidently, Kovrin walking silently beside him

I n anot her hal f-an-hour they had reached Al dgate, brightened by the flaring |anps of the coffee-
stall which stood open all night, catering to the drunkards reluctant to go home, to the honel ess,
to the shift workers and even to sonme gentlenmen who had finished sanpling the lowlife of Stepney
and Whitechapel and were waiting until they could find a cab. There were a few wonen there, too -
haggard, sickly. In the glare of the stall, their garishly painted faces rem nded Karl of the

i cons he had seen in the roons of the Russians who lived on the same floor as his famly. Even
their soiled silks and their faded velvets had sone of the quality of the clothes the people wore
in the icons. Two of the wonmen jeered at Karl and Kovrin as they passed through the pool of |ight
and entered the gash of blackness which was the opening to the warren of alleys where Karl lived

Karl was anxi ous to get honme now. He knew he had been away much | onger than he had expected. He
did not wish to give his parents concern

He passed the dark and silent pub, Kovrin stepping cautiously behind him He cane to the door of
the house. His parents night be sleeping now or they nmight still be working. They shared a room
above the workroom

Kovrin whispered: "Is this Pesotsky's. You can go now. "
"This is where | live. Pesotsky said he would meet nme here," Karl told himat last. He felt
relieved now that this confession was off his chest. "He owes ne five shillings, you see. He

said he would cone here and pay it. Perhaps he is waiting for us inside."

Kovrin cursed and shoved Karl into the unlit doorway. Karl wi nced in pain as the Russian's hand
squeezed his shoul der high up, near the neck. "It will be all right,"” he said. "Pesotsky wll
cone. It will be all right."

Kovrin's grip relaxed and he gave a huge sigh, putting his hand to his nose and rubbing it,

hi ssing a tune through his teeth as he considered what Karl had told him Karl pressed the |atch
of the door and they entered a narrow passage. The passage was absolutely dark

"Have you a match?" Karl asked Kovrin.

Kovrin struck a match. Karl found the stunp of candle and held it out for Kovrin to light. The
Russi an just managed to light the wick before the match burned his fingers. Karl saw that Kovrin
had a gun in his other hand. It was a peculiar gun with an oblong netal box com ng down in front
of the trigger. Karl had never seen a picture of a gun like it. He wondered if Kovrin had nmade
it hinself.

"Now where?" Kovrin said. He displayed the gun in the light of the guttering candle. "If | think
you've led ne into a trap..."

"Pesotsky will conme," said Karl. "It is not a trap. He said he would nmeet ne here." Karl pointed
up the uncarpeted stairway. "He may be there. Shall we see?"

Kovrin considered this and then shook his head. "You go. See if he is there and if he is bring
himdown to nme. 1'll wait."

Karl left the candle with Kovrin and began to grope his way up the two flights to the | anding off
whi ch was the workroom He had seen no lights at the window, but that was to be expected. M.

Arnfelt knew the | aw and protected hinself against it. Few Factory |Inspectors visited this part
of Witechapel, but there was no point in inviting their attention. |If they closed his business,

file:/lIG|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Michael%20Moorcock%20-%20Breakfast%20in%20the%20Ruins.txt (28 of 74) [2/6/2004 5:24:18 PM]



file://IG|/rah/Michagl %20M oorcock/Michael %620M oorcock%20-%20Breakf ast%20i n%20the%20Rui ns.txt

where el se would the people find work? Karl saw a faint |ight under the door. He opened it. The
gas-jet was turned, if anything, a trifle lower. At the table sat the wonen and the children and
the nen, bent over their sewing. Karl's father |ooked up as Karl cane in. H's eyes were red and

bleary. He could hardly see and his hands shook. It was plain that he had been waiting up for
Karl. Karl saw that his nother was |ying in the corner. She was snoring.

"Karl!" Hi s father stood up, swaying. "What happened to you?"

"I't took longer than | expected, father. | have got a |lot of nobney and there is nore to cone.
And there is a man | net who might give you a job as a printer."

"A printer?" Karl's father rubbed his eyes and sat down on his chair again. It seenmed he was
finding it difficult to understand what Karl was saying. "Printer? Your nother was in despair
She wanted to ask the police to find you. She thought - an accident."

"I have eaten well, father, and | have earned a | ot of noney." Karl reached into his pocket.
"This Russian gave it to nme. He is very rich.”

"Rich? You have eaten? Good. Well, you can tell ne when we wake up. Go up now. | will follow

with your nother."
Karl realized that his father was too tired to hear himproperly. Karl had seen his father Iike
this before.

"You go, father," he said. "I have slept, too. And | have sone nore business to do before

sl eep again. That young man who canme today. Has he returned?"

"The one who gave you the job?" H s father screwed his eyes up and rubbed them "Yes, he cane
back about four or five hours ago, asking if you had returned.”

"He had conme to pay me ny noney," said Karl. "Did he say he would be back? ™

"I think he did. He seened agitated. What is going on, Karl?"

"Not hi ng, father," Karl renenbered the gun in Kovrin's hand. "Nothing which concerns us. Wen
Pesot sky conmes back it will all be finished. They will go away."

Karl's father knelt beside his nother, trying to wake her. But she would not wake up. Karl's
father |lay down beside his nother and was asleep. Karl snmiled dowmn at them \Wen they woke, they
woul d be very pleased to see the twenty-five shillings he would, by that tinme, have earned. And
yet sonething marred his feeling of contentnent. He frowned, realizing that it was the gun he had
seen. He hoped Pesotsky would return soon and that he and Kovrin would go away for good. He
could not send Kovrin off sonewhere, because then Pesotsky would not pay himthe five shillings.
He had to wait.

He saw that a few of the others at the table were staring at himal nost resentfully. Perhaps they
were jealous of his good fortune. He stared back and they resunmed their concentration on their
work. He felt at that point what it nust be like to be M. Arnfelt. M. Arnfelt was scarcely
any richer than the people he enployed, but he had power. Karl saw that power was al nost as good
as nmoney. And a little noney gave one a great deal of power. He stared in contenpt around the
room at the nean-faced people, at his sprawl ed, snoring parents. He sniled.

Kovrin came into the room The hand which had held the gun was now buried in his greatcoat

pocket. His face seened paler than ever, his red cheekbones even nore pronounced. "Is Pesotsky
here? "

"He is coming." Karl indicated his sleeping father. "M father said so."

"When?"

Karl became amused by Kovrin's anxiety. "Soon," he said.

The people at the table were all |ooking up again. One young wonan said: "W are trying to work
here. Go sonewhere else to talk."

Karl |aughed. The |aughter was high-pitched and unpl easant. Even he was shocked by it. "W will
not be here nuch longer," he said. "Get on with your work, then."

The young wonman grunbl ed but resumed her sew ng.

Kovrin | ooked at themall in disgust. "You fools," he said, "you will always be like this unless
you do sonething about it. You are all victins."
The young woman's father, who sat beside her, stitching the seamof a pair of trousers, raised his

head and there was an unexpected gleamof irony in his eyes. "W are all victins," he said,
"conrade." His hands continued to sew as he stared directly at Kovrin. "W are all victins."
Kovrin glanced away. "That's what | said." He was disconcerted. He stepped to the door. "I'l]|

wait on the landing," he told Karl.
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Karl joined himon the landing. Hi gh above, a little light filtered through a patched fanlight.
Most of the glass had been replaced with slats of wood. Fromthe room behind themthe snall
sounds of sewi ng continued, like the noises nade by rats as they searched the tenements for food.

Karl smiled at Kovrin and said famliarly: "He's mad, that old man. | think he neant you were a
victim But you are rich, aren't you. M. Kovrin?"
Kovrin ignored him

Karl went and sat on the top stair. He hardly felt the cold at all. Tonorrow he would have a new
coat .

He heard the street door open below. He |ooked up at Kovrin, who had al so heard it. Karl nodded.
It could only be Pesotsky. Kovrin pushed past Karl and swiftly descended the stairs. Karl
f ol | owned.

But when they reached the passage, the candle was still flickering and it was plain that no one
was there. Kovrin frowned. H's hand remained in the pocket of his coat. He peered into the back
of the passage, behind the stairs. "Pesotsky?"

There was no reply.

And then the door was flung open suddenly and Pesotsky stood franed in it. He was hatl ess,
panting, wild-eyed. "Christ! |Is that Kovrin?" he gasped.

Kovrin said quietly. "Kovrin here."

"Now, " said Karl. "My five shillings, M. Pesotsky."

The young man ignored the outstretched hand as he spoke rapidly to Kovrin. "All the plan's gone
wong. You shouldn't have cone here..."

"I had to. Uncle Theodore said you knew where Cherpanski was hiding. Wthout Cherpanski, there
is no point in -" Kovrin broke off as Pesotsky silenced him

"They have been following ne for days, our friends. They don't know about Cherpanski, but they do

know about Theodore's damed press. |It's that they want to destroy. But |I'mtheir only link
That's why |'ve been staying away. | heard you'd been at the press and had left for \Whitechapel

I was followed, but | think I shook themoff. W'd better |eave at once."

"My five shillings, sir," said Karl. "You pronised."

Unconpr ehendi ng, Pesotsky stared at Karl for a |long nonent, then he said to Kovrin: "Cherpanski's
in the country. He's staying with sone English conrades. Yorkshire, | think. You can get the
train. You'll be safe enough once you're out of London. |It's the presses they're chiefly after.

They don't care what we do here as long as none of our stuff gets back into Russia. Now, you'l
want Kings Cross Station..."

The door opened again and two men stood there, one behind the other. Both were fat. Both wore
bl ack overcoats with astrakhan collars and had bowl er hats on their heads. They |ooked Iike
successful businessnen. The | eader smled.

"Here at last," he said in Russian. Karl saw that his conpanion carried a hat-box under his arm
It was incongruous; it was sinister. Karl began to retreat up the stairs.

"Stop him" called the newconer. Fromthe shadows of the next |anding stepped two nen. They held
revolvers. Karl stopped halfway up the stairs. Here was an explanation for the sound of the door
openi ng whi ch had brought them down.

"This is a good cover, Conrade Pesotsky," said the leader. "lIs that your nane, these days?"
Pesot sky shrugged. He | ooked conpletely dejected. Karl wondered who the well-dressed Russians
could be. They acted like policenen, but the British police didn't enpl oy foreigners, he knew
t hat rmuch.

Kovrin laughed. "It's little Captain Mnsky, isn't it? O have you changed your name, too?
M nsky pursed his lips and cane a few paces into the passage. It was obvious that he was puzzl ed
by Kovrin's recognition. He peered hard at Kovrin's face.

"l don't know you."
"No," said Kovrin quietly. "Wy have they transferred you to the foreign branch? Wre your
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barbarities too terrible even for St. Petersburg?”

M nsky smiled, as if complinented. "There is so little work for me in Petersburg these days," he
said. "That is always the snag for a policeman. |If he is a success, he faces unenpl oynent."
"Vanpire!" hissed Pesotsky. "Aren't you satisfied yet? Mist you drink the |ast drop of blood?"
"It is a feature of your kind, Pesotsky," said Mnsky patiently, "that everything nmust be col ored
in the nost nelodramatic terns. It is your basic weakness, if | mght offer advice. You are
failed poets, the lot of you. That is the worst sort of person to choose a career in politics."
Pesot sky said sulkily: "Well, you' ve failed this time, anyway. This isn't the printing press.
It's a sweatshop."”

"I conplinmented you once on your excellent cover,'

said Mnsky. "Do you want another conplinent?

Pesot sky shrugged. "Good luck in your search, then."

"W haven't time for a thorough search,” Mnsky told him He signed to the man with the hat box.
"We, too, have our difficulties. Problens of diplonmacy and so on." He took a watch fromwi thin
his coat. "But we have a good five minutes, | think."

Karl was al nbst enjoying hinself. Captain Mnsky really did believe that the printing press was
hi dden here.

"Shall we begin upstairs?' Mnsky said. "I understand that's where you were originally."

"How could a press be upstairs,” Pesotsky said. "These rotten boards wouldn't stand the weight."
"The | ast press was very neatly distributed through several roons,” Mnsky told him "Lead on

pl ease. "

They ascended the stairs to the first landing. Karl guessed that the occupants of these roons
wer e probably awake and listening behind their doors. He once again experienced a thrill of
superiority to them One of the nmen who had been on the | andi ng shook his head and pointed up the
next flight of stairs.

The seven of themwent up slowy. Captain Mnsky had his revolver in his gloved hand. H s three
men also carried their revolvers, trained on the wetched Pesotsky and the glowering Kovrin. Karl
led the way. "This is where ny father and nother work,"” he said. "It is not a printers.”

"They are disgusting," said Mnsky to his lieutenant with the hatbox. "They are so swift to
enploy children for their degraded work. There's a |light behind that door. Open it up, boy."
Karl opened the door of the workroom fighting to hide his grin. H's nother and father were stil
asl eep. The young wonman who had conpl ai ned before | ooked up and glared at him Then all seven
had pushed into the room

M nsky said: "Ch, you do look innocent. But | know what you're really up to here. Were's the

press?"

Now everyone put down their work and | ooked at himin astoni shment as he kicked at the wall in
which the fireplace was set. It rang hollow, but that was because it was so thin. There was an
identical roomon the other side. But it satisfied Mnsky. "Put that in here," he told the nan
with the hatbox. "W nust be |eaving."

"Have you found the press, then?" Karl grinned openly.

M nsky struck himacross the mouth with the barrel of his revolver. Karl npaned as blood filled
his right cheek. He fell back over the sleeping bodies of his parents. They stirred.

Kovrin had drawn his gun. He waved it to cover all four menmbers of the Secret Police. "Drop your
weapons, " he shouted. "You - pick that hatbox up again.”
The man gl anced uncertainly at Mnsky. "It's already triggered. W have a few nmonents."

Karl realized there was a bonb in the box. He tried to wake his father to tell him Now the
peopl e who had been working were standing up. There was a noisy outcry. Children were weeping,
wonen shrieking, men shouti ng.

Kovrin shot M nsky.

One of Mnsky's nmen shot Kovrin. Kovrin fell back through the door and Karl heard himfall to the
| andi ng outside. Pesotsky flung hinself at the, man who had shot Kovrin. Another gun went off
and Pesotsky fell to the floor, his fists clenched, his stonmach pul sing out bl ood.

Karl's father woke up. His eyes wi dened at what they saw. He clutched Karl to him Karl's
nmot her woke up. She whinpered. Karl saw that M nsky was dead. The other three nen hurried from
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the room and began to run downstairs.
An explosion filled the room

Karl was protected by his parents' bodies, but he felt them shudder and nove as the explosion hit
them He sawa little boy strike the far wall. He saw the wi ndow shatter. He saw t he door
col l apse, driven out into the darkness of the stairwell. He saw fire send tendrils in al
directions and then wi thdraw them The wor kbench had come to rest against the opposite wall. It
was bl ack and broken. The wall was naked brick and the brick was also black. Sonething was
roaring. Hi s vision was w ped out and he saw only whiteness.

He cl osed his eyes and opened them again. His eyes stung but he could see dimy, even though the
gas jet had been blown out. Throughout the roomthere was a terrible silence for a second or two.
Then they began to groan

Soon the roomwas filled with their groaning. Karl saw that the floor sloped where it had not
sl oped before. He saw that part of the outer wall had split. Through this great crack cane
nmoonl i ght. Bl ack things shifted about on the floor.

Now the entire street outside was alive with noise. Voices cane from bel ow and from above. He
heard feet on the stairs. Soneone shone a lanp onto the scene and then retreated with a gasp.
Karl stood up. He was unhurt, although his skin was stinging and he had sone bruises. He saw
that his father had no right hand any nore and that blood was oozing fromthe stunp. He put his
head to his father's chest. He was still breathing. H's nother held her face. She told Karl
that she was blind.

Karl went out onto the | anding and saw the crowd on both the upper and the lower stairs. The nan
with the lanp was M. Arnfelt. He was in his nightshirt. He |ooked unwell and was staring at
the figure who | eaned on the wall on the opposite side of the door. It was Kovrin. He was soaked
in blood, but he was breathing and the strange gun was still in his right hand. Karl hated
Kovrin, whom he saw as the chief agent of this disaster. He went and | ooked up into the tal

Russi an's eyes. He took the pistol fromKovrin's linp hand. As if the pistol had been supporting
him Kovrin crashed to the floor as soon as it was renoved fromhis grasp. Karl |ooked down at
him Kovrin was dead. None of the watchers spoke. They all |ooked on as if they were the

audi ence at sone particularly terrifying nel odrana.

Karl took the lamp fromM. Arnfelt and returned to the room

Many of the occupants were dead. Karl saw that the young worman was dead, her body all broken and
tangled up with that of her father, the man who had said "W are all victinms". Karl sniffed

M nsky' s body had been bl own under the shattered bench, but Pesotsky had been quite close to the
recess where Karl and his parents had lain. Al though wounded, he was alive. He was chuckling.

Wth every spasm nore blood gushed fromhis nmouth. He said thickly to Karl: "Thanks - thanks."
He waited for the blood to subside. "They've blown up the wong place, thanks to you. What
l uck!"

Karl studied the gun he had taken from Kovrin. He assumed that it was basically the sane as a
revol ver and contained at | east another five bullets. He held it in both hands and, with both his
i ndex fingers on the trigger, squeezed. The gun went off with a bang and a flash and Karl's
knuckl es were driven back into his face, cutting his lip again. He |owered the gun and picked up
the | anp which he had placed on the floor. He advanced on Pesotsky and held the | anp over the
body. The bullet had driven through one of Pesotsky's eyes and Pesotsky was dead. Karl searched

t hrough Pesot sky's bl ood-soaked cl othes and found two shillings and some coppers. He counted it.
Three shillings and eight-pence in all. Pesotsky had lied to him Pesotsky had not possessed
five shillings. He spat on Pesotsky's face.

At the sound of the shot, the people on the stairs had withdrawn a few paces. Only M. Arnfelt
remai ned where he was. He was talking rapidly to hinself in a |language Karl did not recognize.
Karl tucked the gun into the waistband of his trousers and turned Kovrin's corpse over. In the
pockets of the greatcoat he found about ten pounds in gold. 1In an inner pocket he found sone
docunent s, which he discarded, and about fifty pounds in paper noney. Carrying the lanp high he
shone it on the blind face of his nother and on the pain-racked face of his father. H's father
was awake and sayi ng sonet hi ng about a doctor

file:/lIG|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Michael%20Moorcock%20-%20Breakfast%20in%20the%20Ruins.txt (32 of 74) [2/6/2004 5:24:18 PM]



file://IG|/rah/Michagl %20M oorcock/Michael %620M oorcock%20-%20Breakf ast%20i n%20the%20Rui ns.txt

Karl nodded. 1t was sensible that they should get a doctor as soon as possible. They could
afford one now. He held out the noney so that his father could see it all, the white banknotes
and the bright gold. "I can look after you both, father. You will get better. It doesn't matter
if you cannot work. We shall be respectable.”

He saw that his father could still not quite understand. Wth a shake of his head, Karl crouched
down and put a kindly hand on his father's shoulder. He spoke clearly and gently, as one m ght
address a very young child who had failed to gather it was about to receive a birthday present and
was not showi ng proper enthusiasm

"We can go to Anerica, father."
He i nspected the wist fromwhich nost of the hand had been blown. Wth sonme of the rags, he
bandaged it, stopping the worst of the bl eeding.

And then the sobs began to come up fromhis stonmach

He did not know why he was crying, but he could not control hinself. The sobs nmade hi m hel pl ess.
Hi s body was shaken by them and the noi se he made was not very loud but it was the worst noise any
of the listeners had heard that night. Even M. Arnfelt, absorbed in his hysterical

calculations, was dimy aware of the noise and he becane, if anything, even nore depressed.

- What do you think it can be? Sonething you ate? Do you want some aspirin?
- Aspirin wn't do anything for ne. | don't know what causes a migraine. A conbination of
t hi ngs, maybe.

- O merely a useful evasion, Karl. Like some forms of gout or consunption. One of those subtle
di seases whose synmptons can only be transmitted by word of nouth.

- Thanks for your synpathy. Can | sleep now.
- What atine to get a headache. And you were just beginning to enjoy yourself, too.

What Woul d You Do? (6)
You live in a city.

A disaster has resulted in the collapse of society as you know it.

Public anenities, such as gas, electricity, tel ephones and postal services no |onger exist. There
is no piped water. Rats and other vernin proliferate in the piles of garbage which, uncoll ected,
contaminate the city. Disease is rife. You have heard that things are equally bad in the
country. There, strangers are attacked and killed if they try to settle. In sonme ways it is nore
dangerous in the country than it is in the city where gangs of predatory nen and wonmen roamthe
streets.

You are used to city life. You have a house, a car and you have obtai ned several guns froma gun
shop you broke into. You raid shops and garages for fuel and food. You have a water purifier and
a canp stove. You have a wife and three young children

Do you think it would be better to go out into the country and take your chances in the wild, or
woul d you try to work out a way of living and protecting yourself and your famly in a city with
whi ch you are familiar?

7

Calcutta Flies: 1911: Doing Business Ten years ago, an observer going to India with a fresh mnd
for its problens saw two great engines at work. One was the British Governnent, ruling the
country according to its own canons of what would be best for the people. Its system of education
in Western science and thought was shaking the old beliefs and social traditions. By securing
justice and enforcing peace, it had set men's mnds free to speculate and criticize. For India's
future it had no definite plan; its anbitions, to all outward seem ng, were confined to a steady
grow h of administrative efficiency. The other engine was the awakeni ng of a nationa

consci ousness. It was feeding on the Western ideas provided by the British Governnent and the
nobl e arny of Christian m ssionaries, adapting themto its own purposes, and building on thema
rising demand that the people should be given a |larger share in their own destiny. Qur observer
could not help being inpressed by how far the two engi nes were fromworking in parallel. There
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was friction and a general feeling of unsettlement. In 1908 a cautious measure of politica
advance had been offered when Lord Mnto was Viceroy and Lord Morley was his "opposite nunber" in
Whitehall. It was tainted, however, with an air of unreality which disquieted the officials and

irritated the Indian politician. The cry grew loud for nore rapid progress, "colonial self-
government" was the slogan, and the professional classes (chiefly the lawers) with an English
education were busy in a w de-spread novenent for a change in the nethods of government. As in
all nationalist novenents, there was an extrene wing, which |eaned to direct action, rather than
the slower constitutional nodes of agitation. In Eastern hyperbole they wote and harangued about
British tyranny and the duty of patriots to rise and beconme nartyrs for freedom \Wat they thus
conceived in poetic frenzy was translated into sinister prose by others. Anarchists are never

| acki ng in any crowded popul ati on, especially when hunger is the bedfellow of so many. In India
the section of violence had got into touch with revol utionary canps in Europe and the United
States, and sporadic outbursts from 1907 onwards, including attenpts on the life of two Viceroys
and a Lieutenant-CGovernor, indicated the existence of subterranean conspiracy. Public opinion
condemmed it, but did little to check vehenmence of |anguage which continued to inflanme weak m nds.
The whol e position was one of anxiety. Wuld it ever be possible to reconcile the two forces

whi ch were rapidly nmoving towards conflict?

THE DOM NI ONS AND DEPENDENCI ES OF THE EMPI RE

India by the Rt. Hon. Lord Meston, KCSI, LLD. Collins, 1924.

-There! That's nore like it, Kadi Ah! Better! Better! Now you're noving!
Karl bucks and bounces, gasps and groans. His nuscles ache, but he forces his body to neke
dramatic responses to every tiny stimulus. The black man cheers himon, yelling with delight.

-Ah! sings Karl. Gn! Ah! Ch!

Up and down and fromside to side, whinnying Iike a proud stallion, he carries the black nan round
the hotel roomon his back. H's back is wet, but not fromspermor sweat, for, in spite of al

his shouts of pleasure, the black man has not had an orgasmas jar as Karl can tell. H's back is
wet with just a drop or two of bl ood.

- Now you're noving! Now you're noving! shouts the black nman again. - Hurrah
Karl is twelve. An orphan. Half-German, half-Indian. |In Calcutta. |In 1911

- Faster! Faster! The black nman has produced a riding crop and with it he flicks Karl's bouncing
buttocks. - Faster

When Karl was fifteen, he left home to beconme a great painter. He returned hone three nonths
|ater. He had been turned down by the Art School. His nother had been very synpathetic. She
could afford to be.

-Faster! That's it! You're learning, Karl! Karl is twelve. The red sun rises over red ships.
Calcutta ... The riding crop cracks harder and Karl gall ops on

KARL WAS TWELVE. Hi's nother was dead. His father was dead. His two sisters were sixteen and
seventeen and he did not often see them He enbarrassed them Karl was in business for hinself
and, all things considered, he was doing pretty well.

He worked the docks along the Hooghly. He described hinself as an Agent. |f sonething was wanted
by the sailors or the passengers off the ships, he would either get it for themor take them
somewhere where they night obtain it. He did better than the other boys in the same trade, for he
was quite light-skinned and he wore a European suit. He spoke English and Gernan perfectly and
was fairly fluent in nost other |anguages, including a fair nunber of Indian dialects. Because he
knew when to be honest and who to bribe, he was popular both with custoners and suppliers and
peopl e coming fromthe big red steaners would ask after himwhen they | anded, havi ng been
reconmended to himby friends. Because he was well-nannered and di screet, he was tol erated by
nmost of the Indian and British policenmen on the docks (and he had done several of them good turns
in his time, for he knew the inportance of keeping in with the authorities). Karl was runored to
be a nmillionaire (in rupees), but, because of his overheads, he was, in fact, worth only about a

t housand rupees, which he banked with his friend in Barrackpore, sonme fifteen niles away, because
it was safer. He was content with his relatively small profit and had worked out that by the tine
he was twenty he would be quite rich enough to set hinself up in a respectabl e busi ness of sone
kind in Central Calcutta.

file:/lIG|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Michael%20Moorcock%20-%20Breakfast%20in%20the%20Ruins.txt (34 of 74) [2/6/2004 5:24:18 PM]



file://IG|/rah/Michagl %20M oorcock/Michael %620M oorcock%20-%20Breakf ast%20i n%20the%20Rui ns.txt

Karl's only concession to his Indian nother was his turban. H's turban was virtually his
trademark and he was recogni zed by it throughout Calcutta. It was a black turban, of gleamn ng
silk. 1ts single decoration was a small pin -an enanel ed pin he had been given by a rather
eccentric English I ady who had sought his services a year or two back. The pin was white, gold
and red and showed a crown with a scroll over it. On the scroll was witten Edward VII. It had
been made, the lady had told Karl, to commenorate the Coronation. The pin was therefore quite old
and m ght be valuable. Karl felt it a fitting decoration for his black, silk turban.

Earlier that norning, Karl had been contacted by a young sailor who had offered to buy all the
henp Karl could procure by that afternoon. He had offered a reasonable price - though not an
especi ally good one - and Karl had agreed. He knew that the young sailor had a customer in one of
the European ports and that once his henp arrived in Europe it would be several tunes nore
valuable than it was in Calcutta. But Karl was not worried. He would make his profit and it
woul d be satisfactory. Everyone would be happy. The young sailor was English, but he was worKking
on a French boat, the Juliette, currently taking on grain and indigo down at Kalna. The young
sai l or, whose nanme was Marsden, had come up on one of the river steaners.

Through the confusion of the dock strode Karl, wal king as quickly as was sensible in the m dday
heat, dodgi ng bicycles and donkeys and carts and nen who were scarcely visible for the huge
bundl es on their backs. Karl was proud of his city, enjoying the profusion of different racia
types, the many contrasts and paradoxes of Calcutta. Wen he was cursed, as he often was, he
woul d curse back in the sane | anguage. Wen he was greeted by acquai ntances he woul d give a
little bow and salute themw th cheeky condescension, aping the manner of the Lieutenant-CGovernor
on one of his cerenonial processions through the city.

Karl swaggered a little as he crossed Kidderpore Bridge and wal ked across the Miidan. He inmagined
that London nust | ook very rmuch like this and had heard the Mui dan conpared to Hyde Park, although
the Mai dan was much bigger. The trees were mainly of the English variety and rem nded Karl of the
pi ctures he had seen of the English countryside. He passed close to the Cathedral, with its
Gothic spire energing froma nmass of greenery and a | arge sheet of water in the foreground. One
of his custoners, whom he had taken on a tour of the city the year before, had said it recalled
exactly the view over Bayswater fromthe bridge spanning the Serpentine. One day Karl would visit
London and see for hinself.

He swaggered a little as he crossed the Maidan. He always felt nore relaxed and at home in the
better part of town. Near Government House, he hailed a rickshaw with a lordly wave and told the
boy to take himto the junction of Armenian Street and Bhudab Road. It was really not nuch
further to walk, but he felt in an expansive nbod. He |eaned back in his seat and breathed the
spiced air of the city. He had told Marsden, the sailor, that he could get hima hundred pounds
worth of henp if he wanted it. Mars-den had agreed to bring a hundred pounds to Dal housi e Square
that afternoon. It would be one of the | argest single business deals Karl had pulled off. He
hoped that his friend in Arnenian Street would be able to supply himwith all the henp he needed

H's friend worked for one of the big shipping firns in Arnenian Street. This friend was a
messenger and nmade a nunber of trips in and out of Calcutta during the week. Al npbst every one of
these trips yielded a certain supply of henp which Karl's friend then stored in a safe place unti
contacted by Karl.

The rickshaw stopped at the corner of Bhudab Road and Karl descended to the pavenent, giving the
ri ckshaw boy - a man of about fifty - a generous tip.

The bustle in this part of town was of a different quality to that nearer the docks. It was nore
assured, nore nmuted. People didn't push so nuch, or bellow at one, or shout obscene insults. And
here, too, there were fewer people sharing considerably nore noney. Karl was considering Arnenian
Street as the site for his business when he opened it. It would probably be an | nport/Export

busi ness of some kind. He began to walk, sighing with pleasure at the thought of his future. The
bri ght sunshine and the blue sky served as a perfect background to the solid, inposing Victorian
bui | di ngs, making themall the nore inposing. Karl strolled in their shade, reading off their
dignified signs as he passed. The signs were beautifully painted in black script, or Gothic gold
or tasteful silver. There was nothing vul gar here.

Karl entered the offices of a well-known Shipping Conpany and asked for his friend.
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When he had conpleted his business in Arnenian Street, Karl took out his steel railway watch and
saw he had plenty of tine to lunch before neeting the young sailor. Dal housie Square was only a
short distance away. Karl had, in fact, decided on one of his regular neeting places in St
Andrew s Church - the Red Church as the Indians called it - which would be deserted that

afternoon. He had chosen a spot not too far from Armeni an Street because it was unwise to carry a
full case of henp around for too long. There was always the risk of an officious policeman
deciding to find out what was in his case. On the other hand, St. Andrew s was al nost next door
to the Police Headquarters and therefore one of the least likely places, so Karl hoped the police
woul d reason, to choose for an illegal transaction

Karl lunched at the small hotel called The Inperial Indian Hotel in Cotton Street. It was run by
a Bengali friend of his and served the nost delicious curries in Calcutta. Karl had brought many
a custoner here and his enthusiastic reconmendati ons were al ways genui ne. The custoners, too,
were well-pleased. In return for this service, Karl could eat at The Inperial Indian Hote
whenever he wi shed. He finished his Iunch and passed the time of day with the manager of the
restaurant before leaving. It was nearly three o' clock. Karl had arranged to neet Marsden at
seven mnutes past three. Karl always arranged to neet people at odd m nutes past the hour. It
was one of his superstitions.

The curry had settled well on his stomach and he noved unhurriedly through the city of his birth.
H s suit was as clean and as wel | -pressed as ever. His shirt was white and crisp and his bl ack
silk turban gleaned on his head like a fat, sleek cat. In fact Karl hinself was al nost purring.
In a short tinme he would have a hundred pounds in his pocket. Fifty of that, of course, would go
imedi ately to his friend in Armenian Street. Then there were a few other expenses, such as the
one he had just incurred during his chat with the manager of the hotel restaurant, but there would
at the end of the day be about forty pounds to bank with his friend in Barrackpore. A worthwhile
sum His own business was not too far away now.

Dal housi e Square was one of Karl's favorite spots in the city. He would often conme here sinply
for pleasure but when he could he mi xed business with pleasure and became an unofficial tourist
guide. As this was one of the oldest parts of Calcutta, he could show peopl e everything they
expected. The original Fort WIIliam had once stood here and part of it was now the Custons House.
Karl particularly enjoyed pointing out to the European | adi es where the guard room of the Fort had
been. This guard roomhad, in 1756, becone the infanbus Black Hole. Karl could describe the

suf ferings of the people nore than adequately. He had had the satisfaction, nore than once, of
seeing sensitive English ladies faint away during his descriptions.

St. Andrew s Scottish Presbyterian Church stood in its own wooded grounds in which there were two
large artificial ponds (in conmmon with the Anglo-Indians, Karl called them"tanks") and the one
drawback of the place was that it was infested with nosquitoes virtually all the year round. As
Karl wal ked up the paved path between the trees, he saw a great cloud of flies swarnmng in the
bars of light between the Grecian colums of the portico. The clock on the "Lal Grja' s" tower
stood at six mnutes past three.

Karl opened the iron gate in the fence and went up the steps, swatting at nosquitoes as he did so.
He killed themin a rather chiding, friendly way.

He entered the relatively cool and al nost deserted church. There was no service today and the
only ot her occupant, standing awkwardly in the aisle between the pews of plain, polished wood, was
the young sailor, Marsden. His face was red and sticky with sweat. He was wearing a pair of
cream col ored shorts, and a sonewhat dirty white shirt. Hs legs and his arns were bare and the
nosqui t oes were del i ght ed.

Mar sden pl ainly had not wanted to make a noise in the church for fear of attracting soneone's
attention, so he had not slapped at the nosquitoes which covered his face, arns, hands and | egs.
Instead he was vainly trying to brush themoff him They would fly up in a cloud and settle

i mredi ately, continuing their feast.

Mar sden plainly had not wanted to nake a noise in the "Good afternoon, M. Marsden, sir," said
Karl, displaying the carpet bag containing the drug. "One hundred pounds worth, as prom sed.
Have you the noney?"
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"I'mglad to see you," said Marsden. "l'mbeing eaten alive in here. What a place to choose! |Is
it always like this?"

"Usually, I'"'mafraid to say." Karl tried to sound conpletely English, but to his annoyance, he
could still detect a slight lilt in his voice. The lilt, he knew, betrayed him

The sailor held out his hand for the bag. Karl saw that red |unps were rising on virtually every

spot of the man's bare skin. "Cone on, then, old son," said Marsden, "let's see if it's the
genuine article.”

Karl smled ingratiatingly. "It is one hundred percent perfect stuff, M. Mrsden." He put the
bag at his feet and spread his hands. "Can | say the. sanme about your cash, sir?"

"Naturally you can. O course you can. Don't say you don't trust ne, you little baboo! It's ne
shoul d be worrying."

"Then let me see the noney, sir," Karl said reasonably. "I am sure you are an honorabl e nan
but..."

"You're dammed right I am | won't have a bl oody darkie ..." Marsden | ooked round nervously,
realizing he had raised his voice and it was echoing through the church. He whispered: "I'm not
have a bl oody darkie telling ne I'ma welsher. The noney's back at the ship. 1'd have been a
fool to come here alone with a hundred quid on ne, wouldn't [|?"

Karl sighed. "So you do not have the noney on your person, M. Marsden?"

"No | don't!"

"Then | nust keep the bag until you bring the noney," Karl told him "I amsorry. Business is
busi ness. You agreed."

"I know what we agreed," said Marsden defensively. "But |'ve got to be certain. Show ne the
stuff."

Karl shrugged and opened the bag. The aroma of henp was unni st akabl e.
Mar sden | eaned forward and sniffed. He nodded.

"How nmuch noney do you have with you?" said Karl. He was beginning to see that Marsden had been
exaggerati ng when he had said he would buy as nuch as Karl could find.

Mar sden shrugged. He put his hands in his pockets. "I don't know. It's mainly in rupees. About
four pounds ten."
Karl sniggered. "It is not a hundred pounds."

"I can get it. Back at the ship."

"The ship is nearly fifty niles away, M. Marsden."

"Il give it you tonorrow "

When Marsden junped forward and grabbed up the bag, Karl didn't nove. Wen Marsden pushed him
aside and ran with the bag up the aisle, Karl sat down in one of the pews. |f Marsden really did
have four pounds ten, then at |east Karl would have lost nothing on the deal. He would return the
bag to his friend in Armenian Street and wait until he had a proper custoner.

A short while later the young Sikh fromDel hi cane into the church. He was holding the bag. The
Si kh had been staying at the Inperial Indian Hotel and had had trouble paying his bill. The
manager of the restaurant had told Karl this and Karl had told the Sikh how he could earn the
nmoney to pay for his room The Sikh evidently did not relish working for Karl, but he had no
choice. He handed Karl the bag.

"Did he have enough noney?" Karl asked.

The Si kh nodded. "Is that all?"
"Excellent," Karl told him "Were is Marsden now?"
"I'n the tank. He was probably drunk and fell in there. It happens to sailors, | hear, in

Cal cutta. He may drown. He nay not."
"Thank you," said Karl.

He waited for the Sikh to leave and renmained in the church for some mnutes, watching the

nmosqui toes dancing in the light fromthe windows. He was a little disappointed, he had to adm t.
But sooner or |ater another deal would cone, even if he had to work a trifle harder, and there was
no doubt that his savings would increase, that his anbitions would be realized.

A priest appeared frombehind the altar. He saw Karl and sniled at him "You're early, |addie,
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if you' ve cone for the choir practice."

- You're learning, says the black man | asciviously. You see, | said you woul d.

Karl smiles up at himand stretches. - Yes, you said | would. It's funny ..

- You were saying about that girl-friend of yours. The black man changes the subject. - How she
becane pregnant ?

- That's right. Before the abortion reforms. It cost ne the best part of two hundred pounds.
Karl smiles. - Alot of uniforns.

- But the other two were cheaper? The two before?
- They got those done thenselves. | was always unlucky. | couldn't use those rubber things, that
was the trouble. I'd just lose interest if | tried to put one on

- None of your children were born?
- If you put it Iike that, no.

Let the next one be born. The black man puts his hand on the nuscles of Karl's upper forearm

Karl is astonished at this apparent expression of human feeling. - You're against abortion, then?
The bl ack one rolls over and reaches for his cigarettes on the bedside table. They are Nat
Sherman's Queen Size Cigaretellos, an obscure Anerican brand which Karl hasn't seen before.

Earlier he has studied the packet with sonme interest. He accepts one of the slim brown
cigarettes and lights up fromthe tip of the black nan's. He enjoys the taste.

- You're against abortion, then? Karl repeats.

- I'"magainst the destruction of possibilities. Everything should be allowed to proliferate. The
interest lies in seeing which becones dom nant. Wich wins.

- Ah, says Karl, | see. You want as nany pieces on the board as you can get.

-Why not ?

What Woul d You Do? (7)

You are a refugee fleeing froma government which will kill you and your famly if they catch you

You reach the railway station and in a great deal of confusion nmanage to get your w fe and
children onto the train, telling themto find a seat while you get the |uggage on board.

After a while you nmanage to haul your luggage into the train as it is |leaving the station. You
settle it in the corridor and go to look for your famly

You search both ends of the train and they are not there. Soneone tells you that only half the
train left, that the other half is going to another destination

Coul d they have got into the other half by m stake?

What will you do?

Pull the conmmunication cord and set off back to the station, |eaving your |uggage on the train?
Wait until you reach the next station, |eave your |luggage there and catch the next train back?
Hope that your family will remain calmand follow you to your ultinmate destination on the next
avai |l abl e train?

8

Qui et Days in Thann: 1918: M xed Meat Never, probably in the history of the world, not even in the
| ast years of the Napol eoni c domi nation, has there taken place such a display of warlike passion
as mani fested itself in the nmost civilized countries of Europe at the beginning of August, 1914.
Then was seen how frail were the commercial and political forces on which nodern cosnopolitani sm
had fondly relied for the obliteration of national barriers. The el aborate system of European
finance which, in the opinion of sone, had rendered war inpossible no nore availed to avert the
catastrophe than the U opian aspirations of international Socialism or the Iinks with which a
common cul ture had bound together the nore educated classes of the Continent. The world of credit
set to work to adapt itself to conditions which seened, for a nonment, to threaten it with

anni hilation. The voices of the advocates of a world-wide fraternity and equality were drowned in
a roar of hostile preparation. The great gulfs that separate Slav, Latin, Teuton, and Angl o- Saxon
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were reveal ed; and the forces which decide the destinies of the world were gauntly expressed in
terns of racial antagonism

H STORY OF THE WAR Part One.

Publ i shed by "The Tines", 1915.

- It's your turn now, says the black man. - If you like..
- I'"'mtired, says Karl.

- Ch, come noww Tired! Psychological tiredness, that's all! The black nan pats himon the back
He gives Karl an encouraging grin, offering himthe riding crop

- No, says Karl. - Please, no..
-vell, | offered.

Karl is thirteen. His nother is twenty-nine. His father is dead, killed at Verdun in 1916. H s
not her has gone to live with her sister in a village near Thann, in Al sace..

- Leave me al one, says Karl.

- O course. | don't want to influence you

When Karl was thirteen he nmet a man who clainmed to be his father. It was in a public lavatory
somewhere in West London. "I'myour dad," the man had said. Hi s stiff penis had been exposed.
"Are you still at school, |ad?" Karl had nunbl ed sonething and run out of the lavatory. He

regretted his decision |ater because the nman could have been his father, after all
- Leave ne in peace.
- You're a very nmoody chap, young Karl, laughs the black man

He brings the riding crop dowmn with a crack on Karl's back. Karl yells. He scranbles cut of the
bed and begins to get dressed - That's it, he says.

- I'"'msorry, says the black man. Please forgive ne.

Karl is thirteen. He is now the provider for his nother and his aunt. The war continues not too
far anay. Wiile it continues, Karl will survive..

- | msinterpreted you, that's all, says the black nan. Please stay just a short while |onger
eh?

-Why should 17

But Karl is weakening again.

KARL WAS THI RTEEN. Hi s nmother was twenty-nine. His father was dead, killed in the War. His
mother's sister was twenty-six, also a widow \ere they lived there were nany rem nders of the
war. It had been fought around here for a while. Broken fences, snashed trees, craters filled
with water, old trenches and ruins. Ploughnmen did not |like to plough the ground, for they always
found at | east one corpse.

Karl had found a gun. It was a good French rifle. He had found plenty of amunition in the belt
of the soldier. He had tried to get the soldier's boots, but the flesh inside themhad swollen up
too much. Besides, Karl was perfectly satisfied with the gun. Wth it, he was now able to earn a
decent living. Few people in the villages around Thann could do that at present.

In a thick corduroy jacket and tweed kni ckerbockers secured bel ow the knee with an English
soldier's puttees, with a | arge German knapsack over his shoul der and the French rifle in the
crook of his arm Karl sat confortably on a slab of masonry and snoked a cigarette, waiting.

It was close to sunrise and he had arrived at the ruined farnmhouse about an hour earlier. Dawn
was a yellow line on the horizon. He unpacked his German field gl asses and began to scan the
surroundi ng ground - nud, tree stunps, ditches, trenches, craters, ruins ... all were shadowy,
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all still. Karl was |ooking for novenent.
He saw a dog. It was quite big, but thin. It sauntered along the edge of a ditch, wagging its
feathery tail. Karl put down his field glasses and picked up his rifle. He. adjusted the

sliding rear sight, tucked the stock firmy into his shoulder, braced his feet on the nound of
brick, took precise aimand squeezed the trigger of the rifle. The stock banged into his shoul der
and the gun junped. There was a report and snoke. Karl lowered the rifle and took out his field-
gl asses. The dog was not quite dead. He stood up, a thunb hooked into the strap of the knapsack
By the tune he reached it, the dog would be dead.

As he skinned the animal, Karl kept his eyes peeled for other quarry. It was thin on the ground,
these days. But, if anyone could get it, Karl could. He sawed off the head with the bayonet he
carried for the purpose. The butcher in Thann did not ask questions when he bought Karl's | oads
of "m xed neat", but he did not Iike to be rem nded too closely of the type of aninal he was

buyi ng.

Alittle later Karl shot two rats and the cat which had been hunting them He was anused by this
exploit.

He wi shed he could have told sonmeone of it. But his nother and aunt were squeam sh. They
preferred to believe he was hunting pigeons. Sonetines he did shoot a pigeon. He would take that
hone and give it to his nother to cook. "Part of the bag," he would say. It was just as well to
keep up appearances.

By nidday Karl had done well. His knapsack was so heavy that he had trouble carrying it. He |ay
in a trench which was overgrown with a rich variety of weeds and grasses and snel |l ed deli ci ous.
The early autum day was warm and Karl had been anazed to see a pair of hares. He had killed one,
but the other had fled. He was hoping it would reappear. When he had it, he would go honme. He
had not eaten that norning and was both tired and hungry.

The rins of the glasses were beginning to irritate his eyes when he caught a novenent to the South
and adjusted the focus quickly. At first he was disappointed. It wasn't the hare, only a man

The man was running. Sonetines he fell down, but picked hinself up again innmediately, running on
H s back was bowed and he waved his arns |oosely as he ran. Karl could now see that he was in

uni form The uniformwas probably grey. It was covered in nud. The man was hatl ess and had no
weapons. Karl hadn't seen a soldier in this part of the world for well over a year. He had heard
the gunfire, as had everyone el se, but otherwi se his particular village had seen no action for
ages.

The German sol dier came closer. He was unshaven. His eyes were red. He gasped as he noved. He
seenmed to be running away. Surely the Allies had not broken through the German line? Karl had
been certain it would hold forever. It seened to have been holding for alnost as |Iong as he could
renenber. The thought unsettled him He had been happy with the status quo and wasn't sure if he
| ooked forward to any change.

More likely the German soldier was a deserter. A silly place to desert, round here. Still..

Karl yawned. Another quarter of an hour and he'd |l eave. He hung his field glasses round his neck
and picked up his rifle. He sighted down the barrel, aimng at the German soldier. He pretended
he was in the war and that this was an attack on his trench. He cocked the bolt of the rifle.
There were thousands of them attacki ng now. He squeezed the trigger

Al t hough he was surprised when the German threw up his arns and shouted (he could hear the shout
fromwhere he lay) he did not regret his action. He raised his field glasses. The bullet had
struck the soldier in the stonach. A careless shot. But then he hadn't been ai m ng properly.

The soldier fell down in the long grass and Karl saw it waving. He frowned. The wavi ng stopped
He wondered whether to go hone or whether to cross the field and have a | ook at the soldier

Moral ly, he should | ook at the soldier. After all, it was the first tinme he had killed a human
being. He shrugged and | eft his bag of m xed neat where it was. The soldier night have sonething
useful on him anyway.

Wth his rifle over his shoul der, he began to plod towards the spot where his nan had fallen
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- Is it norning yet? asks Karl, yawning.

- No. Along time until norning, Karl

The night seenms to be lasting forever.

- Aren't you gl ad?

He feels a strong hand in his crotch. It squeezes himgently but firmy. Karl's lips part a
little.
- Yes, says Karl, |I'm gl ad.

What Woul d You Do? (8)
You are a white man in a town where the people are predom nantly bl ack

Because of indignities and insufficient representation of their cause, the black people, nilitant
and angry, seize control of the town.

They are net with violence fromsone of the whites and they respond in turn, lynching two white
of ficials against whomthey have particular grievances.

But now t he peopl e have becone a nob and are out for white blood. The nob is approaching your
part of the town, smashing and burning and beating whites. Sone of the whites have been beaten to
deat h.

You cannot contact your black friends and ask for their help because you don't know exactly where
they are.

Wyul d you hide in the house and hope that the mob didn't bother you?

Wuld you try to take your chances on the street and hope to find a black friend who woul d vouch
for you?

Wul d you go to the aid of other white peopl e defending thensel ves agai nst the nob? Wuld you
then try to nake everyone cal m down?

O would you sinply help your fellow white people kill the black people attacking thenf

O would you join the black people attacking the whites and hope to win acceptance that way?

9

The Downline to Kiev: 1920: Shuffling Along Oficial verification cane to hand yesterday of the
report recently published of the ex-Tsar's violent end at Ekaterinburg at the hands of his Red
GQuards. The nessage has been transmitted as follows through the wirel ess stations of the Russian
Gover nment :

Recently Ekaterinburg, the capital of the Red Ural, was seriously threatened by the approach of
the Czecho- Sl ovak bands. At the sanme tinme a counter-revolutionary conspiracy was di scovered,
having for its object the westing of the ex-Tsar fromthe hands of the Council's authority by
arnmed force. In viewof this fact the Council decided to shoot the ex-Tsar. This decision was
carried out on July 16. The wife and son of Romanoff have been sent to a place of security.
Docunent s concerni ng the conspiracy, which were di scovered, have been forwarded to Moscow by a
speci al messenger. It had been recently decided to bring the ex-Tsar before a tribunal to" be
tried for his crines against the people and only later occurrences led to delay in adopting this
course. The Russian Executive Council accept the decision of the Rural Regional Council as being
regular. The Central Executive Commttee has now at its disposal extrenely inportant material and
docunments concerning the Nicholas Romanoff affair - his own diary, which he kept alnost to the

| ast day, diaries of his wife and children, his correspondence, anongst which are letters by

G egory Rasputin to Romanoff and his family. Al these materials will be exanm ned and publi shed
in the near future.

NEWS OF THE WORLD, Sunday, July 21,1918.

Seated before the mrror, Karl examnes his flesh. Neither the harsh neon |light over the mrror
nor the mrror itself, are flattering. Karl pouts his lips and rolls his eyes.

-1 don't think you're a Nigerian at all, now Your accent changes all the tine.
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- W all change our accents to suit our circumstances. In the mirror their eyes neet. Karl feels
col d.

We are all victinmns.
He is fourteen. His nother and his father were killed in an explosion in a cafe in Bobrinskaya.
Karl's friend puts friendly hands on Karl's shoul ders.

- What would you like to do now ?

He is fourteen. Sitting on a flat car, hanging on for dear life as the train roars across the
plain. The plain is dead. It consists of nothing but the blackened stal ks of what was once
wheat. The wheat has been deliberately burned.

The sky is huge and enpty.

Kar| shivers.

-Any i deas?
The train noves to neet the sullen bank of grey cloud on the horizon. It is like the end of the
world. The train carries death. It goes to find nore death. That is its cargo, its destiny.

At several points on the train - on the | oconotive bell owi ng ahead, on the rocking carriages, the
bucki ng open trucks - black flags flap |like the wings of settling crows. It is the Ukraine. And
Karl shivers.

KARL WAS FOURTEEN. Hi s nother and father had been thirty-five when they were killed by the bonb.
They canme from Ki ev but had been driven out during one of the pogrons. They had thought it safer
to stay with their relatives in Bobrinskaya. Soneone had let a bonb off in a cafe and Karl had
gone to Al exandria where he had net the arny of Makhno, the Anarchist. He had joined that arny.
He had been in several battles since then and now he had a machine gun of his own to | ook after
He | oved the machine gun. He had secured the stand to the flat car with big horseshoe nails. It
was an English machine gun, a Lewis. His greatcoat was English, too. It was |eather and had a
speci al pocket in the front shaped like a revolver. During their last battle, near Golta, he had
managed to acquire a revolver. They had been beaten at that battle. They were now nmeki ng for

Ki ev because the railway line direct to Al exandria had been blown up to cut off their retreat.
Makhno' s bl ack banners flew everywhere on the train. Sonme of the banners bore his slogan: Anarchy
Breeds Order. But nost were plain. Mkhno was in a bad nmood since Colta.

Over the rattle of the train and the roar of the |oconotive canme the sounds of |aughter, of song,
of an accordion's whine. Mkhno's arny |ounged on every avail able surface. Young nmen, mainly,
their clothes were evidence of a hundred successful raids. One wore a tall silk hat decorated
with stream ng red and bl ack ribbons. H's body was swathed in a sl eeveless fur coat with the
skirt hacked off to give his legs freedom He wore green Cossack breeches tucked into red |eather
boots. Over his coat were crisscrossed four bandoliers of bullets. 1In his hands was a rifle
which, internmittently, he would fire into the air, laughing all the tine. At his belt was a
curved saber and stuck in the belt were a Mauser automatic pistol and a Smith and Wesson .45
revolver. Bottles were passed fromhand to hand as they thundered along. The young man in the
top hat flung back his head and poured w ne over his bearded face and down his throat, breaking
into song as the accordion began to play the arny's fam liar nmelody, "Arise young nen!" Karl
hinself joined in with the sad, bold last lines, "W |lies under the green sward?" sang the man in
the top hat. "W heroes of Mkhno," sang Karl, "saddle rugs for shrouds." There was a great cheer
and peaked caps, sheepskin hats, derby hats, stocking caps and the caps of a dozen different

regi ments were waved or thrown through the steamfromthe engine. Karl was proud to be of this
reckl ess conpany which cared nothing for death and very little for life. The cause for which they
fought m ght be doormed but what did it matter? The human race was dooned. They at |east woul d
have nade their gesture.

There was not a man on the train who was not festooned with weapons. Sabres and rifles and
pistols were common to all. Sone sported ornate antique weapons, broadswords, officers' dress
swords, pistols inlaid with gold, silver and nother-o'-pearl. They wore boaters, solar toupees,
extravagant Gernan hel nmets, wide-brimed felt hats, panamas and every variety of clothing. Near
Karl and manning one of the other machine guns, a fat Georgian was stripped to the waist, wearing
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only a pair of gentleman's blue riding breeches and boots decorated with silver thread. Around
his neck he had wound a |ong feather boa. He was hatless, but had on a pair of snoked gl asses
with gold rins. At his belt were two nilitary holsters containing matched-revol vers. The
Georgian clained that they had bel onged to the Enperor hinself. Sharing a bottle with the
Georgian was a sailor from Gdessa, his vest open to the navel, displaying a torso conpletely
covered in pink and blue tattoos show ng dragons, swords and hal f-dressed |l adies all mxed up
together. The freshest of the tattoos ran across his breastbone, a Nihilist slogan - Death to
Life. A boy, younger than Karl, wearing a torn and bl oodstai ned surplice, clutching a cooked
chicken in one hand, junped down fromthe top of the box-car behind them and swayed towards the
sailor, offering himhalf the chicken in exchange for the rest of the wine. |In his other hand he
hel d an enornous butcher's cleaver. The boy was already nine parts drunk

The train hooted.

Bal anci ng on the carriage ahead, an old nman, with a student cap perched on his white hair hooted
back. He steadied hinself by neans of a Cossack | ance around which was tied a torn black skirt.
Painted on the skirt was a yellow sunrise. The old nman hooted again, before falling on his side
and rolling dangerously close to the edge of the roof. The |ance remai ned where he had stuck it.
The old man lost his cap and began to laugh. The train took a bend. The old nan fell off. Karl
saluted the tunbling figure as it di sappeared down a bank

On the curve, Karl could see the front section of the train where Nestor Makhno hinmself sat. The
flat-wagons on both sides of himwere piled with gun-carriages, their dirty steel and brass work
shining dully beneath a sun which now only nade occasi onal appearances through the | oom ng cl ouds.
A truck near to the engine was full of shaggy horses, their backs covered by Jew sh prayer-shaw s
in place of blankets. Mkhno's chosen Heroes sat all around their |leader, their feet dangling
over the sides of the wagons, but none sat near him Karl had an inpression of nothing but |egs.
There were legs in riding boots, legs in puttees made fromsilk dresses or red plush or green

bai ze ripped froma billiard table, feet in yellow silk slippers with velvet ponpons bounci ng on
them in felt shoes, in laced boots, in sandals and in brogues, or sone conpl etely naked,
scratched, red, horny, dirty. No songs cane from Makhno's guard. They were probably all too
drunk to sing.

On Makhno's wagon a huge, gl eanmi ng bl ack | andau had been anchored. The |andau's door was
decorated with the gilded coat of arns of sone dead aristocrat. The upholstery was a rich crinmson
norocco | eather. The shafts of the landau stuck up into the air and on each shaft flapped a bl ack
banner of Anarchy. On each corner of the wagon was placed a highly-polished machi ne gun and at
each machi ne gun squatted a man in a white Cossack cap and a bl ack | eather greatcoat. These four
were not drunk. Makhno hinself was probably not drunk. He |ay against the |eather cushions of
the I andau and | aughed to hinself, tossing a revolver high into the air and catching it again, his
feet in their shining black boots crossed indolently on the coach box. Nestor Makhno was dyi ng.
Karl realized it suddenly. The man was snmall and sickly. H's face was the grey face of death.
The bl ack Cossack hat and the gay, enbroidered Cossack jacket he wore only served to enphasize the
pall or of his features. Over his forehead hung a danp fringe of hair which nmade himlook a little
li ke sone pictures of Napoleon. And his eyes were alive. Even fromwhere he sat Karl could see
the eyes - blazing with a wild and nal evol ent ni sery.

Nest or Makhno tossed the revol ver up again and caught it. He tossed it and caught it again.
Karl saw that they were nearing a station. The train how ed.

The platformwas deserted. |If there were passengers waiting for a train, they were hiding.
Peopl e normal |y hid when Makhno's arny cane through. Karl grinned to hinself. This was not an
age in which the timd could survive

The train slowed as it approached the station. D d Makhno intend to stop for sone reason ?

And then, incongruously, a guard appeared on the platform He was dressed in the uniformof the
railway line and he held a green flag in his right hand. Wat a fool he was, thought Karl, still
sticking to the rule book while the world was being destroyed around him

The guard raised his left hand to his head in a shaky salute. There was a terrified grin on his
face, an inploring, placatory grin.
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The front part of the train was by now passing through the station. Karl saw Nestor Mikhno catch
his revolver and cock it. Then, casually, as his |landau cane level with the guard, Makhno fired.
He did not even bother to aim He had hardly glanced at the guard. Perhaps he had not really
intended to hit the man. But the guard fell, stunbling backwards on buckling | egs and then
crunpling against the wall of his office, his whole body shuddering as he dropped his flag and
grasped at his neck. His chest heaved and bl ood vonited from between his lips.

Karl |aughed. He swung his nmachi ne-gun round and jerked the trigger. The gun began to sing. The
bull ets smashed into the walls and nade the body of the guard dance for a few seconds. Karl saw
that the placatory snmle was still on the dead man's face. He pulled the trigger again and raked
the whole station as they went through. d ass snmashed, a sign fell down, soneone screaned.

The nane of the station was Ponpbshnaya.

Karl turned to the fat Georgi an who had opened a fresh bottle of vodka and was drinking fromit in
great gulps. He had hardly noticed Karl's action. Karl tapped himon the shoul der

"Hey, old Pyat - where the hell is Ponbshnaya?"
The Georgian shrugged and offered Karl the bottle. He was too fuddled to understand the question

The station was di sappearing behind them Soon it had vani shed.

The tattooed sailor, his armaround a snub-nosed girl with cropped hair, a Mauser in her hand,
took the bottle fromthe Georgian and placed it against the girl's thin lips. "Drink up," he
said. He peered at Karl. "What was that, youngster?"

Karl tried to repeat his question, but the train entered a tunnel and thick snoke filled their
I ungs, stung their eyes and they coul d see nothing. Everyone began to cough and to curse.

"It doesn't matter," said Karl

- You're still looking a bit pale, says Karl's friend, fingering his own ebony skin. - Maybe you
could do with another bath ?

Karl shakes his head. - It'lIl be hard enough getting this lot off. |1've got to | eave here

sonmetime, you know. It's going to be enbarrassing.

- Only if you let it be. Brazen it out. After all, you're not the only one, are you? Karl
giggles. -1 bet you say that to all the boys.

What Woul d You Do? (9)

You have been told that you have at nost a year to live. Wuld you decide to spend that year
(a) enjoying every possible pleasure?

(b) doing charitable works?

(c) in sone quiet retreat, relishing the sinpler pleasures of life?

(d) trying to acconplished one big thing that you will be renenbered for in times to cone?

(e) putting all your resources into finding a cure for the illness you have?
or would you sinply kill yourself and get the whole thing over wth?
10

Htting the Hi gh Spots on W Fifty-Six:

1929: Recognition Trapped at sea in a violent thunder storm the U S. S. Akron, largest and finest
dirigible airship in the world, crashed off the Barnegat Lightship at 12:30 o'clock this norning
with 77 officers and nmen aboard. Anmong them was Rear Adnmiral WIlliam A  Mffett, chief of the
Bureau of Aeronautics.

Only four of the 77 were known to have been saved at 5 o'clock this norning. At that tinme the

wr eckage of the stricken airship was out of sight in the stormand darkness fromthe Gernan oi
tanker Phoebus, which first reported the catastrophe. A northwest w nd bl owi ng about 45 niles an
hour was bl owi ng the w eckage off shore and made rescue operations doubly difficult.

No hint of the cause of the disaster was contained in the fragnentary and frequently confusing
reports received fromthe Phoebus, but it was considered highly likely that the great airship was
struck by lightning.
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THE NEW YORK TI MES, April 4, 1933.

- You were bound to get depressed after all that excitenent, says Karl's friend. - Wat about
sone coffee? O would you rather | sent down for some nore chanpagne?
He grins, making an expansive gesture.

- Nane your poison!
Karl sighs and chews at his thunbnail. H's eyes are hooded. He won't |ook at the black man.

-All right, then how can I cheer you up?
- You could fuck off, says Karl.

Take it easy, Karl.

You coul d fuck off.

- What good woul d that do?
- | didn't know you were interested in doing good.

- Where did you get that idea? Don't you feel nore a person now than you felt before you cane
with me through the door? More real?
- Maybe that's the trouble.

- You don't like reality?
- Yes, maybe that's it.

-Well, that isn't nmy problem
- No.

- It's your problem

- Yes.

- Oh, cone on now You're starting a newlife and you can't manage even a tiny smle!
- I"'mnot your slave, says Karl. | don't have to do everything you say.

- Who said you had to? M? The black nman | aughs deridingly. - Did | say that?
-1 thought that was the deal.

- Deal ? Now you're being obscure. | thought you wanted sone fun.
Karl is fifteen. Quite a little man now.
- Fuck off, he says. - Leave ne al one.

- In my experience, the black man sits down beside him that's what people always say when they
think they're not getting enough attention. 1t's a challenge, in a way. 'Leave ne alone.'
- Maybe you're right.

- Darling, I"'mnot often wong. The black man once again puts his armaround Karl's shoul ders.
Karl is fifteen and in his own way pretty good |ooking. He's dating the sweetest little tomato in
t he school .

- Ch, Jesus!
Karl begins to weep.

- Now that's enough of that, says his friend.

Karl was fifteen. H's Momwas forty. Hs Dad was forty-two. Hi s Dad had done all right for
hinself in his business and just recently had becone President of one of the biggest investnent
trusts in the nation. He had, to celebrate, increased Karl's allowance at his fifteenth birthday
and turned a blind eye when Karl borrowed his nother's car when he went out on a date. Karl was a
big boy for his age and | ooked ol der than fifteen.
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In his new tuxedo and with his hair gleanming with oil, Karl could have passed for twenty easily.
That was probably why Nancy Gol dnmann was so willing to let himtake her out.

As they left the novie theatre (Gold Diggers of Broadway), he whistled one of the tunes fromthe
filmwhile he gathered his courage together to suggest to Nancy what he had been meaning to
suggest all evening.

Nancy put her armthrough his and saved himthe worst part: "Were to now?" she asked.

"There's a speakeasy | know on West Fifty Six." He guided her across the street while the cars
honked on all sides. It was getting dark and the Iights were conming on all down Forty Second
Street. "Wat do you say, Nancy?" They reached his car. It was a new Ford Coupe. H s Dad had a
Cadill ac |i nousine which he hoped to borrow by the tine he was sixteen. He opened the door for
Nancy.

"A speakeasy, Karl? 1 don't know..." She hesitated before getting into the car. He glanced away
fromher calves. H's eyes would keep going to them It was the short, fluffy skirt. You could
al nost see through it.

"Aw, cone on, Nancy. Are you bored with speakeasies? |Is that it?"

She | aughed. "No! WIIl it be dangerous? Gangsters and bootl eggers and shooting and stuff?"
"It'1l be the dullest place in the world. But we can get a drink there." He hoped she woul d have
a drink, then she nmight do nore than hold his hand and kiss himon the way hone. He had only a
vague idea of what "nore" neant. "If you want one, of course.”

"Well, nmaybe just one."

He coul d see that Nancy was excited.

All the way up to W56th Street she chattered beside him tal king about the novie nostly. He

could tell that she was unconsciously seeing herself as Ann Pennington. WelIl, he didn't mnd
that. He grinned to hinself as he parked the car. Taking his hat and his evening coat fromthe
back, he wal ked round and opened the door for Nancy. She really was beautiful. And she was warm

They crossed Seventh Avenue and were nearly bow ed over by a man in a straw hat who nunbl ed an
apol ogy and hurried on. Karl thought it was a bit late in the year to be wearing a straw hat. He
shrugged and then, on inpul se, |eaned forward and ki ssed Nancy's cheek. Not only didn't she
resist, she blew hima kiss back and | aughed her lovely trilling |laugh. "D d anyone ever tel

you, you | ooked like Rudy Vallee?" she said.

"Lots of people."” He smirked in a comic way and nade her |augh again.

They canme to a gaudy neon sign which flashed on and off. It showed a pink pyranmd, a blue and
green dancing girl, a white canel. It was called the Casa Bl anca.

"Shall we?" said Karl, opening the door for her.

"This is a restaurant.”

"Just wait and see!"

They checked their hats and coats and were shown by an ingratiating little waiter to a table sone
di stance fromthe stand where a band was backi ng soneone who | ooked and sounded al nbst exactly

i ke Janet Gaynor. She was even singing Keep Your Sunny Side Up

"What happens next?" said Nancy. She was beginning to | ook di sappoi nted.

The waiter brought the nenus and bowed. Karl had been told what to say by his friend Paul who had
recommended the place. "Could we have sone soft drinks, please?" he said.

"Certainly, sir. Wat kind? "
"Uh - the strong kind, please." Karl |ooked significantly at the waiter.

"Yes, sir." The waiter went away again.
Karl held Nancy's hand. She responded with a funny little spasmand grinned at him "Wat are

you going to eat?"
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"Ch, anything. Steak Diane. |'mnad about Steak Di ane."

"Me too." Under the table, his knee touched Nancy's and she didn't nove away. O course, there
was al ways the chance that she thought his knee was a table |l eg or sonething. Then, when she

| ooked at him she noved her chin up in a way that told himshe knew it was his knee. He
swal | owed hard. The waiter arrived with the drinks, He ordered two Steak Dianes "and all the
trimmngs". He lifted his glass and toasted Nancy. They sipped together

"They've put a lot of lemon init,
sonet hing. "
"That's it," said Karl, fingering his bowtie

said Nancy. "l guess they have to. 1In case of a raid or

He saw his father just as his father saw him He wondered if his father would take the whol e
thing in good part. The band struck up and a couple of thinly dressed | ady dancers began to

Charl eston. He saw that the lady dining with his father was not his nother. 1In fact she | ooked
too young to be anybody's nother, in spite of the nmake-up. Karl's father left his place and cane
over to Karl's table. M. dogauer nodded at Nancy and glared at Karl. "Get out of here at once

and don't tell your nother you saw nme here tonight. Wo told you about this place?" He had to
speak | oudly because the band was now in full swing. A lot of people were clapping in tine to the
musi c.

"I just knew about it, Dad."

"Did you. Do you cone here often, then? Do you know what kind of a place this is? It's a haunt
of gangsters, unnmoral wonen, all kinds of riffraff!"

Karl | ooked at his father's young friend.

"That young |l ady is the daughter of a business associate," said M. d ogauer. "I brought her
here because she said she wanted to see some New York nightlife. 1t is not the place for a boy of
fifteen!"

Nancy got up. "I think I'll get sonebody to call ne a cab,"” she said. She paused, then took her

drink and swallowed it all down. Karl ran after her and caught her at the checki ng desk
"There's another place | know, Nancy," he said.

She stopped, pulling on her hat and giving hima calculating | ook. Then her expression softened.
"W could go back to ny place? My Mom and Pop are out."

"Ch, great!"

On the way back to Nancy's place in the car she put her arns round his neck and ni bbled his ear
and ruffled his hair.

"You're just a little boy at heart, aren't you?" she said.
Hi s knees shook. He had heard that |ine earlier tonight and he could guess what it neant.
He knew he woul d al ways remenber this day in Septenber.

- Thanks. Karl accepts the cup of coffee his friend hands him - How | ong have | been asl eep?
-Not | ong.

Karl remenbers their scene. He wishes it hadn't happened. He was behaving like sone little
fairy, all tenperament and flounce. Honpsexual relationships didn't have to be |like that now It

was normal, after all. Between nornal people, he thought. That was the difference. He |ooked at
his friend. The man was sitting naked on the edge of a chest of drawers, swinging his leg lazily
as he snoked a cigarette. H's body really was beautiful. It was attractive, initself. It was

very masculine. Oddly, it nmade Karl feel nore masculine, too. That was what he found strange.
He had thought things would be different. He kept being rem nded of sone quality he had al ways
felt in his father when his father had been at hone.

- Did you dream anyt hing? asked the black nman

-1 don't renenber.

What Woul d You Do? (10)
You are married with a fanmily and you live in a small apartnent in the city, reasonably close to
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your wor K.
You | earn that your nother has becone very ill and can no | onger | ook after herself.

You hate the idea of her coming to live with you in your already cranped conditions, particularly
since she is not a very nice old woman and tends to make the children nervous and your w fe tense.
Your nother's house is larger, but in a part of the world which depresses you and which is also a
I ong way fromyour work. Yet you have always sworn that you will not let her go into an AOd

Peopl e's Hone. You know it woul d cause her considerable msery. Any other decision, however
woul d nean you changi ng your way of life quite radically.

Woul d you sell your nother's house and use the noney to buy a larger flat in your own area ? O
woul d you nove away to a conpletely different area, perhaps sonewhere in the country, and | ook for
a new j ob?

O woul d you decide, after all, that it would be best for everyone if she did go into a Retirenent
Hone?

11

Shanghai Sal | y:

1932: Probl ems of Diplomacy | n Shanghai is one of the nost extraordinarily gruesonme sights in the
world. | have never seen anything to approach it. Parts of Chapei and Hongkew, where fighting
was hottest, are in ruins paralleling those of the Western Front in France. The Japanese | ooted
this area, which conprises several square mles, not nmerely of furniture, valuables, and househol d
possessi ons, but of every nail, every window wire, every screw, bolt, nut, or key, every
infinitesimal piece of netal they could |lay hands on. Houses were ripped to pieces, then the
whol e region set on fire. No one lives in this charred ruin now. No one could. The Japanese
have, however, maintained street lighting; the lighted avenues protrude through an area totally

bl ack, totally devoid of human life, |ike phosphorescent fingers poking into a grisly void.

What is known as the Garden Bridge separates this Japanese-occupied area with one rimof the
International Settlement proper. Barbed wire and sandbags protect it. Japanese sentries
representing army, navy, and police stand at one end. British sentries are at the other. | have
seen these tall Englishnmen go white with rage as the Japanese, a few feet away, kicked coolies or
sl apped ol d nen. The Japanese have |ife-and-death power over anyone in their area. Chinese,
passi ng the Japanese sentries, have to bow cerenoniously, and doff their hats. Yet the Japanese -
at the sane tinme they may playfully prod a nan across the bridge with their bayonets - say that
they are in China to make friends of the Chinese peopl e!

Lest it be thought that | exaggerate | append the foll owi ng Reuter dispatch from Shanghai of date
March 30, 1938:

"Feeling is running high in British military circles here today as a result of an incident which
occurred this norning on a bridge over the Soochow Creek ... Japanese soldiers set upon and beat
an ol d Chi nese nan who happened to be on the bridge, and then threw himover into the water. The
whol e action was in full view of sentries of the Durhanms, who were on duty, at one end of the
bridge. The British soldiers, unable to | eave their posts, were conpelled helplessly to watch the
old man drown, while the Japanese sol diers |aughed and cheered."

I NSI DE ASI A, by John Gunter Hanmi sh Hamilton, 1939

- We protect ourselves in so nmany foolish ways, says Karl's friend. - But let the defenses drop
and we di scover that we are nuch happier.

-1 don't feel much happier

- Not at present, perhaps. Freedom after all, takes sone getting used to.
-1 don't feel free

- Not vyet.

- There is no such thing as freedom

- O course there is! It's often hard to assimlate a new idea, / know.

Your ideas don't seem particularly new
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- Onh, you just haven't understood yet, that's all
Karl is sixteen. Shanghai is the largest city in China. 1t is one of the npst exciting and
romantic cities in the world. H's nother and father cane here to live two years ago.

There are no taxes in Shanghai. Geat ships stand in the harbor. War ships stand a few niles out
to sea. Anything can happen in Shanghai

- Wiy do peopl e always need a phil osophy to justify their lusts? Karl says spitefully. - Wat's
so |liberating about sex of any kind?
- It isn't just the sex.

Bl ack snoke boils over the city fromthe north. People are conplaining.
- No, it's power

- Ch, come, cone, Karl! Take it easy!
Karl d ogauer is sixteen. Although a German by birth, he attends the British school because it is
consi dered to be the best.

- Who do you like best! asks Karl. - Men or wonen ?
-1 love everyone, Karl.

KARL WAS SI XTEEN. His nother was forty-two. His father was fifty. They all lived in the better
part of Shanghai and enjoyed many benefits they woul d not have been able to afford in Minich

Havi ng dined with his father at the German Club, Karl, feeling fat and contented, anbled through
the revol ving glass doors into the bright sunshine and noisy bustle of the Bund, Shanghai's nain
street and the city's heart. The wi de boulevard fronted the harbor and offered hima faniliar
view of junks and steanmers and even a few yachts with crisp, white sails, sailing gently up
towards the sea. As he creased the crown of his creamcol ored hat he noticed with dissatisfaction
that there was a spot of dark grease on the cuff of his right sleeve. He adjusted the hat on his
head and with the fingers of both hands turned down the brima little. Then he | ooked out over
the Bund to see if his nother had arrived yet. She had arranged to neet himat three o' clock and
take himhone in the car. He searched the mass of traffic but couldn't see her. There were trans
and buses and trucks and cars, rickshaws and pedi cabs, transport of every possible description

but no Rolls-Royce. He was content to wait and watch the passing throng.

Shanghai nust be the one place in the world where one never tired of the view. He could see
peopl e on the Bund of virtually every race on Earth: Chinese fromall parts of China, from
beautifully el egant businessnen in well-tailored Europeans suits, nandarins in flow ng silKks,
singing girls in slit skirts, flashily dressed gangster types, sailors and soldiers to the poorest
coolies in snocks or loin-cloths. As well as the Chinese, there were Indian nerchants and cl erks,
French industrialists with their w ves, German ship-brokers, Dutch, Swedish, English and Anerican
factory-owners or their enployees, all noving along in the twin tides that swept back and forth
along the Bund. As well as the babble of a hundred | anguages, there was the rich, satisfying
snel | of Shanghai, a m xture of hunman sweat and nachine oil, of spices and drugs and stinmul ants,
of cooking food and exhaust funmes. Horns barked, beggars whined, street-sellers shouted their

war es.  Shanghai

Karl smled. If it were not for the present trouble the Japanese were having in their sector of
the International District, Shanghai would offer a young man the best of all possible worlds. For
entertai nment there were the cinenas, theatres and clubs, the brothels and dance-halls along the
Szechwan Road. You could buy anything you wanted - a piece of jade, a bale of silk, enbroideries,
fine porcelain, inports fromParis, New York and London, a child of any age or sex, a pipe of
opium a linpbusine with bulletproof glass, the nbost exotic neal in the world, the |atest books in
any | anguage, instruction in any religion or aspect of nmysticism Admttedly there was poverty
(he had heard than an average of 29,000 people starved to death on the streets of Shanghai every
year) but it was a price that had to be paid for so much color and beauty and experience. |In the
two years that he had been here he had managed to sanple only a few of Shanghai's delights and, as
he neared manhood, the possibilities of what he could do becanme wi der and wi der. No one could
have a better education than to be brought up in Shanghai

He saw the Rolls pull in to the curb and he waved. Hi s nother, wearing one of her [east
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extravagant hats, |eaned out of the w ndow and waved back. He sprang down the steps and pushed
his way through the crowd until he got to the car. The Chinese chauffeur, whose name Karl could
never remenber and whom he al ways cal |l ed "Hank"™, got out and opened the door, saluting him Karl
gave hima friendly grin. He stepped into the car and stretched out beside his nmother, kissing

her lightly on the cheek. "Lovely perfune," he said. He nattered her as a matter of habit, but
she was al ways pleased. It hardly occurred to himto dislike anything she chose to do, wear or
say. She was his nother, after all. He was her son

"Ch, Karl, it's been terrible today." Frau d ogauer was Hungarian and spoke Gernan, as she spoke
French and English, with a soft, pretty accent. She was very popular with the gentlenmen in al
the best European circles of the city. "I meant to do much nore shopping, but there wasn't tine.
The traffic! That's why | was late, darling."

"Only five mnutes, Mama." Karl |ooked at his Swiss watch. "I always give you at |east half-an-

hour, you know that. Do you want to finish your shopping before we go hone?" They lived in the
fashi onabl e Frenchtown area to the west, not too far fromthe Race Course, in a large Victorian
Got hi ¢ house which Karl's father had purchased very reasonably fromthe Anerican who had
previously owned it.

Hi s not her shook her head. "No. No. | get irritable if I can't do everything at ny own pace and
it's inmpossible this afternoon. | w sh those Japanese would hurry up and restore order. A
handful of bandits can't cause that much trouble, surely? |I'msure if the Japanese had a free
hand, the whole city would be better run. W ought to put themin charge."”

"There'd be fewer people to manage," said Karl dryly. "I'mafraid | don't like themawfully.
They're a bit too heavy-handed in their nethods, if you ask ne."

"Do the Chinese understand any ot her nethods?" H s nother hated being contradicted. She shrugged
and pouted out of the w ndow.

"But perhaps you're right," he conceded.

"Well, see for yourself," she said, gesturing into the street. It was true that the usual dense
mass of traffic was if anything denser, was noving nore slowy, with | ess order, hampered by even
nore pedestrians than was normal at this hour. Karl didn't like the look of a |ot of them

Real ly villainous wetches in their grubby snocks and head-rags. "It's chaos!" his nother
continued. "W're having to go half-way round the city to get hone."

"l suppose it's the refugees fromthe Japanese quarters,"” said Karl. "You could blanme the Japs
for the delays, too, nother."

"I blame the Chinese," she said firmy. "In the end, it always conmes down to them They are the
nmost inefficient people on the face of the Earth. And |azy!"

Karl |aughed. "And devious. They're terrible scanps, |I'lIl agree. But don't you |ove them

real ly? What woul d Shanghai be without thenf"

"Orderly," she said, but she was forced to snmile back at him naking fun at herself for her
outburst, "and clean. They run all the vice-rings, you know. The opi umdens, the dance-halls..."
"That's what | neant!"

They | aughed toget her.

The car noved forward a few nore inches. The chauffeur sounded the horn

Frau d ogauer hissed in despair and flung herself back agai nst the uphol stery, her gloved fingers
tappi ng the arm of the seat.

Karl pulled the speaking tube towards him "Could you try another way, Hank? This seens

i npassabl e. "

The Chinese, in his neat grey uniform nodded but did nothing. There were carts and rickshaws
packing the street in front of himand a I arge truck bl ocking his way back. "W could walk," said
Karl .

Hi s nother ignored him her |ips pursed. A nonent |ater she took out her handbag and opened the
flap so that she could look into the mirror set inside it. She brushed with her little finger at
her right eyelid. It was a gesture of withdrawal. Karl stared out of the window. He could see
the skyscrapers of the Bund | oomi ng close behind themstill. They had not gone far. He studied
the shops on both sides. For all that the street was crowded, nobody seened to be doi ng nuch
business. He watched a fat Indian in a linen suit and a white turban pause outside a shop selling
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the newspapers of a dozen countries. The Indian picked his nose as he studied the papers, then he
sel ected an Anmerican pul p nagazi ne from anot her rack and paid the proprietor. Rolling the
magazi ne up, the Indian wal ked rapidly away. It seenmed to Karl that sone nore nysterious
transaction nust have taken place. But then every transaction seened |ike that in Shanghai

The Rolls rolled a few nore feet. Then the chauffeur saw an opening in a side street and turned
down it. He nanaged to get hal f-way before a night-soil cart - the "honey-carts" as the Chinese
called them- got in his way and he was forced to brake quite sharply. The driver of the cart
pretended not to notice the car. One wheel of his cart nounted the sidewal k as he squeezed past.
Then they were able to drive into the side street which was barely wi de enough to accombdate the
bi g Phant om

"At |east we're noving," said Frau d ogauer, putting her conpact back into her bag and cl osing the

clasp with a snap. "Were are we?"

"We're going all round the world," said Karl. "The river's just ahead, | think. 1s that a

bri dge?" He craned forward, trying to get his bearings. "Now that rust be north... MW God!"
"What ?"

"Chapei. They nust have set fire to it. The snpke. | thought it was clouds."”

"WIIl it nean trouble - here, | nean?" asked his nother, taking hold of his arm

He shook his head. "lI've no idea. W're pretty close to the Japanese concessi on now. Mybe we

shoul d go back and speak to Father?"

She was silent. She liked to nake the decisions. But the political situation had never
interested her. She always found it boring. Now she had no information on which to base a
decision. "Yes, | suppose so," she said reluctantly. "That was gunfire, wasn't it?"

"I't was sonething exploding." Karl suddenly felt an intense hatred for the Japanese. Wth all
their neddling, they could ruin Shanghai for everybody. He took up the speaking tube. "Back to
the Bund, Hank, as soon as you can get out of here."

They entered a wider thoroughfare and Karl saw the crowds part as if swept back by invisible
wal |l s. Through the corridor thus created a Chi nese youth cane running. Hank had pulled out into
the street and now the car was bl ocking the youth's progress.

Behi nd the youth cane three little Japanese policenen with clubs and pistols in their hands. They
were chasing him The youth did not appear to see the car and he struck it in the way that a noth
nm ght strike a screen door. He fell backwards and then tried to scranble up. He was conpletely
dazed. Karl wondered what to do.

The Japanese policenmen flung thensel ves onto the youth, their clubs rising and falling.

Karl started to wind down the wi ndow. "Hey!"

His nother buried her face in his shoulder. He saw a snmear of powder on his lapel. "Oh, Karl!"
He put his armaround his nother's warm body. The snell of her perfune seened even stronger. He
saw bl ood well out of the bruises on the Chinese boy's face and back. Hank was trying to turn the
car into the main street. A tug went past on the river, its funnel bel ching white snoke which
contrasted sharply with the oily black snoke rising over Chapei. It was strange how peaceful the
rest of the tall city | ooked. The New York of the Orient.

The clubs continued to rise and fall. H's nmother snuffled in his shoulder. Karl turned his eyes
away fromthe sight. The car began to reverse a fraction. There was a tap on the wi ndow. One of
t he Japanese policenmen stood there, bowing and smling and saluting with his bloody club. He nade
some apol ogy in Japanese and grinned w dely, shaking his free hand as if to say "Such things
happen in even the best-run city." Karl |eant over and wound the wi ndow right up.

The car pulled away fromthe scene. He didn't |ook back

As they drove towards the Bund again, Karl's nother sniffed, straightened up and funbled in her

handbag for a handkerchief. "OCh, that awful man," she said. "And those policenen! They nust
have been drunk."
Karl was happy to accept this explanation. "O course," he said. "They were drunk."

The car st opped.

- There is certainly sonmething secure, says Karl, about a world which excludes wonen. Wich is
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not to say that | deny their charnms and their virtues. But | can understand, suddenly, one of the
strong appeal s of the honmpbsexual world.

- Now you're thinking of substituting one narrow world for another, warns his friend. - | spoke
earlier of broadening your experience. That's quite different.

- What if the person isn't up to being broadened? | nean, we all have a |limted capacity for
absor bi ng experience, surely? | could be, as it were, naturally narrow.

Karl feels euphoric. He smles slowy.
- No one but a noron could be that, says the black man, just a trifle prudishly.

What Woul d You Do? (11)
A girl you know has becone pregnant.

You are al nost certainly the father.
The girl is not certain whether she wants the baby or not. She asks you to help her to decide.

Wul d you try to convince her to have an abortion?

Wuld you try to convince her to have the baby?

Woul d you offer to support her, if she had the baby?

Wyul d you deny that the baby was yours and have nothing further to do with the girl?

If she decided to have an abortion and it had to be done privately, would you offer to pay the
whol e cost?

Wul d you tell her that the decision was entirely up to her and refuse to be drawn into any

di scussi on?

12

Menories of Berlin: 1935:Dusty King Al exander of Yugoslavia was assassinated at Marseilles
yesterday. M Barthou, the French Foreign Mnister, who had gone to the port to greet the King,
was al so murder ed.

The assassin junped on the running board of the car in which the King, who had only just I|anded,
was driving with M Barthou, CGeneral Ceorges, and Adniral Berthelot, and fired a series of shots.
The Ceneral and the Admiral were both wounded. The nurderer, believed to be a Croat, was killed
by the guard.

Ki ng Al exander was on his way to Paris for a visit of great political inportance. It was to have
been the occasion of an attenpt to find nmeans, through French nediation, of inproving relations
bet ween Yugoslavia, the ally of France, and Italy, as prelimnary to a Franco-Iltalian

rappr ochenent .

THE TI MES Cct ober 10, 1934.

A policy of keeping the United States "unentangl ed and free" was announced here today by President
Roosevelt in his first public utterance recognizing the gravity of war abroad ..

The general advance of the Italian armes fromEritrea has begun. At dawn today 20,000 nen in
four columms crossed the Mareb River which forns the Ethiopian boundary. G oups of |ight tanks
operating ahead covered the crossing. Airplanes hovered overhead and | ong range guns fired
occasi onal shells to discourage opposition. Italian planes bonbed Adowa and Adi grat

THE NEW YORK TI MES, Cctober 2 and 3, 1935.
The Italian government is capable of alnpbst any kind of treason”
ADOLPH HI TLER, August 9, 1943.

He |l ooks up into the cloudy eyes of his friend. You seemquite pale, he says. - Wy doesn't
anyt hi ng happen? Karl wi pes his lips.

-That's none of your business, says the black man. | feel like a drink. Do you want one? He
turns and goes to the table where the waiter has arranged a variety of drinks. - Wat do you
like?
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-1 don't drink nmuch. A lenpnade will do.

- A glass of w ne?
-Al'l right.

Karl accepts the glass of red wine. He holds it up to a beamof noonlight.- |I wish | could help
you, he says.

- Don't worry about that.

- If you say so. Karl sits down on the edge of the bed, swinging his |l egs and sipping his wine. -
Do you think I'm uni magi native?

- | suppose you are. But that's nothing to do with it.

- Maybe that's why | never nmade nuch of a painter

- There are lots of different kinds of inagination

- Yes. It's a funny thing. Inmmgination is man's greatest strength and yet it's also his centra
weakness. |magination was a survival trait at first, but when it becones overdevel oped it
destroys him like the tusks of a marmoth growing into its own eyes. |Immgination, in ny opinion

is being given far too nmuch play, these days.

- | think you' re tal ki ng nonsense, says the black man. It is true that he | ooks paler. Perhaps
that is the noonlight too, thinks Karl.

- Probably, agrees Karl.

- Imagination can allow man to becone anything he wants to be. It gives us everything that is
human.

-And it creates the fears, the bogeynen, the devils which destroy us. Unreasoning terror. \hat
ot her beast has fears |ike ours?

The bl ack man gives himan intense glare. For a nonment his eyes seemto shine with a feral gl eam
But perhaps that is the noonlight again.

Karl is seventeen. A dupe of the Duce. Escaped fromBerlin and claimng Italian citizenship, he
now finds hinself drafted into the Arny. You can't win in Europe these days. |It's bad. There is
pain. ..

There is heat.

-Are you afraid, then ? asks Karl's friend.

-OF course. I'maqguilty, fearful, unfulfilled...

- Forget your guilts and your fears and you will be fulfilled.

-And will | be human?

- What are you afraid of?

KARL WAS SEVENTEEN. Hi s nother had gone. His father had gone. His uncle, an Italian citizen,
adopted himin 1934. Al nost imediately Karl had been conscripted into the Arny. He had no work.
He had been conscripted under his uncle's new nane of G onbini, but they knew he was a Jew really.

He had guessed he would be going to Ethiopia when all the lads in the barracks had been issued
with tropical kit. Al nost everyone had been sure that it would be Ethiopia.

And now, after a considerable anpbunt of sailing and marching, here he was, lying in the dust near
a burning mud hut in a town called Adowa with the noise of bonbs and artillery all around himand
a primtive spear stuck in his stomach, his rifle stolen, his body full of pain and his head full
of regrets. Hi s conrades ran about all round him shooting at people he couldn't see. He didn't
bother to call out. He would be punished for losing his rifle to a skinny brown nman wearing a
white sheet. He hadn't even had a chance to kill sonebody.
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He regretted first that he had left Berlin. Things mght have qui etened down there eventually,
after all. He had left only because of his parents' panic after the shop had been smashed. In
Rone, he had never been able to get used to the food. He renenbered the Berlin restaurants and
wi shed he had had a chance to eat one good neal before going. He regretted, too, that he had not
been able to realize his anbitions, once in the Army. A clever lad could rise rapidly to an
important rank in wartinme, he knew. A bonb fell nearby and the force of it stirred his body a
little. Dust began to drift over everything. The -yells and the shots and the sounds of the

pl anes, the whine of the shells and the bonbs, becane distant. The dust made his throat itch and
he used all his strength to stop hinself from coughing and so nmake the pain fromhis wound worse.
But he coughed at |ast and the spear quivered, a sharp black |ine against the dust which nade
everything el se | ook so vague.

He watched the spear, forcing his eyes to focus onit. It was all he had.

You were supposed to forget about worldly anbitions when you were dying. But he felt cheated. He
had got out of Berlin at the right tune. Really, there was no point in believing otherw se.
Friends of his would be in canps now, or deported to sone frightful dung heap in North Africa.
Italy had been a clever choice. Anti-Semtic feeling had never nmeant much in Italy. The fools
who had gone to Anerica and Britain mght find thenselves victins of pogrons at any nminute. On

t he other hand the Scandi navian countries had seened to offer an alternative. Perhaps he should
have tried his luck in Sweden, where so many peopl e spoke German and he woul dn't have felt too
strange. A spasmof pain shook him It felt as if his entrails were being stirred around by a
bi g spoon. He had beconme so conscious of his innards. He could visualize themall - his |lungs
and his heart and his ruined stomach, the yards and yards of offal curled |like so many pink, grey
and yel | ow sausages inside hin then his cock, his balls, the nuscles in his strong, naked |egs;
his fingers, his lips, his eyes, his nose and his ears. The black line faded. He forced it back
into focus. H's blood, no longer circulating smoothly through his veins and arteries, but punping
out of the openings around the blade of the spear, dribbling into the dust. Nothing would have

happened in Germany after the first outbursts. It would have died down, the trouble. Hitler and
his friends would have turned their attention to Russia, to the real enemes, the Comunists. A
funny little flutter started in his groin, below the spear blade. It was as if a noth were trying

to get into the air, using his groin as a flying field, hopping about and beating its w ngs and
failing to achieve takeoff. He tried to see, but fell back. He was thirsty. The line of the
spear shaft had al nbst di sappeared and he didn't bother to try to focus on it again

The di stant noi ses seened to conbine and establish close rhythnms and counter-rhythnms coupled with
the beating of his heart. He recognized the tune. Sonme Anerican popul ar song he had heard in a
film He had humred the sane song for six nonths after he had seen the filmin Berlin. It nust
have been four years ago. Maybe longer. He wi shed that he had had a chance to make love to a
woman. He had al ways di sdai ned whores. A decent man didn't need whores. He wi shed that he had
been to a whore and found out what it was |like. One had offered |ast year as he wal ked to the
railway station.

The film had been called Sweet Misic, he remenbered. He had never |earned all the English words,
but had made up words to sound |ike them

There's a tavern in the town, in the town, Wen atroola setsen dahn, setsen dahn, Und der she sits
on a |luvaduvadee, Und never, never sinka see. So fairdeewell nein on tooday..

He had had anmbitions to be an opera singer and he had had anmbitions to be a great witer.

The potential had all been there, it was just a question of choosing. He m ght even have been a
great general

H s possible incarnations marched before himthrough the dust.

And then he was dead.

- You could be anything you wanted to be. His friend kisses his shoul der

- O nothing. Could | be a woman and give birth to five children? Karl bites the black man.

The black man leaps up. He is a blur. For a nonent, in the half-light, Karl thinks that his
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friend is a woman and white and then an animal of sonme kind, teeth bared. The black man gl owers
at him- Don't do that to ne!
And Karl w pes his |ips.

He turns his back on his friend. Okay. You taste funny, anyway.

What Woul d You Do? (12)
You are a priest, devoutly religious, you are nmade niserable by the very idea of violence. You
are, in every sense, a nman of peace.

One norning you are cutting bread in the small hall attached to your church. You hear screans and
oaths comng fromthe church itself. You hurry into the church, the knife still in your hand.

The sol dier of the eneny currently occupying your country is in the act of raping a girl of about
thirteen. He has beaten her and torn her clothes. He is just about to enter her. She whinpers.
He grunts. You recognize the girl as a nenber of your parish. Doubtless she cane to the church
for your help. You shout, but the soldier pays no attention. You inplore himto stop to no
avail .

If you kill the soldier with your knife it will save the young girl from being hurt any further
It might even save her life. Nobody knows the soldier has entered the church. You could hide the
body easily.

If you nmerely knock himout - even if that's possible -he will alnost certainly take horrible
reprisals on you, your church and its congregation. |t has happened before, in other towns. Yet
you want to save the girl.

What woul d you do?

13

At The Anschwitz Ball: 1944: Strings The war in Europe has been won; but the air of Europe snells
of blood. Nazis and Fascists have been defeated; but their |eaders have not yet been destroyed.
It is still touch-and-go even now, whether the surviving Nazis are to have anot her chance of

power, or whether they can be nmade harm ess for ever by their swift arrai gnnent as war crimnals.
And make no nmistake this is not sinply a matter for self-evident crimnals such as Goering,
Rosenberg and t hose others guilty of outstanding crines, or responsible for the orders which
caused nmjor atrocities.

| have before ne about twenty dossiers fromsnall, uninmportant French villages, and some from
better-known places. They are unenotional accounts based on the evidence of naned w tnesses, of
events which occurred during the German occupation. The Massacre of Dun Les Plages on June 26,
1944; the destruction of the village of Manlay on July 31, 1944; the treatnent and nurder in the
Gest apo barracks at Cannes - and so it goes on. Sonetinmes the nanes of the |ocal Nazis
responsi bl e have been di scovered and naned; often not.

The full horror of these cold indictnents are reveal ed by the photographs whi ch acconpany them
It is difficult to describe them Two or three of the mldest only are reproduced here. The
Nazi s took delight in having thensel ves photographed with their victins while these were in their

agony of outrage and torture. It is not a sinple crinme that is depicted, but a terrible
degradation of nan. All the nobst horrible instincts which survive in our subconsci ous, have cone
brutally out into the open. It is no relapse into savagery, because no savages ever behaved with

such cold, unfeeling, educated brutality and shanel essness.

These dossiers are French. But the sane story is repeated in every country the Germans occupi ed,
and al so fromthose countries which allied thenselves with the Nazis. Arrests, deportations,
questi oni ngs and puni shnent were all carried out with a deliberate maxi mum of brutality
acconpani ed by every conceivable carnal license. Like the concentration canps, these nethods
aimed at the destruction of confidence in denocratic values; at inducing a total surrender to the
Nazi terror.

They succeeded for a tine - probably nore than nost people who have never lived under Nazi

dom nation care to believe. That fear and horror of the Nazi bully has not yet been eradicated.
The war will not be over until all the outraged mllions of once-occupied Europe enjoy ful
confidence that denobcratic Governnents can protect their rights, and that those who have offended
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are puni shed and broken. The Nazis nobilized the Unternensch, the sub-human, into their ranks.
The wi ckedness he worked is a vivid nenory, and it must be exorcised before Europe can have peace.

PI CTURE POST, June 23, 1945.
- Don't try that with me, you little white bastard! Karl displays his arns.
- I"ma black bastard now

- W can soon change that.

Oh, hell, I'msorry, says Karl. - It was just an inpul se.
- Well, says his friend grimy, you're certainly losing your inhibitions now, aren't you

Karl is eighteen. He is very lucky, along with the other nenbers of the orchestra. H s nother
told himthere was a point to |earning, that you never knew when it cane in useful, fiddle
playing. And it was beautifully warmin the barracks. He hoped they woul d dance all night.

- Cone back to bed, says Karl. - Please..

- | thought you were a nice, sinple, unconplicated sort of chap, says the black man. - That's
what attracted ne to you in the first place. Ah, well - it was ny own fault, | suppose.

Karl is eighteen and playing Johann Strauss. How beautiful. How his nmother would have loved it.
There are tears in his eyes. He hoped they would dance forever! The Gswi eci m Wl tz!

- Vell, I"'mnot at my best says Karl. - | wasn't when you net me. That's why | was in the Roof
Gar den.

- It's true, says his friend, that we hardly know each ot her yet.

KARL WAS EI GHTEEN. Hi s not her had been given an injection sone tinme ago and she had died. Hi's
father had probably been killed in Spain. Karl sat behind the screen with the other nenbers of
the orchestra and he played the violin.

That was his job in Auschwitz. It was the plumjob and he had been lucky to get it. Qhers were
doi ng much | ess pleasant work and it was so cold outside. The big barrack hall was well -heated
for the Christmas Dance and all the guards and non-conm ssioned officers, their sweethearts and
Wi ves, were enjoying thensel ves thoroughly, in spite of rations being so short.

Karl could see themthrough a gap in the screen as he and the others played The Bl ue Danube for
the unmpteenth tinme that evening. Round and round went the brown and grey unifornms; round and
round went the skirts and the dresses. Boots stanped on the uncarpeted boards of the hall. Beer
flowed. Everyone |aughed and joked and sang and enjoyed thenselves. And behind the | eather
uphol stered screen borrowed for the occasion the band played on

Karl had two pullovers and a pair of thick corduroy trousers, but he hardly needed the second
pul l over, it was so warm He was nuch better off than when he had first conme to the camp with his
mot her. Not that he had actually seen his nother at the canp, because they had been segregated
earlier on. It had been awful at first, seeing the faces of the older inmates, feeling that you
were bound to becone like them losing all dignity. He had suffered the humliation while he
sunmred up the angles and, while a rather poor violinist, had registered hinself as a professional
It had done the trick. He had |lost a |ot of weight, of course, which was only to be expected.
Nobody, after all, was doing very well, this winter. But he had kept his dignity and his life and
there was no reason why he shouldn't go on for a long while as he was. The guards |iked his

pl ayi ng. They were not very hot on Bach and Mdzart and luckily neither was he. He had al ways
preferred the |ighter gayer nel odi es.

He shut his eyes, snmiling as he enjoyed his own playing.

When he opened his eyes, the others were not snmiling. They were all looking at him He shut his
eyes again.

- Wuld you say you were a winner? asks Karl's friend.
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- No. Everything considered, I'd say | was a loser. Aren't we all?
- Are we? Wth the proper encouragenent you could be a winner. Wth ny encouragenent.

- Oh, | don't know. |'msonething of a depressive, as you may have noti ced.

- That's ny point. You' ve never had the encouragenent, | |ove you, Karl

- For nyself?

- O course. | have a lot of influence. | could get your work sold for good prices. You could
be rich.

-1 suppose 1'd like that.

- If I got you a |lot of noney, what woul d you do?
-1 don't know. Gve it back to you?
-1 don't nmean ny nmoney. | nean if your work sold well.

- 1'd buy a yacht, | think. Go round the world. |It's sonmething |'ve always wanted to do. | went
to Paris when | was younger

- Did you like it?
-1t wasn't bad.

What Woul d You Do? (13)
You own a dog. It is a dog you inherited froma friend sonme years ago. The friend asked you to
|l ook after it for a short while and never returned.

Now the dog is getting old. You have never cared nuch for it, but you feel synpathetic towards
it. It has becone long in the tooth, it nmakes peculiar retching noises, it has difficulty eating
and sonetines its legs are so stiff you have to carry it up and down stairs.

The dog is rather cur-like in its general demeanor. It has never had what you would call a noble
character. It is nervous, cowardly and given to hysterical barking.

Because of the stiffness in its legs you take it to the veterinary clinic.

The dog has lived several years beyond its expected life-span. |Its eyes are failing and it is
rat her deaf.

You have the opportunity to ask the veterinary to destroy the dog. And yet the dog is in no pain
or any particular disconfort nost of the tine. The vet says that it will go on quite happily for
anot her year or so. You hate the idea of witnessing the dog's |ast agonies when its tine does
come to die. You have only a faint degree of affection for it. It would really be better if the
vet got it over with now

What woul d you say to the vet?

14

The Road to Tel - Aviv:

1947: Traps

ATI YAH. | have three comments to make. First, concerning what Reid said about Pal estine having

bel onged to the Turks. Under Turkish suzerainty the Arabs were not a subject people, but partners
with the Turks in the enpire. Second, on what | considered was the fal se anal ogy - when Crossnan
said the Jews were unlucky in that they were, as he put it, the last coners into the fields of
overseas settlenent. He nmentioned Australia. | would point out that the Arabs in Pal estine do
not belong to the same category as the aborigines of Australia. They belong to what was once a

hi ghly-civilized community, and before what you call overseas settlenment in Palestine by the Jews
was begun, the Arabs were reawakening into a trenendous intellectual and spiritual activity after
a period of decadence, so there can be no conparison between the two cases.

CROSSMAN: Tom what do you think were the real m stakes of British policy which led up to what we
all agree is an intolerable situation?
REID: The British Government during the first World War had i nduced the Arabs, who were in revolt
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agai nst the Turks, to conme in and fight on the Allied side. W made thema pronise in the MMahon
Decl aration and then, wi thout their know edge, invited the Jews to cone in and establish a

nati onal home. That was unwi se and wi cked. As I

understand it, the idea of the British Government was that the Jews should cone in and gradually
become a majority. That was a secret understanding and was doubly w cked.

Pl CTURE POST

Pal estine: Can deadl ock be broken? Discussion between Edward Atiyah, Arab Ofice; Thomas Reid,
MP., RHS Crossman, M P, and Prof. Martin Buber, Prof. Sociology, JerusalemUniversity, July
12, 1947:

- What does noney nean to you, Karl ?

- Well, security, | suppose, first and forenpst.

- You nmean it can buy you security. A house, food, the obvious conforts, power over others.

- I"mnot sure about power over others. Wat has that to do with security?
- Oh it nmust have sonething to do with it.

At nineteen, Karl is bent on vengeance and the regaining of his rights. He has a .303 Lee Enfield
rifle, sonme hand grenades, a bayonet and a | ong dagger. He wears a khaki shirt and bl ue jeans.

On his head is a burnoose. He stands on the bank overlooking the winding road to Tel-Aviv. He
lifts his head proudly into the sun

- You can keep yourself to yourself, says Karl with a grin. - Can't you

- As long as others do. The dweller in the suburbs, Karl, nust pursue a policy of armed
neutrality.

- | was brought up in the suburbs. | never sawit like that. | don't know what things are |like
in Nigeria, mnd you..

At nineteen, Karl has a girl whomhe has left behind in Joppa. There are five friends with himon
the road. He sees a dust-cloud approaching. It nust be the jeep. Wth the veil of his burnoose,
Karl covers his nouth against the dust.

- Much the same, says Karl's friend. - Mich the sane.

KARL WAS NI NETEEN. Hi s nother had been gassed, his father had been gassed. At |east, that was as

far as he knew. He had been lucky. 1n 1942 he and his uncle had managed to sneak into Pal estine
and had not been caught as illegal immgrants. But Karl had soon realized the injustice of
British rule and now he belonged to the Irgun Tsva'i Leum , pledged to drive the British out of
Pal estine if they had to kill every single British man, woman or child to do it. It was tine the

Jews turned. There would never be another pogrom agai nst the Jews that was not answered in kind.
It was the only way.

He squi nted against the glare of the sun, breaking with sone difficulty through the gauze of his
headdress. The air was dry dusty and stale. There was no doubt about the single jeep droning
along the road fromAbid to Tel-Aviv. It was British. He gestured down to his friend David.
Davi d, too, was nmasked. David, too, had a Lee Enfield rifle. He handed up the field-glasses to
Karl. Karl took them adjusted them saw that there were two soldiers in the jeep -a sergeant and
a corporal. They would do.

Further along the road, in the shade of a clunmp of stunted palnms, waited the rest of the section.
Karl signaled to them He swept the surrounding hills with his glasses to check that there was no
one about. Even a goatherd could prove an enbarrassnent, particularly if he were an Arab. The
parched hills were deserted.

You coul d hear the jeep quite clearly now, its engine whining as it changed gear and took an
i ncline.

Karl unclipped a grenade fromhis belt.

The others left the shade of the palns and got into the ditch behind the bank, lying flat, their
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rifles ready. Karl |ooked at David. The boy's dark eyes were troubled. Karl signaled for David
tojoin him He pulled the pin fromthe grenade. David imtated him unclipping a grenade,
pul ling out the pin, holding down the safety.

Karl felt his legs begin to tremble. He felt ill. The heat was getting to him The jeep was

al rost level. He sprang up, steadied hinself on the top of the bank, and threw the grenade in a
gentle, graceful curve. It was a beautiful throw It went straight into the back seat of the
jeep. The soldiers | ooked astonished. They gl anced back. They glanced at Karl. The jeep's pace
didn't slacken. It blew up

There was really no need for the second grenade which David threw and which | anded in the road
behind the renmai ns of the jeep.

The two soldiers had been thrown out of the weckage. They were both alive, though broken and

bl eeding. One of themwas trying to draw his side-arm Karl walked slowmy towards him his .303
cocked. Wth a casual novenent of his foot he kicked the pistol fromthe sergeant’'s hand as the
man tried to get the hamer back. The sergeant's face was covered in blood. Qut of the ness
stared two blue eyes. The ruined |ips noved, but there were no words. Nearby, the corporal sat

up.
The rest of the group joined Karl.

"I"'mglad you weren't killed," Karl said in his guttural English

"Aaah!" said the corporal. "You dirty Arab bastards." He hugged his broken right arm
"We are Jews," said David, ripping his nmask down.

"I don't believe it," said the corporal
"W are going to hang you," said Karl, pointing at the pal nms, visible beyond the bank

David went to | ook at the jeep. The whole back section was buckled and one of the wheels was off.

Sone pi ece of machinery still gasped under the bonnet. David reached into the jeep and turned the
engine off. There was a snell of |eaking petrol. "It's not nuch use to us," said David.

"What do you bl oody nean?' said the corporal in horror. "Wat the fuck do you bl oody nmean? "
"It's a nessage,"” said Karl, "fromus to you."

- I've nade up ny nind, says Karl's friend as he busily nassages Karl's buttocks. - I'mgoing to
take you with ne when | go honme. You'll like it. It isn't everyone |l neet |1'd do that for

Karl makes no reply. He is feeling rather detached. He doesn't renenber when he felt so rel axed.

What Woul d You Do? (14)

You are very attracted to a girl of about seventeen who is the daughter of one of your parent's
friends. The girl lives with her parents in the country. You take every opportunity to see her
(you are not nuch ol der than her, yourself) but although you take her out to formal parties a
couple of tines and to the cinema once, you can't be sure how she feels towards you. The nore you
see of her the nore you want to nake |love to her. But you realize she is quite young and you
don't want to see yourself in the role of the seducer. You would feel perfectly happy about it if
she nade the first nmove. But she is shy. She plainly likes you. Probably she is waiting for you
to make the first nove. You are passing through the part of the world where she and her parents
live and you decide to visit the house and ask if you can stay the night, as it's quite late. You
rat her hope that, at last, you will be able to find an opportunity to nmake love to the girl.

You arrive at the house. The door is opened by the girl's nother, an attractive worman in her
early forties. She is very welcomng. You tell her your story and she says that of course you
can stay, for as long as you like. She regrets that you will not be able to see her husband
because he is away for some days on a business trip. Her daughter is out - "with one of her
boyfriends." You feel disappointed.

You have dinner with the nother and you and she drink quite a |ot of wine. The nother nakes no
doubt about the fact that she finds you attractive. After dinner sitting together on a couch, you
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find that you are hol ding hands with her.

You have a mixture of feelings. She is attractive and you do feel that you want to nake |ove, but
you are rather afraid of her experience. Secondly, you feel that if you sleep with her, it wll
conplicate the situation so nuch that you will never have an opportunity to nake |ove to her
daught er, whom you feel you could easily fall in love with. You also need the nother's good wll.

Woul d you get up fromthe couch and nake an excuse in order to go to bed. Wuld you make | ove to
the nmother up to a point and then claimthat you were too drunk to go further. Wuld you pretend
to be ill? Wuld you give in completely to your desires of the noment and sleep with the nother
in spite of the inevitable situation which this would |l ead to? Wuld you hope that the daughter
woul d be so intrigued by your having slept with her nother that she would nake it clear that she,
too, wanted to sleep with you (you have heard that such things happen)? O would you feel that

t he whol e problem was too nmuch, |eave the house and resolve never to see any nmenber of the famly
ever again?

15

Bi g Bang i n Budapest: 1956: Leaving Home In the Troodos hills in the west of Cyprus, the job is
being carried out by Nunber 45 Conmando of the Royal Marines, together with two conpanies of the
Gordon Hi ghl anders. The Conmando arrived in Cyprus |ast Septenber; its headquarters are now in

Pl atres, near Troodos. |Its comuanding officer, Lt. Col. N H Tailyour, DSO recalled its
record to date. "In early Novenmber we took the first haul of ECKA arns. W shot and captured the
brother of the Bishop of Kyrenia (who was deported with the Archbishop) while he was trying to
break through a cordon with sone inportant documents ... So far we have killed two nen ... W

have been anbushed seven tines, and | ost one nmarine killed and seven wounded." A | ot nore has
happened since then.

Pl CTURE POST, April 7,1956

"My daughter was one of the ten people who went into the Radio building. They were asked to wait
on the bal cony while the business was di scussed. The students bel ow t hought they had been pushed
out. They tried to crush through the door and the police opened fire. | did not see ny daughter
fall down. They said she fell and the security police carried her away. She nay not be dead.
Perhaps it were better she were."

Pl CTURE POST, Hungari an wonan, Novenber 5, 1956.

Picture Post brings you this week the nost dramatic exclusive of the war in Egypt - the first
docunentary record of life behind the Egyptian |ines after the invasion of Port Said. How this
story was obtained by correspondent WIliam R chardson and phot ographer Max Scheler is in itself
one of the remarkabl e stories of the canpaign. Wile the fires at Port Said still burned,

Ri chardson was at the British front Iine at El Cap watching the Egyptians dig in 1,000 yards
south. Three weeks later he stood at those same Egyptian positions watching the British across
the lines and getting a briefing on the canpaign fromBrigadier Anin Helmni, one of Nasser's nost
brilliant young generals. Yet to negotiate that 1,000 yards between the British and Egyptian
lines Richardson had to travel some 5,600 tinmes that distance, flying fromPort Said to Cyprus and
fromthere to Athens and Rone. There the Egyptian Enbassy granted hima visa after he told them
he had been in Port Said and wanted to see both sides. 1In a nonth, he was accredited to three
forces - British, Egyptian and United Nations, a total of 12 nationalities in uniform

Pl CTURE POST, Decenber 17, 1956.
- |Is your only pleasure making ne feel pleasure? Karl asks.
- O course not.

-Well, you don't seemto be getting any fun out of this. Not physical, anyway.

- Cerebral pleasures can be just as nice. |t depends what turns you on, surely?
Karl turns over. - There's sonething pretty repressed about you, he says. - Sonething al npost
dead.

-You know how to be offensive don't you? A short tinme ago you were just an ordinary London | ad.
Now you' re behaving like the bitchiest little pansy | ever saw.
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- Maybe | like the role.

Karl is twenty. He scents escape at last. He has survived through the War, through the Conmuni st
take-over. Now there is a way out. He prays that nothing will happen to frustrate his plans this
time. ..

- And maybe | don't. Wen | said you could have anything you wanted | didn't nean a bra and
suspender belt. The black man turns away in disgust.

- You said anything was worth trying, didn't you? | think I'd ook rather nifty. A few hornone
jabs, a punp or two of silicone in ny chest. 1'd be a luscious, tropical beauty. Wuldn't you

| ove ne nore?

Karl is twenty. His brainis sharp. He tears up his party nenbership card. Tine for a change.

- Stop that! orders Karl's friend. - O | won't bother. You can |eave now.

- Who' s bei ng narrow ni nded, then!

KARL is TVENTY. Both his nother and his father had been killed in the pre-war pogrons. He had
survived in Budapest by changing his name and keepi ng undercover until the war was over. Wen the
new governnent was installed, he becane a nenber of the Communi st party, but he didn't tell his
friends. That woul d have been pointless, since part of his work invol ved nmaki ng di screet
enquiries for the Russian controlled security department on the Westbahnhof.

Now he was working out his best route to the Austrian border. He had joined with his fell ow
students in the | east aggressive of the denpnstrations agai nst the Russians and had establi shed
hinself as a patriot. Wen the Russians won - as they nust win - he would be in Vienna on his way
to America. Oher Hungarians would vouch for him- a victim I|ike thenselves, of Russian

i mperial i sm

Earlier that day he had contacted the hotel where the tourists were staying. They told himthat
there were sonme cars due to |l eave for Austria in the afternoon by the big suspension bridge near
the hotel. He had described hinself as a "known patriot" whomthe secret police were even now
hunti ng down. They had been synpathetic and assured himof their help

Lenin Street was comparatively quiet after the fighting which, yesterday, had blasted it, into
ruins. He picked his way through the rubble, ducking behind a fallen tree as a Russi an tank
appeared, its treads squeaking protest as they struck obstacle after obstacle.

Karl reached the riverside. A few people cane running up the boulevard but there didn't seemto
be anyone behind them Karl decided it was safe to continue. He could see the bridge fromhere
Not far to go

There canme the sudden sl amm ng cacophony of automatic cannon a few bl ocks to the east; a how from
a hundred throats at least; the decisive rattle of nachine guns; the sound of running feet. From
out of a street opposite himKarl saw about fifty freedomfighters, nost of themarnmed with rifles
and a few with tonmmy-guns, dash like flushed rats onto the boul evard, glance around and then run
towards the bridge. He cursed them Wy couldn't they have fled in the other direction?

But he decided to follow them at a distance.

On the suspension bridge he saw sonme tanks. He hoped they had been i mobilized. Bodies were
being thrown over the side into the Danube. He hoped they were Russian bodies. He began to | ook
for the cars. A new Citroen, green, one of the tourists had told him and a Vol kswagen. He
peered through the gaps in the ranks of the running nen. He began to run hinself.

And then the automatic cannon started once nore. This tine it was directly ahead and it was
joined by the guns of the tanks. The freedomfighters fell down. Sonme got up and crawl ed into
doorways, firing back. Karl fell flat, rolling to the railings and looking to see if there was a
way down to the river. He might be able to swmthe rest of the distance. He |ooked across the
Danube. He could still nmake it. He would survive.

Tanks canme towards him he nade a vain attenpt to get through the railings and then lay still,
hopi ng they woul d t hi nk hi m dead.
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More rifle and tommy-gun fire. Mre Russian gunfire. A shout. A strangled scream

Karl opened his eyes. One of the tanks was on fire, its canouflaged sides scorched, its red star
sneared with bl ood.

The tank's driver had tried to get out of his turret and had been shot to pieces. The other tanks
runbl ed on. The fighting becane nore distant. Karl glanced at his watch. No nore than five
m nutes before the cars left.

He got cautiously to his feet.

A Russian's head appeared in the turret behind the corpse of the driver. The man's flat features
were tormented. He was doubtl ess badly wounded. He saw Karl. Karl put up his hands to show that
he was unarned. He smled an ingratiating smle. The Russian ained a pistol at him Karl tried
to think what to do.

He felt the inpact as the bullet struck his skull. He went back against the railings and
col | apsed wi thout seeing the Danube agai n.

- You seemto think "'mtrying to corrupt your norals or sonething. You' ve got hold of the wong
end of the stick. | was sinply tal king about expandi ng your range of choices. | don't know what
to make of you Karl.

- Then we're even.

-1 mght have to change ny mind about you. |'msorry, but that's the way it is. |If I'mto adopt
you, it will be on very strict terns. | don't want you to enbarrass ne.

- That goes for ne, too.
- Now don't be insolent, Karl.

What Woul d You Do? (15)
You live in a poor country, though you yourself are conparatively rich

There is a famine in the country and many of the people are starving. You want to help them You
can afford to give the local people in the village about fifty pounds. But the nunber of people
inthe village is at least two hundred. |f each receives part of the noney you have, it wll buy
them enough to live on for perhaps another four days.

Wul d you give themthe noney on condition it was spent on the people nbst in need? O on
condition that it was spent on the children? O would you select a handful of people you thought
deserved the nmoney nost? O would you hand it over to themand ask themto divide as they saw
fit?

16

Canmpi ng I n Kenya: 1959: Snoke Here is the grimrecord as far as it can be added up in figures:
nore than a thousand Africans hanged for serious crines, 9,252 Mau Mau convicts jailed for serious
of fences, and 44,000 "detainees", guilty of |esser Mau Mau offences, in rehabilitation prison
canmps. |In these canps, in carefully graded groups, Mau Mau adherents are re-educated as decent
citizens ... To make return possible nmental attitudes have to be changed ... Perhaps "soul -
washi ng" is not too strong a word for an organi zed process ained at teaching civilized behavior
and the duties, as well as the rights, of citizenship ..

Sol di ers and police have won the long battle of the bush against ill-armed men fighting for what
they believe to be a good cause. All but the broken remants, under their broken |eader Dedan
Ki mat hi, have been killed or rounded up. The battle to turn Mau Mau adherents into decent
citizens goes well.

But the battle to renove the underlying causes, social and econonic, of the anti-white hate that
created Mau Mau, will go on for long years. There, too, a 'hopeful begi nning has been nade.
Princess Margaret's visit nmarks not just the end of a |ong nightnare, but the beginning of a new
era of nultiracial integration - and of fairer shares for the African - in |ovely Kenya.
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Pl CTURE POST, Cctober 22, 1956.

If the Mal ayan and Korean canpai gns had drawn nost attention during the early part of the 1950s,
the British Arny had had nuch to do el sewhere. |In Kenya the Man Mau gangs, recruited fromthe

Ki kuyu tribe, had taken to the dense rain forests from Wich they nade sorties to attack Europeans
and Africans. The Ki kuyu were |and hungry. Their discontent was used to further the aspirations
of urban Africans for political independence. Over eight years, 1952-60, British battalions,
batteri es and engi neer squadrons, supported by small but intensely-worked Comuni cations and

adm ni strative teans, broke the novenent in alliance with a devoted police and civil government
organi zation, many of them Africans or Asian settlers. Only when this had been done was the cause
of Kenyan i ndependence advanced.

H STORY OF THE BRI TI SH ARWY
Ed. Brigadier Peter Young and Lt.-Col. J. P. Lawford.

Ch. 32 AFTER THE WAR, by Brig. Anthony H  Farrar-Hockley, DCO ME, MC. Arthur Barker, 1970
- You're right. There's no such thing as innocence, says Karl.

- Absolutely. It's as abstract as "justice" and "virtue" - or, for that matter, "norality".

- Right. There's certainly no justice!
-And jar too much norality! They | augh

-1 didn't realize you had bl ue eyes, says Karl, astonished.

- They're only blue in sonme lights. Look, I'lIl turn nmy head. See?
- They're still blue.

- What about this ? Geen ? Brown ?
- Bl ue.

Karl has reached his majority. He's twenty one. Signed on for another seven years' stint in the
Mob. There's no life like it!

- You're just telling me that, says his friend anxi ously. How about now?

- Well, | suppose you could say they | ooked a bit greenish, says Karl kindly.

- It's envy, old chap, at your lovely big bovine brown ones.
- Gve us a kiss.

Twenty one and the world his oyster. Cyprus, Aden Singapore. Wherever the British Arny's needed.
Karl is a sergeant already. And he could do the officer exam soon. He's used to conmandi ng, by
now. Twice decorated? No sweat!

- \Wer e?

- Don't make ne | augh

KARL WAS TVENTY-ONE. His nother was forty five. His father was forty seven. They lived in
Hendon, M ddl esex, in a seni -detached house which Karl's father, who had never been out of work in
his Iife, had begun to buy just before the war. Hi s father had been doi ng indi spensabl e war work
and so had not had to serve in the Arny (he was a boiler engineer). H's father had thoughtfully
changed his name to Gower in 1939, partly because it sounded too German, partly because, you never
knew, if the Germans won, it sounded too Jewi sh. Not, of course, that it was a Jew sh nane.
Karl's dad denied any such suggestion vehenently. It was an old Austrian nane, resenbling a nane
attached to one of the npbst ancient noble houses in Vienna. That's what Karl's grandfather had
said, anyway. Karl had been called after his granddad. Karl's father's nanme was English -
Arnol d.

Karl had been in the Arnmy since he had joined up as a boy-entrant in 1954. He had seen a | ot of
service since then. But for the past two years he'd been out in Kenya, clearing up the Mau Mau
busi ness, which seened to drag on forever. Of duty, it was a smashing life. The worst of the
terrorismwas over and it wasn't nearly so dangerous as it had been. Karl had an Indian girl-

friend in Nairobi and he got there as often as he could to fuck the shit out of her. She was a
hot little bitch though he had a sneaki ng suspicion she'd given himhis |ast dose of crabs. You
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could never tell with crabs, nmind you, so he gave her the benefit of the doubt. What a nuff!

What tits! It gave you a hard on just thinking about them Lovely!

The jeep pulled up at the gates of the conmpound. Another day's work was beginning. Karl was part
of the special Intelligence teamworking closely with the Kenya Police in this area, where there

was still a bit of Mau Mau mischief. Privately, Karl thought it would go on forever. They didn't
have a hope in hell of governing thenselves. He |ooked at the i nmates behind the barbed wire. It
made you snile to think about it. Ofering it, that was different, if you had to keep them under
control. O course you can have independence - in two nmillion bloody years! Ho, ho, ho!

He scratched his crotch with his swagger stick and grinned to hinself as his driver presented
their pass. The jeep bunped its way over the uneven nud track into the conpound.

The Ki kuyu prisoners stood, or sat, or |eaned around, |ooking with dull eyes at the jeep as it
pull ed up outside the main Intelligence hut. Sonme distance away, squatting on the ground, were
about a hundred natives listening to Col onel Wbberley giving themtheir usual brai nwashing (or
what woul d be a brai nwashing if they had any brains to wash, thought Karl. He knew bl oody wel |
that you rel eased the buggers as decontami nated only to get half of them back sooner or later with
bl ood on their bloody hands). ©Oh, what a horrible lot they were, in their reach-nme-down flanne
shorts, their tattered shirts, their old tweed jackets, their bare scabby feet, some of themwth
silly grins all over their ugly nugs. He saluted Private Peterson who was on guard outside the
hut as usual. He already felt |ike an officer

"Morning, sarge," said Peterson as he passed. Bastard!

Corporal Anderson, all red and sweaty as usual, was on duty at the desk when Karl entered.
Ander son al ways | ooked as if he'd just been caught in the act of pulling his plonker - shifty,
seedy.

"You are an unwhol esone little sod, Corporal Anderson," said Karl by way of greeting. Corpora

Anderson tittered. "Wat's new, then? Blinmey, couldn't you get a stronger bulb, | can't see for
| ooki ng. "

“I''"ll put a chit in, sarge.”

"And hurry up about it. |Is old Lailu ready to talk yet?"

"I haven't been in there this norning, sarge. The |ieutenant
"\What about the bl eeding |ieutenant?"

"He's away, sarge. That's all."

"Bl oody good fucking thing, too, little shit-faced prick, little upper-class turd," nunbl ed Karl
to hinmself as he went through the papers on his desk. Sane problem as yesterday. Find out what
Lailu knew about the attack on the Kuanda farma week ago. Lailu had been in the raid, all right,
because he'd been recognized. And he'd used to work at the farm He clained to have been in his
own village, but that was a lie. Wwo could prove it? And he'd been in the canp nore than once.
He was a known Mau Mau. And he was a killer. O knew who the killers were, which was the sane

t hi ng.

“I'"ll have a word with him | think," said Karl, sipping the tea the corporal brought him "I1'lI
have to get unpleasant today if he don't open his fucking mouth. And I'Il have himall to ny
fucking self, won't I, corp ?"

"Yes, sarge," said Corp, his thick lips withing, his hot, shifty eyes seething, as if Karl had
caught himout at sone really nasty formof self-abuse

"Ugh, you are horrible" said Karl, automatically.

"Yes, sarge."

Karl snorted with laughter. "Go and tell themto take our little black brother into the special
room wll you?"

"Yes, sarge." Corporal Anderson went through the door into the back of the hut. Karl heard him
talking to the guards. A bit |ater Anderson cane back

"He's ready, sarge."
"Thank you, corporal,"” said Karl in his crisp, decisive voice. He put his cigarettes and matches
in the top pocket of his shirt, picked up his swagger stick and crossed the nud floor to the inner

door. "Onh," he said, hesitating before entering, "if our good lieu tenant should cone calling,
I et me know woul d you, corporal ?"
"Yes, sarge. | get you."
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"And don't pick your nose while I'mgone, will you, corporal?"

"No, sarge."

Karl thought about that little Indian bint in Nairobi. He'd give a lot to be taking her knickers
down at this nonent, of getting her |egs open and fucking the arse off of her. But duty called.

He whi stled as he wal ked al ong the short, dark passage to the special room It was bl eedi ng hot
in here, worse than a bloody native hut. It stank of fucking Kikuyu.

He gave the guard at the door of the special roomhis officer's salute, with the swagger stick
touching the peak of his well-set cap

He went into the special roomand turned on the |ight.

Lailu sat on the bench, his bony knees sticking up at a peculiar angle, his eyes wi de and white.
There was a lot of sweat in his thin noustache.

"Hello, M. Lailu," said Karl with his cold grin, "how are you feeling this fine sunmer norning?
A bit warn? Sorry we can't open a w ndow for you, but you can see for yourself, there isn't one
That's probably against fire regulations. You could conplain about that. Do you want to conplain
to me, M. Lailu?"

Lail u shook his black head.

"Because you' ve got your rights, you know Lots and lots of rights. You ve heard the |ectures?
Yes, of course you have, nore than once, because you've been here nore than once, haven't you, M.
Lai | u?"

Lailu made no response at all to this. Karl went up to himand stood very cl ose, |ooking down on
him Lailu didn't | ook back. Karl grabbed the man's ear and twisted it so that Lailu's |lips cane
together tightly. "Because | remenber ny trade-mark, you see, M. Lailu. That little scar
that's not a tribal scar, is it, M. Lailu? That little scar isn't a Ma Mau scar, is it? That
is a Sergeant Gower scar, eh?"

"Yes, boss," said Lailu. "Yes, boss."

" Cood. "

Karl stepped back and | eaned agai nst the door of the special room "W're going to keep
everything informal, M. Lailu. You know your rights, don't you? "

"Yes, boss."

" Good. "

Karl grinned down on Lailu again. "You were at the Kuanda farm |l ast week, weren't you?"

"No, boss."

"Yes you were!" Karl began to breathe quickly, the swagger stick held firmy in his tw hands.
"Weren't you?"

"No, boss. Lailu not Mau Mau, boss. Lailu good boy, boss.™

"Yes, a good little liar." The swagger stick left Karl's right hand al nbst wi thout himthinking
about it. It struck Lailu on the top of his head. Lailu whinpered. "Now I

won't do that again, Lailu, because that's not the way I

work, is it?"

"Don't know, boss."

"Is it?"

"No, boss."

"Good." Karl took out his packet of Players and selected one. He put the cigarette between his
lips and he put the packet carefully back into his pocket. He took out his matches and he it the
cigarette so that it was burning just right. He put the matches back in his pocket and neatly he

buttoned the pocket. He drew a deep puff on the cigarette. "Snoke, Lailu?"
Lailu trenbled all over. "No, boss. Please."
"Shit, Lailu? You look as if you feel like one. Use the pot over there. Get them nanky pants

down, Lailu."

"Pl ease, boss."

Karl noved quickly. It was always best to nove quickly. He grabbed the top of the Kikuyu's
shorts and ripped them down to his knees, exposing the shriveled, scarred genitals.

"Ch, | have been here before, haven't |, Lailu?"
- That's better, says Karl.
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- You're insatiable, says his friend adniringly. 1've got to admit it, for all your faults.
- What's the tine? Karl asks. - My watch has stopped.
- It must be coming up for norning, says his friend.

What Woul d You Do? (16)
You and your sister have been captured by your enemies. They are brutal enenies.

They want information fromyou concerning your friends. They say they will make you responsible
for your sister's safety. |If you tell themall they wish to know she will go free. |If you do not
they will huniliate, terrorize and torture her in every way they know.

You are aware that should they catch your friends they will do the sane thing to at |east sone of
them perhaps all of them

Whomwi || you betray?

17
So Long Son Lon: 1968: Babies Quite apart fromthe enornmous present inportance of South Vietnam
and our actions there, | have often reflected - as one who was tenmpted to become a professiona

historian - that the story of Vietnam of South-East Asia, and of American policy there fornms an
extraordinarily broad case history involving alnost all the major problenms that have affected the
world as a whole in the past 25 years. For the strands of the Vietnam history include the
characteristics of French colonial control conpared to colonial control elsewhere, the end of the
colonial period, the inter-relation and conpetition of nationalismand Conmuni sm our relation to
the Soviet Union and Conmuni st China and their relationships with each other, our relation to the
Eur opean col oni al power -France - and at |east since 1954 - the relation of Viethamto the w der
question of national independence and self-determ nation in South-East Asia and indeed throughout
Asia ..

So all over South-East Asia there is today a sense of confidence - to which Drew M ddl et on
again testified fromhis trip. Tine has been bought, and used. But that confidence is not solid

or secure for the future. It would surely be disrupted if we were, in President Johnson's words,
to permit a Communi st takeover in South Vietnam either through w thdrawal or "under the cloak of a
meani ngl ess agreenent". |f, on the contrary, we proceed on our present course - with neasured

nmlitary actions and with every possible non-nilitary nmeasure, and searching always for an avenue
to peace - the prospects for a peaceful and secure Sout h-East Asia now appear brighter than they
have been at any tine since the nations of the area were established on an i ndependent basis.

THE PATH TO VIETNAM by W/l liam P. Bundy.

An address given before the National Student Association convention held at the University of

Maryl and, August 15, 1967

United States Information Service, Anmerican Enbassy, London, August 1967

"W were all psyched up, and as a result when we got there the shooting started, alnost as a chain
reaction. The majority of us had expected to neet VC conbat troops, but this did not turn out to

be so ... After they got in the village, | guess you could say that the men were out of control."
GIl. Dennis. Conti.
"They just kept wal king towards us ... You could hear the little girl saying, '"No, no ..." Al of

a sudden, the G s opened up and cut them down."
Ron Haeberl e, reporter

"I't's just that they didn't know what they were supposed to do; killing them seermed |ike a good
idea, so they did it. The old |lady who fought so hard was probably a VC. Mybe it was just her
daughter.™

Jay Roberts, reporter.

MY LAl 4: A REPORT ON THE MASSACRE AND |ITS AFTERMATH
Seymour M Hersh, Harper's Magazi ne May 1970.

M. Daniel Ellsberg will surrender tonorrow in Boston where he lives. He was charged on Friday

file:/lIG|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Michael%20Moorcock%20-%20Breakfast%20in%20the%20Ruins.txt (66 of 74) [2/6/2004 5:24:18 PM]



file://IG|/rah/Michagl %20M oorcock/Michael %620M oorcock%20-%20Breakf ast%20i n%20the%20Rui ns.txt

with being unlawfully in possession of secret docunents, and a warrant was issued for his arrest.
Si nce he was named on June 16, by a former reporter of the 'New York Tines', as the man who

provi ded the paper with its copy of a Pentagon report, M. Ellsberg and his wi fe have been in
hiding. The Pentagon is about to hand over its Vietnamstudy to Congress for confidential
perusal. On Saturday the Justice Departnment sought to convince the Court that indiscrimnate
publication of further docunents fromthe study woul d endanger troops in South Vietnam and
prejudi ce the procedures for obtaining the rel ease of prisoners.

THE GUARDI ANS, June 28, 1971.

- You're not slow, are you ? says Karl's friend. - And to think I was worried. Now | think Il
get somne sl eep.

- Not yet, says Karl.
- Yes, now. |'mnot feeling too well, as it happens.

- You are looking a bit grey. Karl inspects the black man's flesh. Conpared with his own skin
it is quite pale.

Karl is twenty-two and it's his last fewnonths in the Arny. The past five nonths have been spent
in Vietnam Although he's seen only one VCin that tinme, he's tired and tense and fearful. He
jokes a lot, like his buddies. There is heat, sticky sweat, jungle, nud, flies, poverty, death,
but no Viet Cong. And this is a place reputedly thick with them

- 1'"l'l be all right when |I've rested, says Karl's friend. You' ve worn me out, that's all

Karl reaches out the index finger of his right hand and traces his nail over his friend's lips. -
You can't be that tired

Twenty-two and weary. A diet of little nore than cold Crations for weeks at a stretch. No
change of clothing. Crashing around in the jungle. For nothing, It wasn't |ike the John Wayne
novies. O nmaybe it was. The shit and the heat - and then the action coning fast and hard. The
victory. The tough captain proving he was right to drive the nen so hard, after all. The bowed
heads as they honored dead buddies. Not many could stop the tears ... But so jar all they had
was the shit and the heat.

Karl's friend opens his lips. Karl hasn't noticed before that his friend's teeth are rather
st ai ned.

- Just let merest alittle.

KARL WAS TVENTY-TWO. His nother was forty-five. His father was forty-four. H's father nanaged a
hardware store in Phoenix, Arizona. His nother was a housewife.

Karl was on a big mssion at last. He felt that if he survived the mssion then it would all be
over and he could | ook forward to going honme, back to his job as his father's assistant. It was
al | he want ed.

He sat shoul der to shoulder with his buddies in the shivering chopper as it flewthemto the
conbat area. He tried to read the tattered X-Men com c book he had brought along, but it was hard
to concentrate. Nobody, anong the other menbers of his platoon, was tal king nuch.

Karl's hands were sweating and there was dark grease on themfromthe helicopter, fromhis rifle
The grease left his fingertips on the pages of the com c book. He tucked the book into his shirt
and buttoned his shirt. He snbked a joint handed to himby Bill Leinster who, Iike two thirds of
the platoon, was black. The joint didn't do anything for him He shifted the extra belt of M6
amo to a nore confortable position round his neck. He was overloaded with equipnent. It would
al nost worth a battle to get rid of sonme of the weight of cartridges he was carrying.

He wondered what woul d be happening in Son Lon now. The ham et had al ready been hit by the
nmorning's artillery barrage and the gunshi ps had gone in ahead. The first platoon nust have
arrived already. Karl was in the second platoon of four. Things would be warnm ng up by the tinme
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he | anded.

The note of the chopper's engi ne changed and Karl knew they were going dowmn. He thought he heard
gunfire. He wi ped the grease off his hands onto the legs of his pants. He took a grip on his
ML6. Everyone el se was beginning to strai ghten up, ready thenselves. None of the faces showed
much enotion and Karl hoped that his face | ooked the sane.

"After what they did to Goldberg," said Bill Leinster in a masculine grow, "lI'mgoing to get ne a
| ot of ears.”
Karl grinned at him

The chopper's deck tilted a little as the nachine settled. Sergeant Grossnman got the door open
Now Karl could hear the firing quite clearly, but he could only see a few trees through the door.
"Ckay, let's go," said Sergeant Grossman grinmly. He sprayed a few rounds into the nearby trees
and junmped out. Karl was the fifth man to follow him There were eight other helicopters on the
ground, a patch of nmud entirely surrounded by trees. Karl could see four big gunships firing at
sonet hi ng ahead. Two nore big black transports were |anding. The noise of their rotors nearly
drowned the noise of the guns. It seened that the first platoon was still in the |anding zone.
Karl saw Sergeant Grossman run across to where Lieutenant Snider was standing with his nen. They
conferred for a few nonments and then G ossnman ran back. Snider's platoon noved off into the
jungle. After waiting a monent or two Grossman ordered his nen forward, entering the |line of
trees to the left and at an angle to where Snider's nen had gone in, Karl assuned that the VCin
this area had either been killed or had retreated back to the hamlet. There was no firing from
the eneny as yet. But he kept hinself alert. They could be anywhere in the jungle and they could
attack in a dozen different ways. He suddenly got a craving for a Coors. Only a Coors in a giant-
si ze schooner, the glass nmisted with frost. And a Kool, enjoyed in that downtown bar where his
father's friends always drank on Saturday nights. That was what he'd have when he got hone. The
firing in front intensified. The first platoon nust have net head on with the VC. Karl peered

through the trees but could still see nothing. Sergeant Grossnan waved at themto proceed with
i ncreased caution. The com c book was scratching his stonmach. He regretted putting it in there
He gl anced back at Bill Leinster. Leinster had the only grenade |auncher in this team Karl

wondered if Leinster shouldn't be ahead of them w th the nachi ne gunner and the sergeant. On the
other hand, their rear m ght not be protected by the squad supposed to be flanking themand there
was no cover on either side, as far as he knew, though technically there should have been. You
could be hit fromanywhere. He began to inspect the ground for mnes, walking carefully in the
footprints of the man in front of him Sergeant G oss-man paused and for a second they halted.
Karl could now see a flash of red brick through the trees. They had reached the hanl et of Son
Lon. There was a lot of ground fire.

Suddenly Karl was ready. He knew he would do well on this mission. Hi's whole body was alert.
They noved into the hanlet.

The first thing they saw were VC bodies in black silk pajams and coolie hats. They were nostly
m ddl e-aged nmen and sonme wonen. There didn't seemto be too many weapons about. Mybe these had
been collected up by the first platoon

Two or three hootches were burning fitfully where they had been bl asted by grenades and
subsequently set on fire. A couple of the red brick houses bore evidence of having been in the
battle. Qutside one of themlay the bloody corpse of a kid of around eight or nine. That was the
wor st part, when they used kids to draw your fire, or even throw grenades at you. More firing
came fromthe left, Karl turned, ducking and ready, his rifle raised, but no attack cane. They
proceeded warily into the village. Leinster, on comand from G ossman, |oaded his grenade

| auncher and started firing into the huts and houses as they passed, in case any VC should stil

be in there. It was nenacingly safe, thought Karl, wondering what the VC were waiting for. O
maybe there hadn't been as nmany slopes in the haml et as Captain Heffer had anticipated. O maybe
they were in the paddy-fields on the left and right of the village.

Karl really wanted to fire at something. Just one VC would do. It would justify everything el se.

They entered the centre of the village, the plaza. Lieutenant Snider and his nen were already
there, rounding up civilians. There were a |ot of bodies around the plaza, nmainly wonen and
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children. Karl was used to seeing corpses, but he had never seen so many. He was filled with

di sgust for the Vietnanese. They really had no human feelings. They were just like the Japs had
been, and the Chinese in Korea. Wat was the point of fighting for then?

One of the kids in the group which had been rounded up ran forward. He held a coke bottle in his
hand, offering it to the nearest soldier. The soldier was Henry Tabori. Karl knew him

Tabori backed away fromthe boy and fired his M6 fromthe hip. The ML6 was an autonatic. The
boy got all of it, staggering backwards and falling into the gang of villagers. Some of the wonen
and old nen started to shout. Sone fell to their knees, winging their hands. Karl had seen

pi ctures of themdoing that. Lieutenant Snider turned away with a shrug. Tabori put a new
magazine into his rifle. By this time the other five nen were firing into the ranks of the
civilians. They poured scores of rounds into them Blood appeared on the jerking bodies. Bits
of chi pped bone fl ew.

Karl saw Sergeant Grossman watching the slaughter. Gossman's face was thoughtful. Then Grossman
said: "Ckay, Leinster. Gve it to 'em" He indicated the huts which had so far not been bl asted
Lei nster | oaded his grenade | auncher and began sendi ng grenades through every doorway he coul d
see. People started to run out. G ossnman shot them down as they canme. H s nmachi ne-gunner opened
up. One by one the other boys started firing. Karl dropped to a kneeling position, tucked his
rifle hard against his shoul der, set the gun to automatic, and sent seventeen rounds into an old
man as he stunbled fromhis hootch, his hands raised in front of his face, his legs streaning with
bl ood. He put a fresh nmagazine into the rifle. The next tine he fired he got a woman. The
worman, with a dying action, rolled over onto a baby. The baby wasn't nuch good without its

nmot her. Karl stepped closer and fired half his magazine into the baby. Al the huts and houses
wer e snoking, but people kept running out. Karl killed some nore of them Their nunbers seened
to be endl ess.

Grossman shouted for themto cease firing, then led themat a run out of the plaza and along a
dirt road. "Get 'emout of the huts," Grossman told his men. "Round the bastards up."

Karl and a negro called Keller went into one of the huts and kicked the famly until they noved
out into the street. There were two old nen, an old wonan, two young girls, a boy and a woman
with a baby. Karl and Keller waved their rifles and nade the family join the others in the
street. They did not wait for Gossman's orders to fire.

Sone of the wonmen and the older girls and boys tried to put thensel ves between the soldiers and
the smaller children. The soldiers continued to fire until they were sure they were all dead.

Lei nster began to giggle. Soon they were all giggling. They left the pile of corpses behind them
and some of them swaggered as they wal ked. "W sure have got a lot of VC today," said Keller

W ping his forehead with a rag.

Karl | ooked back. He saw a figure rising fromthe pile of corpses. It was a girl of about
thirteen, dressed in a black snmock and bl ack paj amas. She | ooked bew | dered. Her eyes net
Karl's. Karl turned away. But he could still see her eyes. He whirled, dropped to one knee,

took careful aim and shot her head off. He thought: They've all got to die now \Wat have they
got to live for, anyway? He was putting themout of their msery. He thought: If | don't shoot
them they'll see that it was me who shot the others. He reached up and pulled his hel met nore
firmy over his eyes. It was not his fault. They had told himhe would be shooting VC. It was
too late, now

They left the ham et and were on a road. They saw a whole | ot of women and children in a ditch
between the road and a paddy field. Karl was the first to fire at them Leinster finished them
off with his grenades. Only Karl and Leinster had bothered to fire that time. Nobody |ooked at

anybody else for a nonent. Then Grossman said: "It's a VCvillage. Al we're doing is stopping
themfromgrowing up to be VC."

Lei nster snorted. "Yeah."

"I't's true," said Sergeant Grossnman. He | ooked around him at the paddy-fields as if addressing

t he hundreds of hidden VC he thought nust be there. "Its true. W've got to waste themall this
tune. "

Anot her group of men energed on the other side of the paddy-field. They had two grenade | aunchers
which they were firing at randominto the ground and naking the nud and pl ants gout up.

Karl | ooked at the corpses in the ditch. They were really mangl ed.

file:/lIG|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Michael%20Moorcock%20-%20Breakfast%20in%20the%20Ruins.txt (69 of 74) [2/6/2004 5:24:18 PM]



file://IG|/rah/Michagl %20M oorcock/Michael %620M oorcock%20-%20Breakf ast%20i n%20the%20Rui ns.txt

They went back into the village. They found a hut with three old wonen in it. They wasted the
hut and its occupants. They found a two-year-old kid, screaming. They wasted him They found a
fifteen-year-old girl. After Leinster and another man called Aitken had torn her clothes off and
raped her, they wasted her. Karl didn't fuck her because he couldn't get a hard-on, but he was
the one who shot her tits to ribbons.

"Jesus Christ!" grinned Karl as he and Lei nster paused for a noment. "Wat a day!"
They both | aughed. They wasted two water-buffalo and a cow. Leinster blew a hole in the cowwth
his launcher. "That's a nmessy cow,!" said Karl

Karl and Leinster went hunting. They were |ooking for anything which noved. Karl was haunted by
the faces of the living. These, and not the dead, were the ghosts that had to be exorcised. He
woul d not be accused by them He kicked aside the corpses of wonmen to get at their babies. He
bayoneted the babies. He and Leinster went into the jungle and found some wounded kids. They
wasted the kids as they tried to stunbl e away.

They went back to the village and found Lieutenant Snider talking to Captain Heffer. They were
| aughi ng, too. Captain Heffer's pants were covered in nud to the thigh. He had evidently been in
one of the paddi es.

The gunshi ps and conmuni cati ons choppers were still thundering away overhead. Every two or three
m nutes you heard gunfire from somewhere. Karl couldn't see any nore gooks. For a nmonment he had
an i mpul se to shoot Lieutenant Snider and Captain Heffer. |If they had turned and seen him he

m ght have done so. But Leinster tapped himon the shoulder, as if he guessed what he was
thinking, and jerked his thunb to indicate they should try the outlying hootches. Karl went with
himpart of the way, but he had begun to feel tired. He was hoping the battle would be over soon
He saw an unshattered coke bottle Iying on the ground. He reached out to pick it up before it
occurred to himthat it might be booby-trapped. He looked at it for a long tune, struggling with
his desire for a drink and his caution

He trudged al ong the alley between the ruined huts, the sprawl ed and shattered corpses. Wy
hadn't the VC appeared? It was their fault. He had been geared to fight, he sound of gunfire
went on and on and on

Karl found that he had left the village. He thought he had better try to rejoin his squad. They
ought to retain nmilitary discipline. It was the only way to make sense of this. He tried to go
back, but he couldn't. He dropped his rifle. He leant down to pick it up. On either side of him
the rice paddies gleamed in the sun. He reached out for the rifle, but his boot caught it by
accident and it fell into a ditch. He clinbed into the ditch to get the rifle. He found it. |
was covered in sline. He knew it would take himan age to clean it. He realized that he had
begun to cry. He sat in the ditch and he shook w th weeping.

Alittle later Grossman found hi m

G ossnman kneeled at the side of the ditch and patted Karl's shoulder. "Wat's the matter, boy?"
Karl couldn't answer.

"Cone on, son," said Gossman kindly. He picked Karl's sliny rifle out of the ditch and slung it
over his own shoulder. "There ain't nuch left to do here." He helped Karl to his feet. Karl drew
a deep, shuddering breath.

"Don't worry, kid," said Gossman. "Please ..."
He seened to be begging Karl, as if Karl were reninding himof something he didn't want to
r emenber .

"Now, you stop all that, you hear? It ain't nmanly." He spoke gruffly and kept patting Karl's
shoul der, but there was an edge to his voice, too.

"Sorry," said Karl at last as they noved back to the vill age.

"Nobody' s bl am ng you," said the sergeant. "Nobody's blanm ng nobody. It's what happens, that's
all."
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"I"'msorry," said Karl again.

- But we have got to blame sonebody sooner or |ater, says Karl. - W need victinms. Sonebody's
got to suffer. "Now, lieutenant, will you kindly tell the Court just what you had to do with the
Human Condition? W are waiting, lieutenant? Wy are we not as happy as we might be, |ieutenant?

G ve your answer briefly and dearly."
- What the hell are you tal king about? says his friend, waking up and yawni ng.

-1 didn't say anything, says Karl. - You nust have been dreaming. Do you feel better?
- I"mnot sure.

- You don't look it.

What Woul d You Do? (17)
You have been traveling in the desert.

There has been an accident. Your car has overturned and the friend with whomyou were traveling
has been badly hurt. He is alnost certain to die.

Wul d you remain with himand hope that rescue would cone soon?

Wul d you | eave hi mwhat water you have, making himas confortable as possible and setting off to
find hel p, knowing he will probably he dead by the tine you return?

Wul d you decide that, since he was as good as dead, you mght as well take the water and food
with you, as it will give you a better chance?

Wul d you remain in the shade of the weck, knowing that this would be the wisest thing to do, but
deciding not to waste your water on your dying friend?

18

London Life: 1990: Gty of Shadows One of the happiest answers recorded of |iving statesnen was
that in which a well known minister reconmended to an alarned interrogator "the study of |arge
maps". The danger which seens so imm nent, so om nous, when we read about it in a newspaper
article or in the report of a speech, grows reassuringly distant when consi dered through the
medi um of a good sized chart.

HER MAJESTY' S ARMY : | NDI AN AND COLONI AL FORCES. A Descriptive Account, by Walter Richards, J.
S. Virtue & Co., 1890.

I f SNCC had said Negro Power or Col ored Power, white fol ks woul d' ve continued sl eepi ng easy every
night. But BLACK PONER! Black! That word. BLACKI And the visions cane of alligator-infested
swanps arched by prinordial trees with noss dripping fromthe |inbs and out of the depths of the
swanp, the nmire oozing fromhis skin, cane the black nmonster and fathers told their daughters to
be in by nine instead of nine-thirty. The visions canme of big BLACK bucks running through the
streets, raping everything white that wore a dress, burning, stealing, killing. BLACK PONERI M
God, the niggers were gon' start paying white fol ks back. They hadn't forgotten 14-year-old
Enmett Till being thrown into the Tallahatchie River. (W know what you and that chick threw off
the Tall ahatchie bridge, Billy Joe) with a gin mll tied around his ninety-pound body. They
hadn't forgotten the trees bent low with the weight of black bodies on a Iynching rope. They
hadn't forgotten the black wonen wal ki ng down country roads who were shoved into cars, raped, and
then pushed out, the threat of death ringing in their ears, the pain of hateful sex in their
pelvis. The niggers hadn't forgotten and they wanted power. BLACK PONER

LOOK QUT, WHI TEY! BLACK POAER' S GON' CGET YOUR MAMA by Julius Lester, Allison & Busby, 1970

- It's dawn, says Karl. -At last! |'mstarving!

- You're beautiful, says his friend. | want you for always.
-Vell. ..

- Al ways.

- Let's have sone breakfast. Wat's the tine? Do they serve it yet?
- They serve it whenever you want it, whatever you want.

- That's service.

-Karl ?
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- \What ?

- Please stay with me.

-1 think I"Il just have sonething sinple. Boiled eggs and toast. Christ, can you hear ny stomach
rumbl i ng?

Karl is fifty-one. Lonely. Al as far as he can see the ruins stretch away, sone bl ack, sone
grey, some red, outlined against a cold sky. The world is over.

Karl's friend seizes himby the wist. The grip hurts Karl, he tries to break free. Karl
blinks. The pain swins through him confusing him

An old fifty-one. A scrawny fifty-one. And what has he survived for? What right has he had to
survive when others have not? There is no justice...

-Karl, you promi sed ne, |ast night.

- | don't renenber much of last night. It was a bit confused, last night, wasn't it?
- Karl! 1'mwarning you.

Karl smiles, taking an interest in his fine, black body. He turns one of his arns this way and

that as the dawn sunshine glints on the rich, shiny skin. - That's nice, he says.
- After all I've done for you, says his friend, al nost weeping.
- There's no justice, says Karl. - O naybe there is a very little. Mybe you have to work hard

to manufacture tiny quantities of justice, the way you get gold by panning for it. Eh?

- There's only desire! His friend hisses through savage, stained teeth. H's eyes are bl oodshot.
- Karl! Karl! Karl!

- You're | ooking even worse in the daylight, says Karl. - You could do with sonme breakfast as
much as nme. Let's order it now. W can talk while we eat.

KARL WLL BE FIFTY-ONE. His nother will have been dead |ong-since, of cancer. H's father will
have been dead for eight years, killed in the Wl verhanpton riots of 1982. Karl wll be
unenpl oyed.

He will sit by the shattered wi ndow of his front roomon the ground floor of the house in Ladbroke
G ove, London. He will look out into the festering street. There will be nobody there but the
rats and the cats. There will be only a handful of other human beings left in London, nost of
themin Southwark, by the River.

But the wars will be over. It will be peaceful.

Peaceful for Karl, at any rate. Karl will have been a cannibal for two of the years he has been
hone, having helped in the Destruction of Hong Kong and served as a nercenary in Paris, where he
wi Il have gained the taste for human flesh. Anything will be preferable to the rats and the cats.
Not that, by this time, he will be hunting his neat hinmself; he will have lost any wish to Kkill
the few creatures Iike himwho will haunt the diseased ruins of the city.

Karl will brood by the window. He will have secured all other doors and w ndows agai nst attack,
though there will have been no attack up to that tinme. He will have left the w de wi ndow open,
since it will conmand the best view of Ladbroke G ove.

He will have been burning books in the big fireplace to keep hinself warm He will not, any

| onger, be reading books. They will all depress himtoo much. He will not, as far as it will be
possi ble, think any nore. He will wi sh to become only a part of whatever it will be that he is
part of.

Fromthe corners of his eyes he will see fleeting shadows which he will think are people, perhaps
even old friends who will have cone, seeking himout. But they will only be shadows. O perhaps
rats. O cats. But probably only shadows. He will come to think of these shadows in quite an
affectionate way. He will see themas the ghosts of his unborn children. He will see themas the
wonen he never |oved, the men he never knew.
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Karl will scratch his scurvy, unhealthy body. Hi s body will be dying nuch faster now that the
cans will have run out and he will no |l onger be able to find the tablets of vitam ns he has used
bef ore.

He will not fear death.
He will not understand death, just as he will not understand life.
One idea will run together with another.

Nothing will have a greater or a | esser value than another thing. Al wll have been brought to
the sane state. This will be peace of a particular kind. This will be security and stability of
a particular kind. There will be no other kind who will have conme, seeking himout. But they
will only be neither content nor discontented as the tinme will pass. Al things will flow
together. There will be no past, no present, no future.

Later Karl will lie like a lizard, unmoving on the flat table, his rifle forgotten beside him and
he will stare out at the ruins as if he has known themall his life, as if they, like him are
et er nal

They eat breakfast.

- It's a lovely norning, says Karl.

- | amvery rich, says his friend. -1 can let you have all you want. Wbnen, other nen, anyone.
Power. You can satisfy every desire. And | will be whatever you want ne to be. | promise. |
will serve you. | will be like a genie fromthe lanp bringing you your heart's every whinl It is
true, Karl! The sickly eyes burn with a fever of |ust.

- I"'mnot sure | want anything at the nonent. Karl finishes his coffee.
- Stay with ne, Karl.

Karl feels sorry for his friend. He puts down his napkin. - I'Il tell you what we'll do today.
W'l | go back to the roof garden. Wat about it?
- If that's what you want.

-I"mvery grateful to you, in a way, says Karl.

What Woul d You Do? (18)
Your father has been to hospital at his doctor's request, because he has been suffering pain in
his chest, his stomach and his throat. The hospital has told himthat he has a form of rheunmatism
and prescribes certain kinds of treatnent.

You receive a request fromyour father's doctor to visit him

The doctor tells you that your father is actually suffering frominoperable cancer. He has cancer
of the lung, of the stomach and of the throat. He has at very npbst a year to live.

The doctor says that the decision whether to tell your father of this is up to you. He, the
doctor, can't accept the responsibility.

Your father loves |ife and he fears death.

Wul d you tell your father the whole truth?

Wul d you offer himpart of the truth and tell himthat he has a chance of recovering?

Wul d you think it better for your father's peace of mind that he know not hi ng?

19

In The Roof Garden: 1971: Happy Day The prosecution today won its fight to try Capt. Ernest L.
Medi na on rurder charges, but decided not to seek the death penalty.

| NTERNATI ONAL HERALD  TRI BUNE, June 26- 27, 1971.

KARL and his friends stood together by the railing, |ooking at the view over London. It was a
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beautiful, warmday. Karl breathed in the scents of the flowers, of the store below of the
traffic beyond. He felt contented.

His friend s pale, blue eyes were troubled. He looked thin and his silk suit hardly seenmed to fit
any longer. He had put on several rings and, when he tapped his fingers nervously on the rails,
they seemed to be the only part of himthat had any life.

"Are you sure you know what you're doing, Karl?" said his friend.

"l think so. Honestly, it would be for the best now It couldn't last."”

"I could do so nmuch for you still. If you knewwho | really was, you'd believe ne." "Ch, |'ve
seen your pictures. | didn't want to put you out by nentioning it. | didn't recognize you at
first, that was all.'

"I offered you an enpire, and you've chosen a cabbage patch."

Karl grinned. "It's nore ny style, boss.”

"You can al ways change your mnd."

"I know. Thank you."

Karl's friend was reluctant to say goodbye, but he was too nmiserable to attenpt to summon any
further strength and try to persuade Karl.

Karl adjusted the hat he had bought for hinself on the way up. "I think I'Il go down and buy a
suit sonewhere now," he said. "Adios!"
The white man nodded and turned away wi t hout sayi ng goodbye.

"Look after yourself," said Karl. "Get sone sleep." Wth a spring in his step, he wal ked t hrough
the Wbodl and Garden to the exit. The two niddle-aged |adies were there as usual. A fat tourist
came out of the Iift and bunped into him The tourist cursed himand then apol ogi zed al nost at
the sane time. He was evidently enbarrassed.

"Don't worry, boss," said Karl, flashing hima grin. "That's okay."
He took the lift down, changed as usual at the third floor, went down to the ground floor, bought
hi msel f a newspaper and studied the lists of runners for the day's races.

A mddl e-aged man in a check suit and wearing a snmart bowl er, with a white handl e-bar noustache,
snel ling of tobacco, asked: "What are you planning to do?" He was genuinely interested. He had
his own paper open at the racing page. "Any tips?"

"I'mfeeling lucky today." Karl ran his slender brown finger down the lists. "Wat about Russian
Roul ette, two-thirty, Epsom™

"Right. And thank you very kindly."

"It's all right, man."

The punter |aughed heartily and sl apped Karl on the back. "I'Il say that for you fellows, you
know how to keep cheerful. Cheerio!"

Karl saluted and left the store, crossing the H gh Street and wal king up Church Street, enjoying
the nmorning. At Notting Hill he stopped and wondered if he should go straight back to Ladbroke
Grove. The suit he wanted had just taken shape in his mnd

See opposite Recommended Further Readi ng BEHOLD THE MAN
Al'lison & Busby, 1969

THE FI NAL PROGRAMVE

Al lison & Busby, 1969

A CURE FOR CANCER

Al'lison & Bushy, 1971

THE WARLORD OF THE AIR

New English Library, 1971

THE ENGLI SH ASSASSI N
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THE NATURE OF CATASTROPHE
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and see al so references quoted in above books
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