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Brave  Ne w  World

by
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Chapte r One

A SQUAT gre y building of only thirty-four storie s. Ove r the  m a in e ntra nce  the  words, CENTRAL LONDON HATCHERY AND CONDITIONING CENTRE, a nd, in a  shield, the World Sta te 's m otto, COMMUNITY, IDENTITY, STABILITY.

The  e norm ous room  on the  ground floor fa ce d towa rds the  north. Cold for a ll the  sum m e r be yond the  pa ne s, for a ll the  tropica l he a t of the  room  itse lf, a  ha rsh thin light gla re d through the  windows, hungrily se e king som e  dra pe d la y figure , som e  pa llid sha pe  of a ca de m ic goose -fle sh, but finding only the  gla ss a nd nicke l a nd ble a kly shining porce la in of a  la bora tory. Wintrine ss re sponde d to wintrine ss. The  overa lls of the workers were white, their ha nds gloved with a  pa le corpse-coloured rubbe r. The  light wa s froze n, de a d, a  ghost. Only from  the  ye llow ba rre ls of the  m icroscopes did it borrow a  certa in rich a nd living substa nce, lying a long the polishe d tube s like  butte r, stre a k a fte r luscious stre a k in long re ce ssion down the  work ta bles.



"And this," sa id the  Dire ctor ope ning the  door, "is the  Fe rtilizing Room ."

Bent over their instrum ents, three hundred Fertilizers were plunged, a s the Director of Ha tche rie s a nd Conditioning e nte re d the  room , in the  sca rce ly bre a thing sile nce , the  a bse nt-m inde d, soliloquizing hum  or whistle , of a bsorbe d conce ntra tion. A troop of newly a rrived students, very young, pink a nd ca llow, followed nervously, ra ther a bjectly, a t the Director's heels. Ea ch of them  ca rried a  notebook, in which, whenever the  gre a t m a n spoke , he  de spe ra te ly scribble d. Stra ight from  the  horse 's m outh. It wa s a  ra re  privile ge . The  D. H. C. for Ce ntra l London a lwa ys m a de  a  point of pe rsona lly conducting his ne w stude nts round the  va rious de pa rtm e nts.

"Just to give  you a  ge ne ra l ide a ," he  would e xpla in to the m . For of course  som e  sort of ge ne ra l ide a  the y m ust ha ve , if the y we re  to do the ir work inte llige ntly–though a s 

little  of one , if the y we re  to be  good a nd ha ppy m e m be rs of socie ty, a s possible . 

For pa rticula rs, a s e ve ry one  knows, m a ke  for virture  a nd ha ppine ss;  ge ne ra litie s 

a re  inte lle ctua lly ne ce ssa ry e vils. Not philosophe rs but fre tsa wye rs a nd sta m p 

colle ctors com pose  the  ba ckbone  of socie ty.

"To-m orrow," he  would a dd, sm iling a t the m  with a  slightly m e na cing ge nia lity, "you'll be  se ttling down to se rious work. You won't ha ve  tim e  for ge ne ra litie s. Meanwhile …"



Me a nwhile , it wa s a  privile ge . Stra ight from  the  horse 's m outh into the  note book. 

The  boys scribble d like  m a d.

Ta ll a nd ra the r thin but upright, the  Dire ctor a dva nce d into the  room . He  ha d a  long chin a nd big ra the r prom ine nt te e th, just cove re d, whe n he  wa s not ta lking, by his full, floridly curved lips. Old, young? Thirty? Fifty? Fifty-five? It wa s ha rd to sa y. And a nyhow the question didn't a rise;  in this yea r of sta bility, A. F. 632, it didn't occur to you to a sk it.

"I sha ll be gin a t the  be ginning," sa id the  D.H.C. a nd the  m ore  ze a lous stude nts re corde d his inte ntion in the ir note books:  Begin at the beginning. "The se ," he  wa ve d his ha nd, "a re  the  incuba tors." And ope ning a n insula te d door he  showe d the m  


e xpla ine d, "a t blood he a t;  whe re a s the  m a le  ga m e te s," a nd he re  he  ope ne d a nothe r door, "the y ha ve  to be  ke pt a t thirty-five  inste a d of thirty-se ve n. Full blood he a t ste rilize s." Ra m s wra ppe d in the re m oge ne  be ge t no la m bs.

Still le a ning a ga inst the  incuba tors he  ga ve  the m , while  the  pe ncils scurrie d ille gibly a cross the  pa ge s, a  brie f de scription of the  m ode rn fe rtilizing proce ss;  spoke  first, of course , of its surgica l introduction–"the  ope ra tion unde rgone  volunta rily for the  good of Socie ty, not to m e ntion the  fa ct tha t it ca rrie s a  bonus a m ounting to six m onths' sa la ry";  continue d with som e  a ccount of the  te chnique  for pre se rving the  e xcise d ova ry a live  a nd a ctive ly de ve loping;  pa sse d on to a  conside ra tion of optim um  te m pe ra ture , sa linity, viscosity;  re fe rre d to the  liquor in which the  de ta che d a nd ripe ne d e ggs we re  ke pt;  a nd, le a ding his cha rge s to the  work ta ble s, a ctua lly showed them  how this liquor wa s dra wn off from  the test-tubes;  how it wa s let out drop by drop onto the  spe cia lly wa rm e d slide s of the  m icroscope s;  how the  e ggs which it conta ine d we re  inspe cte d for a bnorm a litie s, counte d a nd tra nsfe rre d to a  porous re ce pta cle ;  how (a nd he  now took the m  to wa tch the  ope ra tion) this re ce pta cle  wa s im m e rse d in a  wa rm  bouillon conta ining fre e -swim m ing spe rm a tozoa –a t a  m inim um  conce ntra tion of one  hundre d thousa nd pe r cubic ce ntim e tre , he  insiste d;  a nd how, a fte r te n m inute s, the  conta ine r wa s lifte d out of the  liquor a nd its conte nts re -e xa m ine d;  how, if a ny of the  e ggs re m a ine d unfe rtilize d, it wa s a ga in im m e rse d, a nd, if ne ce ssa ry, ye t a ga in;  how the  fe rtilize d ova  we nt ba ck to the  incuba tors;  whe re  the  Alpha s a nd Be ta s re m a ine d until de finite ly bottle d;  while  the  Ga m m a s, De lta s a nd Epsilons we re  brought out a ga in, a fte r only thirty-six hours, to unde rgo Boka novsky's Proce ss.

"Boka novsky's Proce ss," re pe a te d the  Dire ctor, a nd the  stude nts unde rline d the  

words in their little notebooks.



One  e gg, one  e m bryo, one  a dult-norm a lity. But a  boka novskifie d e gg will bud, will prolifera te, will divide. From  eight to ninety-six buds, a nd every bud will grow into a  pe rfe ctly form e d e m bryo, a nd e ve ry e m bryo into a  full-size d a dult. Ma king nine ty-six hum a n be ings grow whe re  only one  gre w be fore . Progre ss.

"Esse ntia lly," the  D.H.C. conclude d, "boka novskifica tion consists of a  se rie s of a rre sts of de ve lopm e nt. We  che ck the  norm a l growth a nd, pa ra doxica lly e nough, the  e gg re sponds by budding."

Responds by budding. The  pe ncils we re  busy.

He  pointe d. On a  ve ry slowly m oving ba nd a  ra ck-full of te st-tube s wa s e nte ring a  la rge  m e ta l box, a nothe r, ra ck-full wa s e m e rging. Ma chine ry fa intly purre d. It took e ight m inute s for the  tube s to go through, he  told the m . Eight m inute s of ha rd 

X-ra ys be ing a bout a s m uch a s a n e gg ca n sta nd. A fe w die d;  of the  re st, the  le a st susce ptible  divide d into two;  m ost put out four buds;  som e  e ight;  a ll we re  re turne d to the  incuba tors, whe re  the  buds be ga n to de ve lop;  the n, a fte r two da ys, we re  sudde nly chille d, chille d a nd che cke d. Two, four, e ight, the  buds in the ir turn budde d;  a nd ha ving budde d we re  dose d a lm ost to de a th with a lcohol;  conse que ntly burge one d a ga in a nd ha ving budde d–bud out of bud out of bud–we re  the re a fte r–furthe r a rre st be ing ge ne ra lly fa ta l–le ft to de ve lop in pe a ce . By which tim e  the  origina l e gg wa s in a  fa ir wa y to be com ing a nything from  e ight to nine ty-six e m bryos– a  prodigious im prove m e nt, you will a gre e , on na ture . Ide ntica l twins–but not in piddling twos a nd thre e s a s in the  old vivipa rous da ys, whe n a n e gg would som e tim e s a ccide nta lly divide ;  a ctua lly by doze ns, by score s a t a  tim e .

"Score s," the  Dire ctor re pe a te d a nd flung out his a rm s, a s though he  we re  

distributing la rge sse . "Score s."

But one  of the  stude nts wa s fool e nough to a sk whe re  the  a dva nta ge  la y.

"My good boy!" The  Dire ctor whe e le d sha rply round on him . "Ca n't you se e ? Ca n't you se e ?" He  ra ise d a  ha nd;  his e xpre ssion wa s sole m n. "Boka novsky's Proce ss is one  of the  m a jor instrum e nts of socia l sta bility!"

Major instrum ents of social stability.


Sta nda rd m e n a nd wom e n;  in uniform  ba tche s. The  whole  of a  sm a ll fa ctory sta ffe d with the  products of a  single  boka novskifie d e gg.

"Ninety-six identica l twins working ninety-six identica l m a chines!" The voice wa s a lm ost tre m ulous with e nthusia sm . "You re a lly know whe re  you a re . For the  first tim e  in history." He  quote d the  pla ne ta ry m otto. "Com m unity, Ide ntity, Sta bility." Gra nd words. "If we  could boka novskify inde finite ly the  whole  proble m  would be  solve d."

Solve d by sta nda rd Ga m m a s, unva rying De lta s, uniform  Epsilons. Millions of ide ntica l twins. The  principle  of m a ss production a t la st a pplie d to biology.

"But, a la s," the  Dire ctor shook his he a d, "we  can't boka novskify inde finite ly."

Nine ty-six se e m e d to be  the  lim it;  se ve nty-two a  good a ve ra ge . From  the  sa m e  ova ry a nd with ga m e te s of the  sa m e  m a le  to m a nufa cture  a s m a ny ba tche s of ide ntica l twins a s possible –tha t wa s the  be st (sa dly a  se cond be st) tha t the y could do. And even tha t wa s difficult.

"For in na ture it ta kes thirty yea rs for two hundred eggs to rea ch m a turity. But our busine ss is to sta bilize  the  popula tion a t this m om e nt, he re  a nd now. Dribbling out twins over a  qua rter of a  century–wha t would be the use of tha t?"

Obviously, no use  a t a ll. But Podsna p's Te chnique  ha d im m e nse ly a cce le ra te d the  proce ss of ripe ning. The y could m a ke  sure  of a t le a st a  hundre d a nd fifty m a ture  eggs within two yea rs. Fertilize a nd boka novskify–in other words, m ultiply by se ve nty-two–a nd you ge t a n a ve ra ge  of ne a rly e le ve n thousa nd brothe rs a nd siste rs in a  hundre d a nd fifty ba tche s of ide ntica l twins, a ll within two ye a rs of the  sa m e  a ge .

"And in e xce ptiona l ca se s we  ca n m a ke  one  ova ry yie ld us ove r fifte e n thousa nd 

a dult individua ls."



Be ckoning to a  fa ir-ha ire d, ruddy young m a n who ha ppe ne d to be  pa ssing a t the  m om e nt. "Mr. Foste r," he  ca lle d. The  ruddy young m a n a pproa che d. "Ca n you te ll us the record for a  single ova ry, Mr. Foster?"

"Sixte e n thousa nd a nd twe lve  in this Ce ntre ," Mr. Foste r re plie d without he sita tion. 

He  spoke  ve ry quickly, ha d a  viva cious blue  e ye , a nd took a n e vide nt ple a sure  in 

quoting figure s. "Sixte e n thousa nd a nd twe lve ;  in one  hundre d a nd e ighty-nine  

ba tche s of ide ntica ls. But of course  the y've  done  m uch be tte r," he  ra ttle d on, "in 

som e  of the  tropica l Ce ntre s. Singa pore  ha s ofte n produce d ove r sixte e n thousa nd 

five  hundre d;  a nd Mom ba sa  ha s a ctua lly touche d the  se ve nte e n thousa nd m a rk. 

But the n the y ha ve  unfa ir a dva nta ge s. You should se e  the  wa y a  ne gro ova ry 

responds to pituita ry! It's quite a stonishing, when you're used to working with 

e ye s a nd the  lift of his chin wa s cha lle nging), "still, we  m e a n to be a t the m  if we  ca n. Europe a n m a te ria l. Still," he  a dde d, with a  la ugh (but the  light of com ba t wa s in his 

I'm  working on a  wonde rful De lta -Minus ova ry a t this m om e nt. Only just e ighte e n 

m onths old. Ove r twe lve  thousa nd se ve n hundre d childre n a lre a dy, e ithe r de ca nte d 

or in e m bryo. And still going strong. We 'll be a t the m  ye t."



"Com e  a long with us, a nd give  the se  boys the  be ne fit of your e xpe rt knowle dge .""Tha t's the  spirit I like !" crie d the  Dire ctor, a nd cla ppe d Mr. Foste r on the  shoude r. 

Mr. Foste r sm ile d m ode stly. "With ple a sure ." The y we nt.

In the  Bottling Room  a ll wa s ha rm onious bustle  a nd orde re d a ctivity. Fla ps of fre sh sow's pe ritone um  re a dy cut to the  prope r size  ca m e  shooting up in little  lifts from  the  Orga n Store  in the  sub-ba se m e nt. Whizz a nd the n, click! the  lift-ha tche s he w ope n;  the  bottle -line r ha d only to re a ch out a  ha nd, ta ke  the  fla p, inse rt, sm ooth-down, a nd be fore  the  line d bottle  ha d ha d tim e  to tra ve l out of re a ch a long the  e ndle ss ba nd, whizz, click! a nothe r fla p of pe ritone um  ha d shot up from  the  de pths, re a dy to be  slippe d into ye t a nothe r bottle , the  ne xt of tha t slow inte rm ina ble  proce ssion on the  ba nd.


Ne xt to the  Line rs stood the  Ma tricula tors. The  proce ssion a dva nce d;  one  by one  the  e ggs we re  tra nsfe rre d from  the ir te st-tube s to the  la rge r conta ine rs;  de ftly the  pe ritone a l lining wa s slit, the  m orula  droppe d into pla ce , the  sa line  solution poure d in … a nd a lre a dy the  bottle  ha d pa sse d, a nd it wa s the  turn of the  la be lle rs. He re dity, da te  of fe rtiliza tion, m e m be rship of Boka novsky Group–de ta ils we re  tra nsfe rre d from  te st-tube  to bottle . No longe r a nonym ous, but na m e d, ide ntifie d, the  proce ssion m a rche d slowly on;  on through a n ope ning in the  wa ll, slowly on into the  Socia l Pre de stina tion Room .



"Eighty-eight cubic m etres of ca rd-index," sa id Mr. Foster with relish, a s they entered.

"Conta ining all the  re le va nt inform a tion," a dde d the  Dire ctor.

"Brought up to da te  e ve ry m orning."

"And co-ordina te d e ve ry a fte rnoon."

"On the  ba sis of which the y m a ke  the ir ca lcula tions."

"So m a ny individua ls, of such a nd such qua lity," sa id Mr. Foste r.

"Distribute d in such a nd such qua ntitie s."

"The  optim um  De ca nting Ra te  a t a ny give n m om e nt."

"Unfore se e n wa sta ge s prom ptly m a de  good."

"Prom ptly," re pe a te d Mr. Foste r. "If you kne w the  a m ount of ove rtim e  I ha d to put in a fte r the  la st Ja pa ne se  e a rthqua ke !" He  la ughe d goodhum oure dly a nd shook his h e a d.

"The  Pre de stina tors se nd in the ir figure s to the  Fe rtilize rs."

"Who give  the m  the  e m bryos the y a sk for."

"And the  bottle s com e  in he re  to be  pre de stine d in de ta il."

"After which they are sent down to the Em bryo Store."

"Whe re  we  now proce e d ourse lve s."

And ope ning a  door Mr. Foste r le d the  wa y down a  sta irca se  into the  ba se m e nt.

The tem pera ture wa s still tropica l. They descended into a  thickening twilight. Two doors a nd a  pa ssa ge  with a  double  turn insure d the  ce lla r a ga inst a ny possible  infiltra tion of the da y.

"Em bryos a re  like  photogra ph film ," sa id Mr. Foste r wa ggishly, a s he  pushe d ope n 

the  se cond door. "The y ca n only sta nd re d light."

And in effect the sultry da rkness into which the students now followed him  wa s visible  a nd crim son, like  the  da rkne ss of close d e ye s on a  sum m e r's a fte rnoon. The  bulging fla nks of row on receding row a nd tier a bove tier of bottles glinted with innum e ra ble  rubie s, a nd a m ong the  rubie s m ove d the  dim  re d spe ctre s of m e n a nd wom e n with purple  e ye s a nd a ll the  sym ptom s of lupus. The  hum  a nd ra ttle  of m a chinery fa intly stirred the a ir.

"Give them  a  few figures, Mr. Foster," sa id the Director, who wa s tired of ta lking.

Mr. Foste r wa s only too ha ppy to give  the m  a  fe w figure s.

Two hundre d a nd twe nty m e tre s long, two hundre d wide , te n high. He  pointe d upwa rds. Like  chicke ns drinking, the  stude nts lifte d the ir e ye s towa rds the  dista nt 


ceiling.

Thre e  tie rs of ra cks:  ground floor le ve l, first ga lle ry, se cond ga lle ry.

The  spide ry ste e l-work of ga lle ry a bove  ga lle ry fa de d a wa y in a ll dire ctions into the  da rk. Ne a r the m  thre e  re d ghosts we re  busily unloa ding de m ijohns from  a  m oving sta irca se .

The  e sca la tor from  the  Socia l Pre de stina tion Room .



Ea ch bottle  could be  pla ce d on one  of fifte e n ra cks, e a ch ra ck, though you couldn't se e  it, wa s a  conve yor tra ve ling a t the  ra te  of thirty-thre e  a nd a  third ce ntim e tre s a n hour. Two hundre d a nd sixty-se ve n da ys a t e ight m e tre s a  da y. Two thousa nd one  hundre d a nd thirty-six m e tre s in a ll. One  circuit of the  ce lla r a t ground le ve l, one  on the  first ga lle ry, ha lf on the  se cond, a nd on the  two hundre d a nd sixty-se ve nth m orning, da ylight in the  De ca nting Room . Inde pe nde nt e xiste nce –so ca lle d.

"But in the  inte rva l," Mr. Foste r conclude d, "we 've  m a na ge d to do a  lot to the m . Oh, 

a  ve ry gre a t de a l." His la ugh wa s knowing a nd trium pha nt.

"Tha t's the  spirit I like ," sa id the  Dire ctor once  m ore . "Le t's wa lk a round. You te ll 

them  everything, Mr. Foster."

Mr. Foste r duly told the m .

Told the m  of the  growing e m bryo on its be d of pe ritone um . Ma de  the m  ta ste  the  rich blood surroga te on which it fed. Expla ined why it ha d to be stim ula ted with pla ce ntin a nd thyroxin. Told the m  of the  corpus luteum extra ct. Showed them  the jets through which a t every twelfth m etre from  zero to 2040 it wa s a utom a tica lly injected. Spoke  of those  gra dua lly incre a sing dose s of pituita ry a dm iniste re d during the  fina l ninety-six m etres of their course. Described the a rtificia l m a terna l circula tion the  ce ntrifuga l pum p tha t ke pt the  liquid m oving ove r the  pla ce nta  a nd drove  it insta lle d in e ve ry bottle  a t Me tre  112;  showe d the m  the  re se voir of blood-surroga te , through the  synthe tic lung a nd wa ste  product filte r. Re fe rre d to the  e m bryo's trouble som e  te nde ncy to a næ m ia , to the  m a ssive  dose s of hog's stom a ch e xtra ct a nd foe ta l foa l's live r with which, in conse que nce , it ha d to be  supplie d.

Showe d the m  the  sim ple  m e cha nism  by m e a ns of which, during the  la st two m e tre s out of e ve ry e ight, a ll the  e m bryos we re  sim ulta ne ously sha ke n into fa m ilia rity with m ove m e nt. Hinte d a t the  gra vity of the  so-ca lle d "tra um a  of de ca nting," a nd e num e ra te d the  pre ca utions ta ke n to m inim ize , by a  suita ble  tra ining of the  bottle d e m bryo, tha t da nge rous shock. Told the m  of the  te st for se x ca rrie d out in the  ne ighborhood of Me tre  200. Expla ine d the  syste m  of la be lling–a  T for the  m a le s, a  circle  for the  fe m a le s a nd for those  who we re  de stine d to be com e  fre e m a rtins a  que stion m a rk, bla ck on a  white  ground.

"For of course," sa id Mr. Foster, "in the va st m a jority of ca ses, fertility is m erely a  nuisa nce. One fertile ova ry in twelve hundred–tha t would rea lly be quite sufficient for our purpose s. But we  wa nt to ha ve  a  good choice . And of course  one  m ust a lwa ys ha ve  a n e norm ous m a rgin of sa fe ty. So we  a llow a s m a ny a s thirty pe r ce nt of the  fe m a le  e m bryos to de ve lop n orm a lly. Th e  oth e rs ge t a  dose  of m a le  se x-h orm on e  e ve ry twe nty-four m e tre s for the  re st of the  course . Re sult:  the y're  de ca nte d a s fre e m a rtins–structura lly quite  norm a l (e xce pt," he  ha d to a dm it, "tha t the y do ha ve  the  slighte st te nde ncy to grow be a rds), but ste rile . Gua ra nte e d ste rile . Which brings us a t la st," continue d Mr. Foste r, "out of the  re a lm  of m e re  sla vish im ita tion of na ture  into the  m uch m ore  inte re sting world of hum a n inve ntion."

He  rubbe d his ha nds. For of course , the y didn't conte nt the m se lve s with m e re ly ha tching out e m bryos:  a ny cow could do tha t.

"We  a lso pre de stine  a nd condition. We  de ca nt our ba bie s a s socia lize d hum a n be ings, a s Alpha s or Epsilons, a s future  se wa ge  worke rs or future  …" He  wa s going to sa y "future World controllers," but correcting him self, sa id "future Directors of Ha tche rie s," inste a d.


The  D.H.C. a cknowle dge d the  com plim e nt with a  sm ile .

The y we re  pa ssing Me tre  320 on Ra ck 11. A young Be ta -Minus m e cha nic wa s busy with scre w-drive r a nd spa nne r on the  blood-surroga te  pum p of a  pa ssing bottle . The  hum  of the  e le ctric m otor de e pe ne d by fra ctions of a  tone  a s he  turne d the  nuts. Down, down … A fina l twist, a  gla nce a t the revolution counter, a nd he wa s done. He m ove d two pa ce s down the  line  a nd be ga n the  sa m e  proce ss on the  ne xt pum p.

"Re ducing the  num be r of re volutions pe r m inute ," Mr. Foste r e xpla ine d. "The  surroga te  goe s round slowe r;  the re fore  pa sse s through the  lung a t longe r inte rva ls;  the re fore  give s the  e m bryo le ss oxyge n. Nothing like  oxyge n-shorta ge  for ke e ping a n e m bryo be low pa r." Aga in he  rubbe d his ha nds.

"But why do you wa nt to ke e p the  e m bryo be low pa r?" a ske d a n inge nuous stude nt.

"Ass!" sa id the  Dire ctor, bre a king a  long sile nce . "Ha sn't it occurre d to you tha t a n Epsilon e m bryo m ust ha ve  a n Epsilon e nvironm e nt a s we ll a s a n Epsilon he re dity?"



It evidently ha dn't occurred to him . He wa s covered with confusion.

"The  lowe r the  ca ste ," sa id Mr. Foste r, "the  shorte r the  oxyge n." The  first orga n a ffe cte d wa s the  bra in. Afte r tha t the  ske le ton. At se ve nty pe r ce nt of norm a l oxyge n you got dwa rfs. At le ss tha n se ve nty e ye le ss m onste rs.

"Who a re  no use  a t a ll," conclude d Mr. Foste r.

Whe re a s (his voice  be ca m e  confide ntia l a nd e a ge r), if the y could discove r a  te chnique  for shorte ning the  pe riod of m a tura tion wha t a  trium ph, wha t a  be ne fa ction to Socie ty!

"Conside r the  horse ."



The y conside re d it.

Ma ture  a t six;  the  e le pha nt a t te n. While  a t thirte e n a  m a n is not ye t se xua lly m a ture;  a nd is only full-grown a t twenty. Hence, of course, tha t fruit of dela yed de ve lopm e nt, the  hum a n inte llige nce .

"But in Epsilons," sa id Mr. Foster very justly, "we don't need hum a n intelligence."

Didn't ne e d a nd didn't ge t it. But though the  Epsilon m ind wa s m a ture  a t te n, the  Epsilon body wa s not fit to work till e ighte e n. Long ye a rs of supe rfluous a nd wa ste d im m a turity. If the  physica l de ve lopm e nt could be  spe e de d up till it wa s a s quick, sa y, a s a  cow's, wha t a n e norm ous sa ving to the  Com m unity!

"Enorm ous!" m urm ure d the  stude nts. Mr. Foste r's e nthusia sm  wa s infe ctious.

He  be ca m e  ra the r te chnica l;  spoke  of the  a bnorm a l e ndocrine  co-ordina tion which m a de  m e n grow so slowly;  postula te d a  ge rm ina l m uta tion to a ccount for it. Could the  e ffe cts of this ge rm ina l m uta tion be  undone ? Could the  individua l Epsilon e m bryo be  m a de  a  re ve rt, by a  suita ble  te chnique , to the  norm a lity of dogs a nd cows? Tha t wa s the problem . And it wa s a ll but solved.

Pilkington, a t Mom ba sa , ha d produce d individua ls who we re  se xua lly m a ture  a t four a nd full-grown a t six a nd a  ha lf. A scie ntific trium ph. But socia lly use le ss. Six-ye a r-old m e n a nd wom e n we re  too stupid to do e ve n Epsilon work. And the  proce ss wa s a n a ll-or-nothing one ;  e ithe r you fa ile d to m odify a t a ll, or e lse  you m odifie d the  whole  wa y. The y we re  still trying to find the  ide a l com prom ise  be twe e n a dults of twe nty a nd a dults of six. So fa r without succe ss. Mr. Foste r sighe d a nd s h ook h is  h e a d.

The ir wa nde rings through the  crim son twilight ha d brought the m  to the  ne ighborhood of Me tre  170 on Ra ck 9. From  this point onwa rds Ra ck 9 wa s e nclose d a nd the  bottle  pe rform e d the  re m a inde r of the ir journe y in a  kind of tunne l, 


inte rrupte d he re  a nd the re  by ope nings two or thre e  m e tre s wide .

"He a t conditioning," sa id Mr. Foste r.

Hot tunne ls a lte rna te d with cool tunne ls. Coolne ss wa s we dde d to discom fort in the  

form  of ha rd X-ra ys. By the  tim e  the y we re  de ca nte d the  e m bryos ha d a  horror of cold. The y we re  pre de stine d to e m igra te  to the  tropics, to be  m ine r a nd a ce ta te  silk spinne rs a nd ste e l worke rs. La te r on the ir m inds would be  m a de  to e ndorse  the  judgm e nt of the ir bodie s. "We  condition the m  to thrive  on he a t," conclude d Mr. Foste r. "Our colle a gue s upsta irs will te a ch the m  to love  it."

"And tha t," put in the  Dire ctor se nte ntiously, "tha t is the  se cre t of ha ppine ss a nd virtue –liking wha t you've  got to do. All conditioning a im s a t tha t:  m a king pe ople  like  the ir une sca pa ble  socia l de stiny."

In a  ga p be twe e n two tunne ls, a  nurse  wa s de lica te ly probing with a  long fine  syringe  into the  ge la tinous conte nts of a  pa ssing bottle . The  stude nts a nd the ir guide s stood wa tching he r for a  fe w m om e nts in sile nce .

"Well, Lenina ," sa id Mr. Foster, when a t la st she withdrew the syringe a nd 

stra ighte ne d he rse lf up.

The  girl turne d with a  sta rt. One  could se e  tha t, for a ll the  lupus a nd the  purple  e ye s, she  wa s uncom m only pre tty.

"He nry!" He r sm ile  fla she d re dly a t him –a  row of cora l te e th.

"Cha rm ing, cha rm ing," m urm ured the Director a nd, giving her two or three little 

pa ts, re ce ive d in e xcha nge  a  ra the r de fe re ntia l sm ile  for him se lf.

"Wha t a re  you giving the m ?" a ske d Mr. Foste r, m a king his tone  ve ry profe ssiona l.

"Oh, the  usua l typhoid a nd sle e ping sickne ss."

"Tropica l worke rs sta rt be ing inocula te d a t Me tre  150," Mr. Foste r e xpla ine d to the  stude nts. "The  e m bryos still ha ve  gills. We  im m unize  the  fish a ga inst the  future  m a n's dise a se s." The n, turning ba ck to Le nina , "Te n to five  on the  roof this a fte rnoon," he  sa id, "a s usua l."

"Cha rm ing," sa id the  Dhe ctor once  m ore , a nd, with a  fina l pa t, m ove d a wa y a fte r 

the  othe rs.



On Ra ck 10 rows of ne xt ge ne ra tion's che m ica l worke rs we re  be ing tra ine d in the  tole ra tion of le a d, ca ustic soda , ta r, chlorine . The  first of a  ba tch of two hundre d a nd fifty e m bryonic rocke t-pla ne  e ngine e rs wa s just pa ssing the  e le ve n hundre d m e tre  m a rk on Ra ck 3. A spe cia l m e cha nism  ke pt the ir conta ine rs in consta nt rota tion. "To im prove  the ir se nse  of ba la nce ," Mr. Foste r e xpla ine d. "Doing re pa irs on the  outside  of a  rocke t in m id-a ir is a  ticklish job. We  sla cke n off the  circula tion whe n the y're  right wa y up, so tha t the y're  ha lf sta rve d, a nd double  the  flow of surroga te  whe n they're upside down. They lea rn to a ssocia te topsy-turvydom  with weli-being;  in fa ct, the y're  only truly ha ppy whe n the y're  sta nding on the ir he a ds.

"And now," Mr. Foster went on, "I'd like to show you som e very interesting conditioning for Alpha  Plus Inte lle ctua ls. We  ha ve  a  big ba tch of the m  on Ra ck 5. First Ga llery level," he ca lled to two boys who ha d sta rted to go down to the ground floor.



inte lle ctua l conditioning till the  foe tuse s ha ve  lost the ir ta ils. Follow m e .""The y're  round a bout Me tre  900," he  e xpla ine d. "You ca n't re a lly do a ny use ful 

But the  Dire ctor ha d looke d a t his wa tch. "Te n to thre e ," he  sa id. "No tim e  for the  inte lle ctua l e m bryos, I'm  a fra id. We  m ust go up to the  Nurse rie s be fore  the  childre n ha ve  finishe d the ir a fte rnoon sle e p."


Mr. Foste r wa s disa ppointe d. "At le a st one  gla nce  a t the  De ca nting Room ," he  ple a de d.

"Ve ry we ll the n." The  Dire ctor sm ile d indulge ntly. "Just one  gla nce ."

Chapte r Tw o

MR. FOSTER wa s le ft in the  De ca nting Room . The  D.H.C. a nd his stude nts ste ppe d into the nea rest lift a nd were ca rried up to the fifth floor.

INFANT NURSERIES. NEO-PAVLOVIAN CONDITIONING ROOMS, a nnounced the notice boa rd.



The  Dire ctor ope ne d a  door. The y we re  in a  la rge  ba re  room , ve ry bright a nd sunny;  for the  whole  of the  southe rn wa ll wa s a  single  window. Ha lf a  doze n nurse s, trouse re d a nd ja cke te d in the  re gula tion white  viscose -line n uniform , the ir ha ir a se ptica lly hidde n unde r white  ca ps, we re  e nga ge d in se tting out bowls of rose s in a  long row a cross the  floor. Big bowls, pa cke d tight with blossom . Thousa nds of pe ta ls, ripe -blown a nd silkily sm ooth, like  the  che e ks of innum e ra ble  little  che rubs, but of che rubs, in tha t bright light, not e xclusive ly pink a nd Arya n, but a lso lum inously Chine se , a lso Me xica n, a lso a pople ctic with too m uch blowing of ce le stia l trum pe ts, a lso pa le  a s de a th, pa le  with the  posthum ous white ne ss of m a rble .

The  nurse s stiffe ne d to a tte ntion a s the  D.H.C. ca m e  in.

"Se t out the  books," he  sa id curtly.

In sile nce  the  nurse s obe ye d his com m a nd. Be twe e n the  rose  bowls the  books we re  duly se t out–a  row of nurse ry qua rtos ope ne d invitingly e a ch a t som e  ga ily coloure d im a ge  of be a st or fish or bird.

"Now bring in the children."

The y hurrie d out of the  room  a nd re turne d in a  m inute  or two, e a ch pushing a  kind of ta ll dum b-wa ite r la de n, on a ll its four wire -ne tte d she lve s, with e ight-m onth-old ba bie s, a ll e xa ctly a like  (a  Boka novsky Group, it wa s e vide nt) a nd a ll (since  the ir ca ste  wa s De lta ) dre sse d in kha ki.

"Put the m  down on the  floor."



The  infa nts we re  unloa de d.



"Now turn the m  so tha t the y ca n se e  the  flowe rs a nd books."

Turne d, the  ba bie s a t once  fe ll sile nt, the n be ga n to cra wl towa rds those  cluste rs of sle e k colours, those  sha pe s so ga y a nd brillia nt on the  white  pa ge s. As the y a pproa che d, the  sun ca m e  out of a  m om e nta ry e clipse  be hind a  cloud. The  rose s fla m e d up a s though with a  sudde n pa ssion from  within;  a  ne w a nd profound sigrufica nce  se e m e d to suffuse  the  shining pa ge s of the  books. From  the  ra nks of the  cra wling ba bie s ca m e  little  sque a ls of e xcite m e nt, gurgle s a nd twitte rings of ple a sure .

The  Dire ctor rubbe d his ha nds. "Exce lle nt!" he  sa id. "It m ight a lm ost ha ve  be e n don e  on  pu rpose ."

The swiftest cra wlers were a lrea dy a t their goa l. Sm a ll ha nds rea ched out unce rta inly, touche d, gra spe d, unpe ta ling the  tra nsfigure d rose s, crum pling the  illum ina te d pa ge s of the  books. The  Dire ctor wa ite d until a ll we re  ha ppily busy. The n, "Wa tch ca re fully," he  sa id. And, lifting his ha nd, he  ga ve  the  signa l.

The  He a d Nurse , who wa s sta nding by a  switchboa rd a t the  othe r e nd of the  room , pre sse d down a  little  le ve r.

The re  wa s a  viole nt e xplosion. Shrille r a nd e ve r shrille r, a  sire n shrie ke d. Ala rm  


be lls m a dde n in gly sou n de d.

The children sta rted, screa m ed;  their fa ces were distorted with terror.

"And now," the  Dire ctor shoute d (for the  noise  wa s de a fe ning), "now we  proce e d to 

rub in the lesson with a  m ild electric shock."



He  wa ve d his ha nd a ga in, a nd the  He a d Nurse  pre sse d a  se cond le ve r. The  scre a m ing of the  ba bie s sudde nly cha nge d its tone . The re  wa s som e thing utte ra nce . The ir little  bodie s twitche d a nd stiffe ne d;  the ir lim bs m ove d je rkily a s if to de spe ra te , a lm ost insa ne , a bout the  sha rp spa sm odic ye lps to which the y now ga ve  the  tug of unse e n wire s.

"We ca n electrify tha t whole strip of floor," ba wled the Director in expla na tion. "But 

tha t's e nough," he  signa lle d to the  nurse .

The  e xplosions ce a se d, the  be lls stoppe d ringing, the  shrie k of the  sire n die d down from  tone  to tone  into sile nce . The  stiffly twitching bodie s re la xe d, a nd wha t ha d be com e  the  sob a nd ye lp of infa nt m a nia cs broa de ne d out once  m ore  into a  norm a l howl of ordinary terror.

"Offe r the m  the  flowe rs a nd the  books a ga in."

The  nurse s obe ye d;  but a t the  a pproa ch of the  rose s, a t the  m e re  sight of those  ga ily-coloure d im a ge s of pussy a nd cock-a -doodle -doo a nd ba a -ba a  bla ck she e p, the  infa nts shra nk a wa y in horror, the  volum e  of the ir howling sudde nly incre a se d.

"Obse rve ," sa id the  Dire ctor trium pha ntly, "obse rve ."

Books a nd loud noise s, fiowe rs a nd e le ctric shocks–a lre a dy in the  infa nt m ind the se  couple s we re  com prom isingly linke d;  a nd a fte r two hundre d re pe titions of the  sa m e  or a  sim ila r le sson would be  we dde d indissolubly. Wha t m a n ha s joine d, na ture  is powe rle ss to put a sunde r.

"They'll grow up with wha t the psychologists used to ca ll a n 'instinctive' ha tred of books a nd flowe rs. Re fle xe s una lte ra bly conditione d. The y'll be  sa fe  from  books a nd bota ny a ll the ir live s." The  Dire ctor turne d to his nurse s. "Ta ke  the m  a wa y a ga in."

Still ye lling, the  kha ki ba bie s we re  loa de d on to the ir dum b-wa ite rs a nd whe e le d out, le a ving be hind the m  the  sm e ll of sour m ilk a nd a  m ost we lcom e  sile nce .

One  of the  stude nts he ld up his ha nd;  a nd though he  could se e  quite  we ll why you couldn't ha ve  lowe r-ca st pe ople  wa sting the  Com m unity's tim e  ove r books, a nd tha t the re  wa s a lwa ys the  risk of the ir re a ding som e thing which m ight unde sira bly de condition one  of the ir re fle xe s, ye t … we ll, he  couldn't unde rsta nd a bout the  flowe rs. Why go to the  trouble  of m a king it psychologica lly im possible  for De lta s to like flowers?



Pa tie ntly the  D.H.C. e xpla ine d. If the  childre n we re  m a de  to scre a m  a t the  sight of a  rose , tha t wa s on grounds of high e conom ic policy. Not so ve ry long a go (a  ce ntury or the re a bouts), Ga m m a s, De lta s, e ve n Epsilons, ha d be e n conditione d to like  flowe rs–flowe rs in pa rticula r a nd wild na ture  in ge ne ra l. The  ide a  wa s to m a ke  the m  wa nt to be  going out into the  country a t e ve ry a va ila ble  opportunity, a nd so com pe l the m  to consum e  tra nsport.

"And didn't the y consum e  tra nsport?" a ske d the  stude nt.

"Quite  a  lot," the  D.H.C. re plie d. "But nothing e lse ."

Prim rose s a nd la ndsca pe s, he  pointe d out, ha ve  one  gra ve  de fe ct:  the y a re  gra tuitous. A love  of na ture  ke e ps no fa ctorie s busy. It wa s de cide d to a bolish the  love  of na ture , a t a ny ra te  a m ong the  lowe r cla sse s;  to a bolish the  love  of na ture , but not the  te nde ncy to consum e  tra nsport. For of course  it wa s e sse ntia l tha t the y 


should ke e p on going to the  country, e ve n though the y ha te d it. The  proble m  wa s to find a n e conom ica lly sounde r re a son for consum ing tra nsport tha n a  m e re  a ffe ction for prim rose s a nd la ndsca pe s. It wa s duly found.

"We  condition the  m a sse s to ha te  the  country," conclude d the  Dire ctor. "But sim ulta ne ously we  condition the m  to love  a ll country sports. At the  sa m e  tim e , we  the y consum e  m a nufa cture d a rticle s a s we ll a s tra nsport. He nce  those  e le ctric se e  to it tha t a ll country sports sha ll e nta il the  use  of e la bora te  a ppa ra tus. So tha t shocks."



"I se e ," sa id the  stude nt, a nd wa s sile nt, lost in a dm ira tion.

The re  wa s a  sile nce ;  the n, cle a ring his throa t, "Once  upon a  tim e ," the  Dire ctor be ga n, "while  our Ford wa s still on e a rth, the re  wa s a  little  boy ca lle d Re ube n Ra binovitch. Re ube n wa s the  child of Polish-spe a king pa re nts."

The  Dire ctor inte rrupte d him se lf. "You know wha t Polish is, I suppose ?"

"A de a d la n gu a ge ."

"Like  Fre nch a nd Ge rm a n," a dde d a nothe r stude nt, officiously showing off his 

le a rning.

"And 'pa re nt'?" que stione d the  D.H.C.

The re  wa s a n une a sy sile nce . Se ve ra l of the  boys blushe d. The y ha d not ye t le a rne d to dra w the  significa nt but ofte n ve ry fine  distinction be twe e n sm ut a nd pure  scie nce . One , a t la st, ha d the  coura ge  to ra ise  a  ha nd.

"Hum a n be ings use d to be  …" he  he sita te d;  the  blood rushe d to his che e ks. "We ll, 

the y use d to be  vivipa rous."

"Quite  right." The  Dire ctor nodde d a pprovingly.

"And whe n the  ba bie s we re  de ca nte d …"



"'Born,'" ca m e the correction.

"We ll, the n the y we re  the  pa re nts–I m e a n, not the  ba bie s, of course ;  the  othe r 

one s." The  poor boy wa s ove rwhe lm e d with confusion.

"In brie f," the  Dire ctor sum m e d up, "the  pa re nts we re  the  fa the r a nd the  m othe r." The  sm ut tha t wa s re a lly scie nce  fe ll with a  cra sh into the  boys' e ye -a voiding sile nce . "Mothe r," he  re pe a te d loudly rubbing in the  scie nce ;  a nd, le a ning ba ck in his cha ir, "The se ," he  sa id gra ve ly, "a re  unple a sa nt fa cts;  I know it. But the n m ost historica l fa cts a re  unple a sa nt."

He  re turne d to Little  Re ube n–to Little  Re ube n, in whose  room , one  e ve ning, by a n ove rsight, his fa the r a nd m othe r (cra sh, cra sh!) ha ppe ne d to le a ve  the  ra dio turne d 

on.



("For you m ust re m e m be r tha t in those  da ys of gross vivipa rous re production, childre n we re  a lwa ys brought up by the ir pa re nts a nd not in Sta te  Conditioning Ce ntre s.")

While  the  child wa s a sle e p, a  broa dca st progra m m e  from  London sudde nly sta rte d to com e  through;  a nd the  ne xt m orning, to the  a stonishm e nt of his cra sh a nd cra sh (the  m ore  da ring of the  boys ve nture d to grin a t one  a nothe r), Little  Re ube n woke  up repea ting word for word a  long lecture by tha t curious old writer ("one of the very fe w whose  works ha ve  be e n pe rm itte d to com e  down to us"), Ge orge  Be rna rd Sha w, who wa s spe a king, a ccording to a  we ll-a uthe ntica te d tra dition, a bout his own ge nius. To Little  Re ube n's wink a nd snigge r, this le cture  wa s, of course , pe rfe ctly incom pre he nsible  a nd, im a gining tha t the ir child ha d sudde nly gone  m a d, the y se nt for a  doctor. He , fortuna te ly, unde rstood English, re cognize d the  discourse  a s tha t 


which Sha w ha d broa dca ste d the  pre vious e ve ning, re a lize d the  significa nce  of wha t 

ha d ha ppe ne d, a nd se nt a  le tte r to the  m e dica l pre ss a bout it.

"The  principle  of sle e p-te a ching, or hypnopæ dia , ha d be e n discove re d." The  D.H.C. 

m a de  a n  im pre s s ive  pa u s e .

The  principle  ha d be e n discove re d;  but m a ny, m a ny ye a rs we re  to e la pse  be fore  tha t principle  wa s use fully a pplie d.

"The ca se of Little Reuben occurred only twenty-three yea rs a fter Our Ford's first T-Mode l wa s put on the  m a rke t." (He re  the  Dire ctor m a de  a  sign of the  T on his 

stom a ch a nd a ll the  stude nts re ve re ntly followe d suit.) "And ye t …"

Furiously the  stude nts scribble d. "Hypnopæ dia, first used officially in A.F. 214. Why not before? Two reasons. (a) …"



"The se  e a rly e xpe rim e nte rs," the  D.H.C. wa s sa ying, "we re  on the  wrong tra ck. The y 

thought tha t hypnopæ dia  could be  m a de  a n instrum e nt of inte lle ctua l e duca tion …"

(A sm a ll boy a sle e p on his right side , the  right a rm  stuck out, the  right ha nd ha nging lim p ove r the  e dge  of the  be d. Through a  round gra ting in the  side  of a  box a  voice  spe a ks softly.

"The  Nile  is the  longe st rive r in Africa  a nd the  se cond in le ngth of a ll the  rive rs of the  globe . Although fa lling short of the  le ngth of the  Mississippi-Missouri, the  Nile  is de gre e s of la titude  …"a t the  he a d of a ll rive rs a s re ga rds the  le ngth of its ba sin, which e xte nds through 35 

At bre a kfa st the  ne xt m orning, "Tom m y," som e  one  sa ys, "do you know which is the  longe st rive r in Africa ?" A sha king of the  he a d. "But don't you re m e m be r som e thing tha t be gins:  The  Nile  is the  …"

"The  - Nile  - is - the  - longe st - rive r - in - Africa  - a nd - the  - se cond - in - le ngth - of - a ll - the  - rive rs - of - the  - globe  …" The  words com e  rushing out. "Although - fa lling - short - of …"

"Well now, which is the longest river in Africa?"

The  e ye s a re  bla nk. "I don't know."

"But the  Nile , Tom m y."

"The  - Nile  - is - the  - longe st - rive r - in - Africa  - a nd - se cond …"

"The n which rive r is the  longe st, Tom m y?"

Tom m y burst into te a rs. "I don't know," he  howls.)

Tha t howl, the  Dire ctor m a de  it pla in, discoura ge d the  e a rlie st inve sfiga tors. The  e xpe rim e nts we re  a ba ndone d. No furthe r a tte m pt wa s m a de  to te a ch childre n the  le ngth of the  Nile  in the ir sle e p. Quite  rightly. You ca n't le a rn a  scie nce  unle ss you know what it's all about.



"Whe re a s, if the y'd only sta rte d on m oral e duca tion," sa id the  Dire ctor, le a ding the  wa y towa rds the  door. The  stude nts followe d him , de spe ra te ly scribbling a s the y wa lked a nd a ll the wa y up in the lift. "Mora l educa tion, which ought never, in a ny circum sta nce s, to be  ra tiona l."

"Sile nce , sile nce ," whispe re d a  loud spe a ke r a s the y ste ppe d out a t the  fourte e nth floor, a nd "Sile nce , sile nce ," the  trum pe t m ouths inde fa tiga bly re pe a te d a t inte rva ls down e ve ry corridor. The  stude nts a nd e ve n the  Dire ctor him se lf rose  a utom a tica lly to the  tips of the ir toe s. The y we re  Alpha s, of course , but e ve n Alpha s ha ve  be e n well conditioned. "Silence, silence." All the a ir of the fourteenth floor wa s sibila nt with the  ca te gorica l im pe ra tive .


Fifty ya rds of tiptoe ing brought the m  to a  door which the  Dire ctor ca utiously ope ne d. The y ste ppe d ove r the  thre shold into the  twilight of a  shutte re d dorm itory. Eighty a nd a  continuous m urm ur, a s of ve ry fa int voice s re m ote ly whispe ring.cots stood in a  row a ga inst the  wa ll. The re  wa s a  sound of light re gula r bre a thing 

A nurse  rose  a s the y e nte re d a nd ca m e  to a tte ntion be fore  the  Dire ctor.

"Wha t's the  le sson this a fte rnoon?" he  a ske d.



"We  ha d Ele m e nta ry Se x for the  first forty m inute s," she  a nswe re d. "But now it's 

switche d ove r to Ele m e nta ry Cla ss Consciousne ss."

The  Dire ctor wa lke d slowly down the  long line  of cots. Rosy a nd re la xe d with sle e p, eighty little boys a nd girls la y seftly hrea thing. There wa s a  whisper under every pillow. The  D.H.C. ha lte d a nd, be nding ove r one  of the  little  be ds, liste ne d attentively.

"Ele m e nta ry Cla ss Consciousne ss, did you sa y? Le t's ha ve  it re pe a te d a  little  loude r 

by the  trum pe t."

At the  e nd of the  room  a  loud spe a ke r proje cte d from  the  wa ll. The  Dire ctor wa lke d up to it a nd pre sse d a  switch.

"… a ll we a r gre e n," sa id a  soft but ve ry distinct voice , be ginning in the  m iddle  of a  se nte nce , "a nd De lta  Childre n we a r kha ki. Oh no, I don't wa nt to pla y with De lta  children. And Epsilons a re still worse. They're too stupid to be a ble to rea d or write. Besides they wea r bla ck, which is such a  bea stly colour. I'm  so gla d I'm  a  Be ta ."

The re  wa s a  pa use ;  the n the  voice  be ga n a ga in.

"Alpha  childre n we a r gre y The y work m uch ha rde r tha n we  do, be ca use  the y're  so frightfully cle ve r. I'm  re a lly a wfuly gla d I'm  a  Be ta , be ca use  I don't work so ha rd. And the n we  a re  m uch be tte r tha n the  Ga m m a s a nd De lta s. Ga m m a s a re  stupid. The y a ll we a r gre e n, a nd De lta  childre n we a r kha ki. Oh no, I don't want to play with De lta  childre n. And Epsilons a re  still worse . The y're  too stupid to be  a ble  …"

The Director pushed ba ck the switch. The voice wa s silent. Only its thin ghost continue d to m utte r from  be ne a th the  e ighty pillows.

"The y'll ha ve  tha t re pe a te d forty or fifty tim e s m ore  be fore  the y wa ke ;  the n a ga in on Thursda y, a nd a ga in on Sa turda y. A hundre d a nd twe nty tim e s thre e  tim e s a  we e k for thirty m onths. Afte r which the y go on to a  m ore  a dva nce d le sson."

Rose s a nd e le ctric shocks, the  kha ki of De lta s a nd a  whiff of a sa fœ tida –we dde d indissolubly be fore  the  child ca n spe a k. But wordle ss conditioning is crude  a nd whole sa le ;  ca nnot bring hom e  the  fine r distinctions, ca nnot inculca te  the  m ore  com plex courses of beha viour. For tha t there m ust be words, but words without re a son. In brie f, hypnopæ dia .

"The  gre a te st m ora lizing a nd socia lizing force  of a ll tim e ."

The  stude nts took it down in the ir little  books. Stra ight from  the  horse 's m outh.

Once m ore the Director touched the switch.



"… so frightfully cle ve r," the  soft, insinua ting, inde fa tiga ble  voice  wa s sa ying, "I'm  

re a lly a wfully gla d I'm  a  Be ta , be ca use  …"

Not so m uch like drops of wa ter, though wa ter, it is true, ca n wea r holes in the ha rde st gra nite ;  ra the r, drops of liquid se a ling-wa x, drops tha t a dhe re , incrust, incorpora te them selves with wha t they fa ll on, till fina lly the rock is a ll one sca rlet blob.



"Till a t la st the  child's m ind is the se  sugge stions, a nd the  sum  of the  sugge stions is


the  child's m ind. And not the  child's m ind only. The  a dult's m ind too–a ll his life  

long. The  m ind tha t judge s a nd de sire s a nd de cide s– m a de  up of the se  

sugge stions. But a ll the se  sugge stions a re  our sugge stions!" The  Dire ctor a lm ost 

shoute d in his trium ph. "Sugge stions from  the  Sta te ." He  ba nge d the  ne a re st ta ble . 

"It therefore follows …"

A noise  m a de  him  turn round.



"Oh, Ford!" he  sa id in a nothe r tone , "I've  gone  a nd woke n the  childre n."

Chapte r Thre e

OUTSIDE, in the  ga rde n, it wa s pla ytim e . Na ke d in the  wa rm  June  sunshine , six or seven hundred little boys a nd girls were running with shrill yells over the la wns, or pla ying ba ll ga m e s, or squa tting sile ntly in twos a nd thre e s a m ong the  flowe ring cuckoo wa s just going out of tune  a m ong the  lim e  tre e s. The  a ir wa s drowsy with the  shrubs. The  rose s we re  in bloom , two nightinga le s soliloquize d in the  boska ge , a  m urm ur of be e s a nd he licopte rs.

The  Dire ctor a nd his stude nts stood for a  short tim e  wa tching a  ga m e  of Ce ntrifuga l Bum ble-puppy. Twenty children were grouped in a  circle round a  chrom e steel tower. into the  inte rior, fe ll on a  ra pidly re volving disk, wa s hurle d through one  or othe r of A ba ll thrown up so a s to la nd on the  pla tform  a t the  top of the  towe r rolle d down the  num e rous a pe rture s pie rce d in the  cylindrica l ca sing, a nd ha d to be  ca ught.

"Stra nge ," m use d the  Dire ctor, a s the y turne d a wa y, "stra nge  to think tha t e ve n in Our Ford's da y m ost ga m e s we re  pla ye d without m ore  a ppa ra tus tha n a  ba ll or two a nd a  fe w sticks a nd pe rha ps a  bit of ne tting. im a gine  the  folly of a llowing pe ople  to pla y e la bora te  ga m e s which do nothing wha te ve r to incre a se  consum ption. It's m a dne ss. Nowa da ys the  Controlle rs won't a pprove  of a ny ne w ga m e  unle ss it ca n be  shown tha t it re quire s a t le a st a s m uch a ppa ra tus a s the  m ost com plica te d of e xisting ga m e s." He  inte rrupte d him se lf.

"Tha t's a  cha rm ing little  group," he  sa id, pointing.

In a  little  gra ssy ba y be twe e n ta ll clum ps of Me dite rra ne a n he a the r, two childre n, a  little  boy of a bout se ve n a nd a  little  girl who m ight ha ve  be e n a  ye a r olde r, we re  pla ying, ve ry gra ve ly a nd with a ll the  focusse d a tte ntion of scie ntists inte nt on a  la bour of discove ry, a  rudim e nta ry se xua l ga m e .

"Cha rm ing, cha rm ing!" the  D.H.C. re pe a te d se ntim e nta lly.

"Cha rm ing," the  boys polite ly a gre e d. But the ir sm ile  wa s ra the r pa tronizing. The y ha d put a side  sim ila r childish a m use m e nts too re ce ntly to be  a ble  to wa tch the m  a bout;  tha t wa s a ll. Just kids.now without a  touch of conte m pt. Cha rm ing? but it wa s just a  pa ir of kids fooling 

"I a lwa ys think," the  Dire ctor wa s continuing in the  sa m e  ra the r m a udlin tone , whe n 

he  wa s inte rrupte d by a  loud boo-hooing.

From  a  ne ighbouring shrubbe ry e m e rge d a  nurse , le a ding by the  ha nd a  sm a ll boy, who howle d a s he  we nt. An a nxious-looking little  girl trotte d a t he r he e ls.

"Wha t's the  m a tte r?" a ske d the  Dire ctor.



The  nurse  shrugge d he r shoulde rs. "Nothing m uch," she  a nswe re d. "It's just tha t this little boy seem s ra ther relucta nt to join in the ordina ry erotic pla y. I'd noticed it once or twice before. And now a ga in to-da y. He sta rted yelling just now …"

"Hone stly," put in the  a nxious-looking little  girl, "I didn't m e a n to hurt him  or 

a nything. Hone stly."

"Of course  you didn't, de a r," sa id the  nurse  re a ssuringly. "And so," she  we nt on, 

turning ba ck to the  Dire ctor, "I'm  ta king him  in to se e  the  Assista nt Supe rinte nde nt 


of Psychology. Just to se e  if a nything's a t a ll a bnorm a l."

"Ouite  right," sa id the  Dire ctor. "Ta ke  him  in. You sta y he re , little  girl," he  a dde d, a s 

the  nurse  m ove d a wa y with he r still howling cha rge . "Wha t's your na m e ?"

"Polly Trotsky."

"And a  ve ry good na m e  too," sa id the  Dire ctor. "Run a wa y now a nd se e  if you ca n 

find som e other little boy to pla y with."

The  child sca m pe re d off into the  bushe s a nd wa s lost to sight.

"Exquisite little crea ture!" sa id the Director, looking a fter her. Then, turning to his stude nts, "Wha t I'm  going to te ll you now," he  sa id, "m a y sound incre dible . But the n, whe n you're  not a ccustom e d to history, m ost fa cts a bout the  pa st do s ou n d incredible."



He  le t out the  a m a zing truth. For a  ve ry long pe riod be fore  the  tim e  of Our Ford, a nd e ve n for som e  ge ne ra tions a fte rwa rds, e rotic pla y be twe e n childre n ha d be e n re ga rde d a s a bnorm a l (the re  wa s a  roa r of la ughte r);  a nd not only a bnorm a l, a ctua lly im m ora l (no!):  a nd ha d the re fore  be e n rigorously suppre sse d.

A look of a stonishe d incre dulity a ppe a re d on the  fa ce s of his liste ne rs. Poor little  kids not a llowe d to a m use  the m se lve s? The y could not be lie ve  it.

"Eve n a dole sce nts," the  D.H.C. wa s sa ying, "e ve n a dole sce nts like  yourse lve s …"

"Not possible !"

"Ba rring a  little  surre ptitious a uto-e rotism  a nd hom ose xua lity–a bsolute ly nothing."

"Nothing?"

"In m ost ca ses, till they were over twenty yea rs old."

"Twe nty ye a rs old?" e choe d the  stude nts in a  chorus of loud disbe lie f.

"Twenty," the Director repea ted. "I told you tha t you'd find it incredible."

"But wha t ha ppe ne d?" the y a ske d. "Wha t we re  the  re sults?"

"The  re sults we re  te rrible ." A de e p re sona nt voice  broke  sta rtlingly into the  dia logue .

The y looke d a round. On the  fringe  of the  little  group stood a  stra nge r–a  m a n of m iddle  he ight, bla ck-ha ire d, with a  hooke d nose , full re d lips, e ye s ve ry pie rcing a nd da rk. "Te rrible ," he  re pe a te d.

The  D.H.C. ha d a t tha t m om e nt sa t down on one  of the  ste e l a nd rubbe r be nche s 

conve nie ntly sca tte re d through the  ga rde ns;  but a t the  sight of the  stra nge r, he  spra ng to his fe e t a nd da rte d forwa rd, his ha nd outstre tche d, sm iling with a ll his te e th, e ffusive .

"Controlle r! Wha t a n une xpe cte d ple a sure ! Boys, wha t a re  you thinking of? This is 

the  Controlle r;  this is his fordship, Musta pha  Mond."



In the  four thousa nd room s of the  Ce ntre  the  four thousa nd e le ctric clocks sim ulta ne ously struck four. Disca rna te  voice s ca lle d from  the  trum pe t m ouths.

"Ma in Da y-shift off duty. Se cond Da y-shift ta ke  ove r. Ma in Da y-shift off …"

In the  lift, on the ir wa y up to the  cha nging room s, He nry Foste r a nd the  Assista nt 

Dire ctor of Pre de stina tion ra the r pointe dly turne d the ir ba cks on Be rna rd Ma rx from  


the  Psychology Bure a u:  a ve rte d the m se lve s from  tha t unsa voury re puta tion.

The  fa int hum  a nd ra ttle  of m a chine ry still stirre d the  crim son a ir in the  Em bryo Store . Shifts m ight com e  a nd go, one  lupus-coloure d fa ce  give  pla ce  to a nothe r;  m a jestica lly a nd for ever the conveyors crept forwa rd with their loa d of future m en a nd wom e n.



Lenina  Crowne wa lked briskly towa rds the door.



His fordship Musta pha  Mond! The  e ye s of the  sa luting stude nts a lm ost poppe d out of the ir he a ds. Musta pha  Mond! The  Re side nt Controlle r for We ste rn Europe ! One  of the  Te n World Controlle rs. One  of the  Te n … a nd he  sa t down on the  be nch with the  

D.H.C., he  wa s going to sta y, to sta y, ye s, a nd a ctua lly ta lk to the m  … stra ight from  the  horse 's m outh. Stra ight from  the  m outh of Ford him se lf.

Two shrim p-brown childre n e m e rge d from  a  ne ighbouring shrubbe ry, sta re d a t the m  for a  m om e nt with la rge , a stonishe d e ye s, the n re turne d to the ir a m use m e nts a m on g th e  le a ve s .

"You a ll re m e m be r," sa id the  Controlle r, in his strong de e p voice , "you a ll re m e m be r, I suppose , tha t be a utiful a nd inspire d sa ying of Our Ford's:  History is bunk. History," he  re pe a te d slowly, "is bunk."

He  wa ve d his ha nd;  a nd it wa s a s though, with a n invisible  fe a the r wisk, he  ha d brushe d a wa y a  little  dust, a nd the  dust wa s Ha ra ppa , wa s Ur of the  Cha lde e s;  som e  spide r-we bs, a nd the y we re  The be s a nd Ba bylon a nd Cnossos a nd Myce na e . Whisk. Whisk–a nd whe re  wa s Odysse us, whe re  wa s Job, whe re  we re  Jupite r a nd Rom e , Je rusa le m  a nd the  Middle  Kingdom –a ll we re  gone . Whisk–the  pla ce  whe re  Gota m a  a nd Je sus? Whisk–a nd those  spe cks of a ntique  dirt ca lle d Athe ns a nd Ita ly ha d be e n wa s e m pty. Whisk, the  ca the dra ls;  whisk, whisk, King Le a r a nd the  Thoughts of Pa sca l. Whisk, Pa ssion;  whisk, Re quie m ;  whisk, Sym phony;  whisk …



"Going to the  Fe e lie s this e ve ning, He nry?" e nquire d the  Assista nt Pre de stina tor. "I he a r the  ne w one  a t the  Alha m bra  is first-ra te . The re 's a  love  sce ne  on a  be a rskin rug;  the y sa y it's m a rve llous. Eve ry ha ir of the  be a r re produce d. The  m ost a m a zing ta ctua l effects."



"Tha t's why you're ta ught no history," the Controller wa s sa ying. "But now the tim e 

ha s com e  …"



The  D.H.C. looke d a t him  ne rvously. The re  we re  those  stra nge  rum ours of old forbidde n books hidde n in a  sa fe  in the  Controlle r's study. Bible s, poe try–Ford kne w what.



Musta pha  Mond inte rce pte d his a nxious gla nce  a nd the  corne rs of his re d lips twitched ironically.

"It's a ll right, Director," he sa id in a  tone of fa int derision, "I won't corrupt them ."

The D.H.C. wa s overwhelm ed with confusion.



Be rna rd Ma rx's fa ce  wa s conte m ptuous. Eve ry ha ir on the  be a r inde e d!Those  who fe e l the m se lve s de spise d do we ll to look de spising. The  sm ile  on 

"I sha ll m a ke  a  point of going," sa id He nry Foste r.

Musta pha  Mond le a ne d forwa rd, shook a  finge r a t the m . "Just try to re a lize  it," he  sa id, a nd his voice  se nt a  stra nge  thrill quive ring a long the ir dia phra gm s. "Try to re a lize  wha t it wa s like  to ha ve  a  vivipa rous m othe r."

Tha t sm utty word a ga in. But none  of the m  dre a m e d, this tim e , of sm iling.



"Try to im a gine wha t 'living with one's fa m ily' m ea nt."

The y trie d;  but obviously without the  sm a lle st succe ss.

"And do you know wha t a  'hom e ' wa s?"

The y shook the ir he a ds.



From  he r dim  crim son ce lla r Le nina  Crowne  shot up se ve nte e n storie s, turne d to the  right a s she  ste ppe d out of the  lift, wa lke d down a  long corridor a nd, ope ning the  door m a rke d GIRLS' DRESSING-ROOM, plunge d into a  de a fe ning cha os of a rm s a nd bosom s a nd unde rclothing. Torre nts of hot wa te r we re  spla shing into or gurgling out of a  hundre d ba ths. Rum bling a nd hissing, e ighty vibro-va cuum  m a ssa ge  m a chine s we re  sim ulta ne ously kne a ding a nd sucking the  firm  a nd sunburnt fle sh of e ighty Music m a chine  wa s wa rbling out a  supe r-corne t solo.supe rb fe m a le  spe cim e ns. Eve ry one  wa s ta lking a t the  top of he r voice . A Synthe tic 

"Hullo, Fa nny," sa id Le nina  to the  young wom a n who ha d the  pe gs a nd locke r ne xt 

to he rs.



Fa nny worke d in the  Bottling Room , a nd he r surna m e  wa s a lso Crowne . But a s the  two thousa nd m illion inha bita nts of the  pla nt ha d only te n thousa nd na m e s be twe e n them , the coincidence wa s not pa rticula rly surprising.

Lenina  pulled a t her zippers-downwa rds on the ja cket, downwa rds with a  double -ha nde d ge sture  a t the  two tha t he ld trouse rs, downwa rds a ga in to loose n he r unde rga rm e nt. Still we a ring he r shoe s a nd stockings, she  wa lke d off towa rds the  ba throom s.



Hom e , hom e –a  fe w sm a ll room s, stiflingly ove r-inha bite d by a  m a n, by a  pe riodica lly te e m ing wom a n, by a  ra bble  of boys a nd girls of a ll a ge s. No a ir, no spa ce ;  a n unde rste rilize d prison;  da rkne ss, dise a se , a nd sm e lls.

(The  Controlle r's e voca tion wa s so vivid tha t one  of the  boys, m ore  se nsitive  tha n the  re st, turne d pa le  a t the  m e re  de scription a nd wa s on the  point of be ing sick.)



Le nina  got out of the  ba th, towe le d he rse lf dry, took hold of a  long fle xible  tube  plugge d into the  wa ll, pre se nte d the  nozzle  to he r bre a st, a s though she  m e a nt to com m it suicide , pre sse d down the  trigge r. A bla st of wa rm e d a ir duste d he r with the  fine st ta lcum  powde r. Eight diffe re nt sce nts a nd e a u-de -Cologne  we re  la id on in little  ta ps ove r the  wa sh-ba sin. She  turne d on the  third from  the  le ft, da bbe d he rse lf with chypre  a nd, ca rrying he r shoe s a nd stockings in he r ha nd, we nt out to se e  if one  of the  vibro-va cuum  m a chine s we re  fre e .



And hom e  wa s a s squa lid psychica lly a s physica lly. Psychica lly, it wa s a  ra bbit hole , a  m idde n, hot with the  frictions of tightly pa cke d life , re e king with e m otion. Wha t suffoca ting intim a cie s, wha t da nge rous, insa ne , obsce ne  re la tionships be twe e n the  m e m be rs of the  fa m ily group! Ma nia ca lly, the  m othe r broode d ove r he r childre n (herchildre n) … broode d ove r the m  like  a  ca t ove r its kitte ns;  but a  ca t tha t could ta lk, a  ca t tha t could sa y, "My ba by, m y ba by," ove r a nd ove r a ga in. "My ba by, a nd oh, oh, a t m y bre a st, the  little  ha nds, the  hunge r, a nd tha t unspe a ka ble  a gonizing ple a sure ! Till a t la st m y ba by sle e ps, m y ba by sle e ps with a  bubble  of white  m ilk a t the  corne r of his m outh. My little  ba by sle e ps …"

"Ye s," sa id Musta pha  Mond, nodding his he a d, "you m a y we ll shudde r."



"Who a re  you going out with to-night?" Le nina  a ske d, re turning from  the  vibro-va c 

like  a  pe a rl illum ina te d from  within, pinkly glowing.

"Nobody."


Le nina  ra ise d he r e ye brows in a stonishm e nt.

"I've  be e n fe e ling ra the r out of sorts la te ly," Fa nny e xpla ine d. "Dr. We lls a dvise d 

m e  to ha ve  a  Pre gna ncy Substitute ."

"But, m y de a r, you're  only nine te e n. The  first Pre gna ncy Substitute  isn't com pulsory 

till twenty-one."

"I know, de a r. But som e  pe ople  a re  be tte r if the y be gin e a rlie r. Dr. We lls told m e  tha t brune tte s with wide  pe lvise s, like  m e , ought to ha ve  the ir first Pre gna ncy Substitute  a t se ve nte e n. So I'm  re a lly two ye a rs la te , not two ye a rs e a rly." She  ope ne d the  door of he r locke r a nd pointe d to the  row of boxe s a nd la be lle d phia ls on the  uppe r she lf.

"SYRUP OF CORPUS LUTEUM," Le nina  re a d the  na m e s a loud. "OVARIN, GUARANTEED FRESH:  NOT TO BE USED AFTER AUGUST 1ST, A.F. 632. MAMMARY GLAND EXTRACT:  TO BE TAKEN THREE TIMES DAILY, BEFORE MEALS, WITH A LITTLE WATER. PLACENTIN:  5cc TO BE INJECTED INTRAVENALLY EVERY THIRD DAY … Ugh!" Le nina  shudde re d. "How I loa the  intra ve na ls, don't you?"

"Ye s. But whe n the y do one  good …" Fa nny wa s a  pa rticula rly se nsible  girl.



Our Ford–or Our Fre ud, a s, for som e  inscruta ble  re a son, he  chose  to ca ll him se lf whe ne ve r he  spoke  of psychologica l m a tte rs–Our Fre ud ha d be e n the  first to re ve a l the  a ppa lling da nge rs of fa m ily life . The  world wa s full of fa the rs–wa s the re fore  full of m ise ry;  full of m othe rs–the re fore  of e ve ry kind of pe rve rsion from  sa dism  to cha stity;  full of brothe rs, siste rs, uncle s, a unts–full of m a dne ss a nd suicide .

"And ye t, a m ong the  sa va ge s of Sa m oa , in ce rta in isla nds off the  coa st of Ne w 

Guine a  …"



The  tropica l sunshine  la y like  wa rm  hone y on the  na ke d bodie s of childre n tum bling prom iscuously a m ong the  hibiscus blossom s. Hom e  wa s in a ny one  of twe nty pa lm -tha tche d house s. In the  Trobria nds conce ption wa s the  work of a nce stra l ghosts;  nobody ha d e ve r he a rd of a  fa the r.



"Extre m e s," sa id the  Controlle r, "m e e t. For the  good re a son tha t the y we re  m a de  to 

m e e t."

"Dr. We lls sa ys tha t a  thre e  m onths' Pre gna ncy Substitute  now will m a ke  a ll the  

diffe re nce  to m y he a lth for the  ne xt thre e  or four ye a rs."

"We ll, I hope  he 's right," sa id Le nina . "But, Fa nny, do you re a lly m e a n to sa y tha t 

for the  ne xt thre e  m oa ths you're  not suppose d to …"

"Oh no, de a r. Only for a  we e k or two, tha t's a ll. I sha ll spe nd the  e ve ning a t the  

Club pla ying Musica l Bridge . I suppose  you're  going out?"

Le n in a  n odde d.



"Who with?"



"Henry Foster."

"Aga in?" Fa nny's kind, ra the r m oon-like  fa ce  took on a n incongruous e xpre ssion of pa ine d a nd disa pproving a stonishm e nt. "Do you m e a n to te ll m e  you're  still going out with Henry Foster?"



Mothe rs a nd fa the rs, brothe rs a nd siste rs. But the re  we re  a lso husba nds, wive s, love rs. The re  we re  a lso m onoga m y a nd rom a nce .


"Though you proba bly don't know wha t those  a re ," sa id Musta pha  Mond.

The y shook the ir he a ds.

Fa m ily, m onoga m y, rom a nce . Eve rywhe re  e xclusive ne ss, a  na rrow cha nne lling of im pulse  a nd e ne rgy.

"But e ve ry one  be longs to e ve ry one  e lse ," he  conclude d, citing the  hypnopæ dic 

proverb.

The  stude nts nodde d, e m pha tica lly a gre e ing with a  sta te m e nt which upwa rds of sixty-two thousa nd re pe titions in the  da rk ha d m a de  the m  a cce pt, not m e re ly a s true , but a s a xiom a tic, se lf-e vide nt, utte rly indisputa ble .



be e n ha ving He nry.""But a fte r a ll," Le nina  wa s prote sting, "it's only a bout four m onths now since  I've  

"Only four m onths! I like  tha t. And wha t's m ore ," Fa nny we nt on, pointing a n 

a ccusing finge r, "the re 's be e n nobody e lse  e xce pt He nry a ll tha t tim e . Ha s the re ?"

Le nina  blushe d sca rle t;  but he r e ye s, the  tone  of he r voice  re m a ine d de fia nt. "No, the re  ha sn't be e n a ny one  e lse ," she  a nswe re d a lm ost trucue ntly. "And I jolly we ll don't se e  why the re  should ha ve  be e n."

"Oh, she  jolly we ll doe sn't se e  why the re  should ha ve  be e n," Fa nny re pe a te d, a s though to a n invisible  liste ne r be hind Le nina 's le ft shoulde r. The n, with a  sudde n cha nge  of tone , "But se riously," she  sa id, "I re a lly do think you ought to be  ca re ful. It's such horribly ba d form  to go on a nd on like  this with one  m a n. At forty, or thirty-five, it wouldrl't be so bad. But at your a ge, Lenina ! No, it rea lly won't do. And you know how strongly the D.H.C. objects to a nything intense or long-dra wn. Four m onths of He nry Foste r, without ha ving a nothe r m a n–why, he 'd be  furious if he  knew …"



"Think of wa te r unde r pre ssure  in a  pipe ." The y thought of it. "I pie rce  it once ," sa id 

the  Controlle r. "Wha t a  je t!"

He pierced it twenty tim es. There were twenty piddling little founta ins.

"My ba by. My ba by …!"

"Mothe r!" The  m a dne ss is infe ctious.



"My love , m y one  a nd only, pre cious, pre cious …"

Mothe r, m onoga m y, rom a nce . High spurts the  founta in;  fie rce  a nd foa m y the  wild je t. The  urge  ha s but a  single  outle t. My love , m y ba by. No wonde r the se  poor pre -m ode rns we re  m a d a nd wicke d a nd m ise ra ble . The ir world didn't a llow the m  to ta ke  things e a sily, didn't a llow the m  to be  sa ne , virtuous, ha ppy. Wha t with m othe rs and lovers, what with the prohibitions they were not conditioned to obey, what with the  te m pta tions a nd the  lone ly re m orse s, wha t with a ll the  dise a se s a nd the  e ndle ss isola ting pa in, wha t with the uncerta inties a nd the poverty–they were forced to feel strongly. And feeling strongly (a nd strongly, wha t wa s m ore, in solitude, in hope le ssly individua l isola tion), how could the y be  sta ble ?



"Of course  the re 's no ne e d to give  him  up. Ha ve  som e body e lse  from  tim e  to tim e , 

tha t's a ll. He  ha s othe r girls, doe sn't he ?"

Le nina  a dm itte d it.

"Of course  he  doe s. Trust He nry Foste r to be  the  pe rfe ct ge ntle m a n–a lwa ys corre ct. 

And then there's the Director to think of. You know wha t a  stickler …"


Nodding, "He  pa tte d m e  on the  be hind this a fte rnoon," sa id Le nina .

"The re , you se e !" Fa nny wa s trium pha nt. "Tha t shows wha t he sta nds for. The  

strictest conventionality."



"Stability," said the Controller, "stability. No civilization without social stability. No socia l sta bility without individua l sta bility." His voice wa s a  trum pet. Listening they felt larger, warm er.

The  m a chine  turns, turns a nd m ust ke e p on turning–for e ve r. It is de a th if it sta nds still. A thousa nd m illions scra bble d the  crust of the  e a rth. The  whe e ls be ga n to turn. In a  hundre d a nd fifty ye a rs the re  we re  two thousa nd m illions. Stop a ll the  whe e ls. In a  hundre d a nd fifty we e ks the re  a re  once  m ore  only a  thousa nd m illions;  a  thousa nd thousa nd thousa nd m e n a nd wom e n ha ve  sta rve d to de a th.



Whe e ls m ust turn ste a dily, but ca nnot turn unte nde d. The re  m ust be  m e n to te nd the m , m e n a s ste a dy a s the  whe e ls upon the ir a xle s, sa ne  m e n, obe die nt m e n, sta ble  in conte ntm e nt.

Crying:  My ba by, m y m othe r, m y only, only love  groa ning:  My sin, m y te rrible  God;  scre a m ing with pa in,m utte ring with fe ve r, be m oa ning old a ge  a nd pove rty–how ca n the y te nd the  whe e ls? And if the y ca nnot te nd the  whe e ls … The  corpse s of a  thousa nd thousa nd thousa nd m e n a nd wom e n would be  ha rd to bury or burn.



"And a fte r a ll," Fa nny's tone  wa s coa xing, "it's not a s though the re  we re  a nything 

pa inful or disa gre e a ble  a bout ha ving one  or two m e n be side s He nry. And se e ing tha t you ought to be  a  little  m ore  prom iscuous …"



"Sta bility," insiste d the  Controlle r, "sta bility. The  prim a l a nd the  ultim a te  ne e d. 

Sta bility. Hence a ll this."

With a  wa ve  of his ha nd he  indica te d the  ga rde ns, the  huge  building of the  Conditioning Ce ntre , the  na ke d childre n furtive  in the  unde rgrowth or running a cross the lawns.

Le nina  shook he r he a d. "Som e how," she  m use d, "I ha dn't be e n fe e ling ve ry ke e n on prom iscuity la te ly. The re  a re  tim e s whe n one  doe sn't. Ha ve n't you found tha t too, Fa nny?"

Fa nny nodde d he r sym pa thy a nd unde rsta nding. "But one 's got to m a ke  the  e ffort," she  sa id, se nte ntiously, "one 's got to pla y the  ga m e . Afte r a ll, e ve ry one  be longs to e ve ry one  e lse ."



"Ye s, e ve ry one  be longs to e ve ry one  e lse ," Le nina  re pe a te d slowly a nd, sighing, wa s sile nt for a  m om e nt;  the n, ta king Fa nny's ha nd, ga ve  it a  little  sque e ze . "You're  quite  right, Fa nny. As usua l. I'll m a ke  the  e ffort."



Im pulse  a rre ste d spills ove r, a nd the  flood is fe e ling, the  flood is pa ssion, the  flood is e ve n m a dne ss:  it de pe nds on the  force  of the  curre nt, the  he ight a nd stre ngth of the  ba rrie r. The  unche cke d stre a m  flows sm oothly down its a ppointe d cha nne ls into a  ca lm  we ll-be ing. (The  e m bryo is hungry;  da y in, da y out, the  blood-surroga te  pum p unce a singly turns its e ight hundre d re volutions a  m inute . The  de ca nte d infa nt howls;  a t once  a  nurse  a ppe a rs with a  bottle  of e xte rna l se cre tion. Fe e ling lurks in tha t inte rva l of tim e  be twe e n de sire  a nd its consum m a tion. Shorte n tha t inte rva l, bre a k down a ll those  old unne ce ssa ry ba rrie rs.

"Fortuna te  boys!" sa id the  Controlle r. "No pa ins ha ve  be e n spa re d to m a ke  your live s e m otiona lly e a sy–to pre se rve  you, so fa r a s tha t is possible , from  ha ving e m otions a t a ll."


"Ford's in his flivver," m urm ured the D.H.C. "All's well with the world."



"Le nina  Crowne ?" sa id He nry Foste r, e choing the  Assista nt Pre de stina tor's que stion a s he  zippe d up his trouse rs. "Oh, she 's a  sple ndid girl. Wonde rfully pne um a tic. I'm  surprise d you ha ve n't ha d he r."

"I ca n't think how it is I ha ven't," sa id the Assista nt Predestina tor. "I certa inly will. At 

the first opportunity."

From  his pla ce  on the  opposite  side  of the  cha nging-room  a isle , Be rna rd Ma rx ove rhe a rd wha t the y we re  sa ying a nd turne d pa le .



"And to te ll the  truth," sa id Le nina , "I'm  be ginning to ge t just a  tiny bit bore d with 

nothing but He nry e ve ry da y." She  pulle d on he r le ft stocking. "Do you know Be rna rd Ma rx?" she  a ske d in a  tone  whose  e xce ssive  ca sua lne ss wa s e vide ntly force d.



Fa nny looke d sta rtle d. "You don't m e a n to sa y …?"

"Why not? Be rna rd's a n Alpha  Plus. Be side s, he  a ske d m e  to go to one  of the  

Sa va ge  Re se rva tions with him . I've  a lwa ys wa nte d to se e  a  Sa va ge  Re se rva tion."

"But his re puta tion?"

"Wha t do I ca re  a bout his re puta tion?"

"The y sa y he  doe sn't like  Obsta cle  Golf."

"The y sa y, the y sa y," m ocke d Le nina .



Fa nny's voice ."And the n he  spe nds m ost of his tim e  by him se lf–a lone ." The re  wa s horror in 

"We ll, he  won't be  a lone  whe n he 's with m e . And a nyhow, why a re  pe ople  so be a stly to him ? I think he 's ra the r swe e t." She  sm ile d to he rse lf;  how a bsurdly shy he  ha d be e n! Frighte ne d a lm ost–a s though she  we re  a  World ControUe r a nd he  a  Ga m m a -Minus m a chine  m inde r.



"Conside r your own live s," sa id Musta pha  Mond. "Ha s a ny of you e ve r e ncounte re d 

a n insurm ounta ble  obsta cle ?"



The  que stion wa s a nswe re d by a  ne ga tive  sile nce .

"Ha s a ny of you be e n com pe lle d to live  through a  long tim e -inte rva l be twe e n the  

consciousne ss of a  de sire  a nd its fufilm e nt?"



"We ll," be ga n one  of the  boys, a nd he sita te d.

"Spe a k up," sa id the  D.H.C. "Don't ke e p his fordship wa iting."

"I once  ha d to wa it ne a rly four we e ks be fore  a  girl I wa nte d woud le t m e  ha ve  he r."

"And you fe lt a  strong e m otion in conse que nce ?"

"Horrible!"



"Horrible ;  pre cise ly," sa id the  Controlle r. "Our a nce stors we re  so stupid a nd short-sighte d tha t whe n the  first re form e rs ca m e  a long a nd offe re d to de live r the m  from  those  horrible  e m otions, the y woudn't ha ve  a nything to do with the m ."


"Ta lking a bout he r a s though she  we re  a  bit of m e a t." Be rna rd ground his te e th. "Ha ve  he r he re , ha ve  he r the re ." Like  m utton. De gra ding he r to so m uch m utton. She  sa id she 'd think it ove r, she  sa id she 'd give  m e  a n a nswe r this we e k. Oh, Ford, Ford, Ford." He  would ha ve  like d to go up to the m  a nd hit the m  in the  fa ce –ha rd, a ga in  a n d a ga in .

"Ye s, I re a lly do a dvise  you to try he r," He nry Foste r wa s sa ying.



"Ta ke  Ectoge ne sis. Pfitzne r a nd Ka wa guchi ha d got the  whole  te chnique  worke d out. But would the  Gove rnm e nts look a t it? No. The re  wa s som e thing ca lle d Christia nity. Wom e n we re  force d to go on be ing vivipa rous."



"He 's so ugly!" sa id Fa nny.

"But I ra the r like  his looks."



"And the n so sm all." Fa nny m a de  a  grim a ce ;  sm a llne ss wa s so horribly a nd typica lly 

low-caste.



"I think tha t's ra the r swe e t," sa id Le nina . "One  fe e ls one  would like  to pe t him . You 

know. Like  a  ca t."

Fa nny wa s shocke d. "The y sa y som e body m a de  a  m ista ke  whe n he  wa s still in the  bottle –thought he  wa s a  Ga m m a  a nd put a lcohol into his blood-surroga te . Tha t's why he 's so stunte d."



"Wha t nonse nse !" Le nina  wa s indigna nt.



"Sle e p te a ching wa s a ctua lly prohibite d in Engla nd. The re  wa s som e thing ca lle d libe ra lism . Pa rlia m e nt, if you know wha t tha t wa s, pa sse d a  la w a ga inst it. The  re cords survive . Spe e che s a bout libe rty of the  subje ct. Libe rty to be  ine fficie nt a nd m ise ra ble . Fre e dom  to be  a  round pe g in a  squa re  hole ."



"But, m y de a r cha p, you're  we lcom e , I a ssure  you. You're  we lcom e ." He nry Foste r pa tte d the  Assista nt Pre de stina tor on the  shoulde r. "Eve ry one  be longs to e ve ry one  e lse , a fte r a ll."

One  hundre d re pe titions thre e  nights a  we e k for four ye a rs, thought Be rna rd Ma rx, who wa s a  spe cia list on hypnopæ dia . Sixty-two thousa nd four hundre d re pe titions m a ke  one  truth. Idiots!



"Or the  Ca ste  Syste m . Consta ntly propose d, consta ntly re je cte d. The re  wa s 

som e thing ca lle d de m ocra cy. As though m e n we re  m ore  tha n physico-che m ica lly e qua l."



"We ll, a ll I ca n sa y is tha t I'm  going to a cce pt his invita tion."



Berna rd ha ted them , ha ted them . But they were two, they were la rge, they were strong.



"The  Nine  Ye a rs' Wa r be ga n in A.F. 141."



"Not even if it were true  a bout the  a lcohol in his blood-surroga te ."


"Phosge ne , chloropicrin, e thyl iodoa ce ta te , diphe nylcya na rsine , trichlorm e thyl, 

chloroform a te, dichlorethyl sulphide. Not to m ention hydrocya nic a cid."



"Which I sim ply don't be lie ve ," Le nina  conclude d.



"The  noise  of fourte e n thousa nd a e ropla ne s a dva ncing in ope n orde r. But in the  Kurfurste nda m m  a nd the  Eighth Arrondisse m e nt, the  e xplosion of the  a nthra x bom bs is ha rdly loude r tha n the  popping of a  pa pe r ba g."



"Be ca use  I do wa nt to se e  a  Sa va ge  Re se rva tion."



Ch3C6H2(NO2)3+ Hg(CNO)2= we ll, wha t? An e norm ous hole  in the  ground, a  pile  of m a sonry, som e  bits of fle sh a nd m ucus, a  foot, with the  boot still on it, flying through the  a ir a nd la nding, flop, in the  m iddle  of the  ge ra nium s–the  sca rle t one s;  such a  sple ndid show tha t sum m e r!



"You're  hope le ss, Le nina , I give  you up."



"The  Russia n te chnique  for infe cting wa te r supplie s wa s pa rticula rly inge nious."



Ba ck turne d to ba ck, Fa nny a nd Le nina  continue d the ir cha nging in sile nce .



"The  Nine  Ye a rs' Wa r, the  gre a t Econom ic Colla pse . The re  wa s a  choice  be twe e n 

World Control a nd destruction. Between sta bility a nd …"



"Fa nny Crowne 's a  nice  girl too," sa id the  Assista nt Pre de stm a tor.



In the  nurse rie s, the  Ele m e nta ry Cla ss Consciousne ss le sson wa s ove r, the  voice s we re  a da pting future  de m a nd to future  industria l supply. "I do love  flying," the y whispe re d, "I do love  flying, I do love  ha ving ne w clothe s, I do love  …"



"Libe ra lism , of course , wa s de a d of a nthra x, but a ll the  sa m e  you couldn't do things 

by force."



"Not ne a rly so pne um a tic a s Le nina . Oh, not ne a rly."



"But old clothes a re bea stly," continued the untiring whisper. "We a lwa ys throw a wa y old clothe s. Ending is be tte r tha n m e nding, e nding is be tte r tha st m e nding, e nding is better …"



"Gove rnm e nt's a n a ffa ir of sitting, not hitting. You rule  with the  bra ins a nd the  buttocks, never with the fists. For exa m ple, there wa s the conscription of consum ption."



"The re , I'm  re a dy," sa id Le nina , but Fa nny re m a ine d spe e chle ss a nd a ve rte d. "Le t's 

m a ke  pe a ce , Fa nny da rling."



"Eve ry m a n, wom a n a nd child com pe lle d to consum e  so m uch a  ye a r. In the  


inte re sts of industry. The  sole  re sult …"



"Ending is be tte r tha n m e nding. The  m ore  stitche s, the  le ss riche s;  the  m ore  

stitches …"



"One  of the se  da ys," sa id Fa nny, with dism a l e m pha sis, "you'll ge t into trouble ."



"Conscie ntious obje ction on a n e norm ous sca le . Anything not to consum e . Ba ck to 

na ture ."



"I do love  flying. I do love  flying."



"Ba ck to culture . Ye s, a ctua lly to culture . You ca n't consum e  m uch if you sit still a nd 

re a d books ."



"Do I look a ll right?" Le nina  a ske d. He r ja cke t wa s m a de  of bottle  gre e n a ce ta te  

cloth with green viscose fur;  a t the cuffs a nd colla r.



"Eight hundre d Sim ple  Life rs we re  m owe d down by m a chine  guns a t Golde rs Gre e n."



"Ending is be tte r tha n m e nding, e nding is be tte r tha n m e nding."



Green corduroy shorts a nd white viscose-woollen stockings turned down below the kn e e .



"The n ca m e  the  fa m ous British Muse um  Ma ssa cre . Two thousa nd culture  fa ns 

ga sse d with dichlore thyl sulphide ."



A gre e n-a nd-white  jocke y ca p sha de d Le nina 's e ye s;  he r shoe s we re  bright gre e n a nd highly polishe d.



"In the  e nd," sa id Musta pha  Mond, "the  Controlle rs re a lize d tha t force  wa s no good. The  slowe r but infinite ly sure r m e thods of e ctoge ne sis, ne o-Pa vlovia n conditioning a nd hypnopæ dia  …"



And round he r wa ist she  wore  a  silve r-m ounte d gre e n m orocco-surroga te  ca rtridge  be lt, bulging (for Le nina  wa s not a  fre e m a rtin) with the  re gula tion supply of contraceptives.



"The  discove rie s of Pfitzne r a nd Ka wa guchi we re  a t la st m a de  use  of. An inte nsive  

propa ga nda  a ga inst vivipa rous re production …"



long. "And wha t a  perfectly "Pe rfe ct!" crie d Fa nny e nthusia stica lly. She  could ne ve r re sist Le nina 's cha rm  for sweet Ma lthusia n be lt!"



"Accom pa nie d by a  ca m pa ign a ga inst the  Pa st;  by the  closing of m use um s, the  blowing up of historica l m onum e nts (luckily m ost of the m  ha d a lre a dy be e n de stroye d during the  Nine  Ye a rs' Wa r);  by the  suppre ssion of a ll books publishe d 


be fore  A.F. 15O.''



"I sim ply m ust ge t one  like  it," sa id Fa nny.



"The re  we re  som e  things ca lle d the  pyra m ids, for e xa m ple .



"My old bla ck-pa te nt ba ndolie r …"



"And a  m a n ca lle d Sha ke spe a re . You've  ne ve r he a rd of the m  of course ."



"It's a n a bsolute  disgra ce –tha t ba ndolie r of m ine ."



"Such a re  the  a dva nta ge s of a  re a lly scie ntific e duca tion."



"The  m ore  stitche s the  le ss riche s;  the  m ore  stitche s the  le ss …"



"The  introduction of Our Ford's first T-Mode l …"



"I've  ha d it ne a rly thre e  m onths."



"Chose n a s the  ope ning da te  of the  ne w e ra ."



"Ending is be tte r tha n m e nding;  e nding is be tte r …"



"The re  wa s a  thing, a s I've  sa id be fore , ca lle d Christia nity."



"Ending is be tte r tha n m e nding."



"The  e thics a nd philosophy of unde r-consum ption …"



"I love new clothes, I love new clothes, I love …"



"So e sse ntia l whe n the re  wa s unde r-production;  but in a n a ge  of m a chine s a nd the  

fixa tion of nitroge n–positive ly a  crim e  a ga inst socie ty."



"He nry Foste r ga ve  it m e ."



"All crosse s ha d the ir tops cut a nd be ca m e  T's. The re  wa s a lso a  thing ca lle d God."



"It's re a l m orocco-surroga te ."



"We  ha ve  the  World Sta te  now. And Ford's Da y ce le bra tions, a nd Com m unity Sings, 

and Solidarity Services."


"Ford, how I ha te  the m !" Be rna rd Ma rx wa s thinking.



"The re  wa s a  thing ca lle d He a ve n;  but a ll the  sa m e  the y use d to drink e norm ous 

qua ntitie s of a lcohol."



"Like  m e a t, like  so m uch m e a t."



"The re  wa s a  thing ca lle d the  soul a nd a  thing ca lle d im m orta lity."



"Do a sk He nry whe re  he  got it."



"But the y use d to ta ke  m orphia  a nd coca ine ."



"And wha t m a ke s it worse , she  tla inks of he rse lf a s m e a t."



"Two thousa nd pha rm a cologists a nd bio-che m ists we re  subsidize d in A.P. 178."



"He  doe s look glum ," sa id the  Assista nt Pre de stina tor, pointing a t Be rna rd Ma rx.



"Six ye a rs la te r it wa s be ing produce d com m e rcia lly. The  pe rfe ct drug."



"Le t's ba it him ."



"Euphoric, narcotic, pleasantly hallucinant."



"Glum , Ma rx, glum ." The  cla p on the  shoulde r m a de  him  sta rt, look up. It wa s tha t 

brute  He nry Foste r. "Wha t you ne e d is a  gra m m e  of som a."



"All the  a dva nta ge s of Christia nity a nd a lcohol;  none  of the ir de fe cts."



"Ford, I should like  to kill him !" But a ll he  did wa s to sa y, "No, tha nk you," a nd fe nd 

off the  proffe re d tube  of ta ble ts.



"Ta ke  a  holida y from  re a lity whe ne ve r you like , a nd com e  ba ck without so m uch a s 

a  he a da che  or a  m ythology."



"Ta ke  it," insiste d He nry Foste r, "ta ke  it."



"Stability was practically assured."



"One  cubic ce ntim e tre  cure s te n gloom y se ntim e nts," sa id the  Assista nt 

Pre de stina tor citing a  pie ce  of hom e ly hypnopæ dic wisdom .



"It only re m a ine d to conque r old a ge ."


"Da m n you, da m n you!" shoute d Be rna rd Ma rx.

"Hoity-toity."



"Gona da l horm one s, tra nsfusion of young blood, m a gne sium  sa lts …"



"And do re m e m be r tha t a  gra m m e  is be tte r tha n a  da m n." The y we nt out, la ughing.



"All the  physiologica l stigm a ta  of old a ge  ha ve  be e n a bolishe d. And a long with 

the m , of course  …"



"Don't forge t to a sk him  a bout tha t Ma lthusia n be lt," sa id Fa nny.



"Along with the m  a ll the  old m a n's m e nta l pe culia ritie s. Cha ra cte rs re m a in consta nt 

throughout a  whole  life tim e ."



"… two rounds of Obsta cle  Golf to ge t through be fore  da rk. I m ust fly."



"Work, pla y–a t sixty our powe rs a nd ta ste s a re  wha t the y we re  a t se ve nte e n. Old m e n in the  ba d old da ys use d to re nounce , re tire , ta ke  to re ligion, spe nd the ir tim e  re a ding, thinking–thinking!"



"Idiots, swine!" Berna rd Ma rx wa s sa ying to him self, a s he wa lked down the corridor 

to the lift.



"Now–such is progre ss–the  old m e n work, the  old m e n copula te , the  old m e n ha ve  no tim e , no le isure  from  ple a sure , not a  m om e nt to sit down a nd think–or if e ve r by som e  unlucky cha nce  such a  cre vice  of tim e  shoud ya wn in the  solid substa nce  of their distractions, there is always som a, de licious som a, ha lf a  gra m m e  for a  ha lf-holida y, a  gra m m e  for a  we e k-e nd, two gra m m e s for a  trip to the  gorge ous Ea st, thre e  for a  da rk e te rnity on the  m oon;  re turning whe nce  the y find the m se lve s on the  othe r side  of the  cre vice , sa fe  on the  solid ground of da ily la bour a nd distra ction, sca m pe ring from  fe e ly to fe e ly, from  girl to pne um a tic girl, from  Electrom a gnetic Golf course to …"



"Go a wa y, little girl," shouted the D.H.C. a ngrily. "Go a wa y, little boy! Ca n't you see 

tha t his fordship's busy? Go a nd do your e rotic pla y som e whe re  e lse ."

"Suffer little children," sa id the Controller.



Slowly, m a je stica lly, with a  fa int hum m ing of m a chine ry, the  Conve yors m ove d forwa rd, thirty-thre e  ce ntim te rs a n hour. In the  re d da rkne ss glinte d innum e ra ble  rubie s.



Chapte r Four

THE LIFT wa s crowde d with m e n from  the  Alpha  Cha nging Room s, a nd Le nina 's e ntry wa rs gre e te d by m a ny frie ndly nods a nd sm ile s. She  wa s a  popula r girl a nd, a t one  tim e  or a nothe r, ha d spe nt a  night with a lm ost a ll of the m .

The y we re  de a r boys, she  thought, a s she  re turne d the ir sa luta tions. Cha rm ing 


boys! Still, she  did wish tha t Ge orge  Edze l's e a rs we re n't quite  so big (pe rha ps he 'd be e n give n just a  spot too m uch pa ra thyroid a t Me tre  328?). And looking a t Be nito Hoove r, she  couldn't he lp re m e m be ring tha t he  wa s re a lly too ha iry whe n he  took his clothe s off.

Turning, with e ye s a  little  sa dde ne d by the  re colle ction, of Be nito's curly bla ckne ss, she  sa w in a  corne r the  sm a ll thin body, the  m e la ncholy fa ce  of Be rna rd Ma rx.

"Be rna rd!" she  ste ppe d up to him . "I wa s looking for you." He r voice  ra ng cle a r a bove  the  hum  of the  m ounting lift. The  othe rs looke d round curiously. "I wa nte d to ta lk to you a bout our Ne w Me xico pla n." Out of the  ta il of he r e ye  she  could se e  Be nito Hoove r ga ping with a stonishm e nt. The  ga pe  a nnoye d he r. "Surprise d I shouldn't be  be gging to go with himm ore  wa rm ly tha n e ve r, "I'd sim ply love a ga in!" she  sa id to he rse lf. The n a loud, a nd  to com e  with you for a  we e k in July," she  went on. (Anyhow, she wa s publicly proving her unfa ithfulness to Henry. Fa nny ought to be  ple a se d, e ve n though it wa s Be rna rd.) "Tha t is," Le nina  ga ve  him  he r m ost de liciously significa nt sm ile , "if you still wa nt to ha ve  m e ."

Be rna rd's pa le  fa ce  flushe d. "Wha t on e a rth for?" she  wonde re d, a stonishe d, but a t the  sa m e  tim e  touche d by this stra nge  tribute  to he r powe r.

"Ha dn't we  be tte r ta lk a bout it som e whe re  e lse ?" he  sta m m e re d, looking horribly 

uncom forta ble .



"As though I'd be e n sa ying som e thing shocking," thought Le nina . "He  couldn't look m ore  upse t if I'd m a de  a  dirty joke –a ske d him  who his m othe r wa s, or som e thing like  tha t."

"I m e a n, with a ll the se  pe ople  a bout …" He  wa s choke d with confusion.

Le nina 's la ugh wa s fra nk a nd wholly unm a licious. "How funny you a re !" she  sa id;  a nd she  quite  ge nuine ly did think him  funny. "You'll give  m e  a t le a st a  we e k's wa rning, won't you," she  we nt on in a nothe r tone . "I suppose  we  ta ke  the  Blue  Pa cific Rocke t? Doe s it sta rt from  the  Cha ring-T Towe r? Or is it from  Ha m pste a d?"

Be fore  Be rna rd could a nswe r, the  lift ca m e  to a  sta ndstill.

"Roof!" ca lle d a  cre a king voice .

The  liftm a n wa s a  sm a ll sim ia n cre a ture , dre sse d in the  bla ck tunic of a n 

Epsilon-Minus Se m i-Moron.

"Roof!"



He  flung ope n the  ga te s. The  wa rm  glory of a fte rnoon sunlight m a de  him  sta rt a nd blink his e ye s. "Oh, roof!" he  re pe a te d in a  voice  of ra pture . He  wa s a s though sudde nly a nd joyfully a wa ke ne d from  a  da rk a nnihila ting stupor. "Roof!"

He  sm ile d up with a  kind of doggily e xpe cta nt a dora tion into the  fa ce s of his pa sse nge rs. Ta lking a nd la ughing toge the r, the y ste ppe d out into the  light. The  liftm a n looke d a fte r the m .



"Roof?" he  sa id once  m ore , que stioningly.

The n a  be ll ra ng, a nd from  the  ce iling of the  lift a  loud spe a ke r be ga n, ve ry softly a nd ye t ve ry im pe riously, to issue  its com m a nds.

"Go down," it sa id, "go down. Floor Eighteen. Go down, go down. Floor Eighteen. Go 

down, go …"



the droning twilight of the well, the twilight of his own habitual stupor.The  liftm a n sla m m e d the  ga te s, touche d a  button a nd insta ntly droppe d ba ck into 

It wa s wa rm  a nd bright on the  roof. The  sum m e r a fte rnoon wa s drowsy with the  hum  


of pa ssing he licopte rs;  a nd the  de e pe r drone  of the  rocke t-pla ne s ha ste ning, invisible , through the  bright sky five  or six m ile s ove rhe a d wa s like  a  ca re ss on the  soft a ir. Be rna rd Ma rx dre w a  de e p bre a th. He  looke d up into the  sky a nd round the  blue  horizon a nd fina lly down into Le nina 's fa ce .

"Isn't it be a utiful!" His voice  tre m ble d a  little .



She  sm ile d a t him  with a n e xpre ssion of the  m ost sym pa the tic unde rsta nding. "Sim ply perfect for Obsta cle Golf," she a nswered ra pturously. "And now I m ust fly, Be rna rd. He nry ge ts cross if I ke e p him  wa iting. Le t m e  know in good tim e  a bout the da te." And wa ving her ha nd she ra n a wa y a cross the wide fla t roof towa rds the ha nga rs. Berna rd stood wa tching the retrea ting twinkle of the white stockings, the sunburnt kne e s viva ciously be nding a nd unbe nding a ga in, a ga in, a nd the  softe r rolling of those  we ll-fitte d corduroy shorts be ne a th the  bottle  gre e n ja cke t. His fa ce  wore  a n e xpre ssion of pa in.

"I should sa y she  wa s pre tty," sa id a  loud a nd che e ry voice  just be hind him .

Be rna rd sta rte d a nd looke d a round. The  chubby re d fa ce  of Be nito Hoove r wa s be a m ing down a t him –be a m ing with m a nife st cordia lity. Be nito wa s notoriously good-na ture d. Pe ople  sa id of him  tha t he  could ha ve  got through life  without e ve r touching som a. The  m a lice  a nd ba d te m pe rs from  which othe r pe ople  ha d to ta ke  holida ys ne ve r a fflicte d him . Re a lity for Be nito wa s a lwa ys sunny.

"Pne um a tic too. And how!" The n, in a nothe r tone :  "But, I sa y," he  we nt on, "you do look glu m ! Wh a t you  n e e d is  a  gra m m e  of som a." Diving into his right-ha nd trouse r-pocke t, Be nito produce d a  phia l. "One  cubic ce ntim e tre  cure s te n gloom y … But, I sa y!"

Be rna rd ha d sudde nly turne d a nd rushe d a wa y.

Be nito sta re d a fte r him . "Wha t ca n be  the  m a tte r with the  fe llow?" he  wonde re d, a nd, sha king his he a d, de cide d tha t the  story a bout the  a lcohol ha ving be e n put into the  poor cha p's blood-surroga te  m ust be  true . "Touche d his bra in, I suppose ."

He put a wa y the som a bottle , a nd ta king out a  pa cke t of se x-horm one  che wing-gum , stuffe d a  plug into his che e k a nd wa lke d slowly a wa y towa rds the  ha nga rs, rum ina ting.

He nry Foste r ha d ha d his m a chine  whe e le d out of its lock-up a nd, whe n Le nina  a rrived, wa s a lrea dy sea ted in the cockpit, wa iting.

"Four m inute s la te ," wa s a ll his com m e nt, a s she  clim be d in be side  him . He  sta rte d the  e ngine s a nd thre w the  he licopte r scre ws into ge a r. The  m a chine  shot ve rtica lly into the  a ir. He nry a cce le ra te d;  the  hum m ing of the  prope lle r shrille d from  horne t to wa sp, from  wa sp to m osquito;  the  spe e dom e te r showe d tha t the y we re  rising a t the  be st pa rt of two kilom e tre s a  m inute . London dim inishe d be ne a th the m . The  huge  ta ble -toppe d buildings we re  no m ore , in a  fe w se conds, tha n a  be d of ge om e trica l m ushroom s sprouting from  the  gre e n of pa rk a nd ga rde n. In the  m idst of the m , thin-sta lke d, a  ta lle r, sle nde re r fungus, the  Cha ring-T Towe r lifte d towa rds the  sky a  disk of shining concre te .

Like  the  va gue  torsos of fa bulous a thle te s, huge  fle shy clouds lolle d on the  blue  a ir a bove  the ir he a ds. Out of one  of the m  sudde nly droppe d a  sm a ll sca rle t inse ct, buzzing a s it fe ll.

"The re 's the  Re d Rocke t," sa id He nry, "just com e  in from  Ne w York." Looking a t his wa tch. "Se ve n m inute s be hind tim e ," he  a dde d, a nd shook his he a d. "The se  Atla ntic se rvice s–the y're  re a lly sca nda lously unpunctua l."

He  took his foot off the  a cce le ra tor. The  hum m ing of the  scre ws ove rhe a d droppe d a n octa ve  a nd a  ha lf, ba ck through wa sp a nd horne t to bum ble  be e , to cockcha fe r, to sta g-be e tle . The  upwa rd rush of the  m a chine  sla cke ne d off;  a  m om e nt la te r the y we re  ha nging m otionle ss in the  a ir. He nry pushe d a t a  le ve r;  the re  wa s a  click. Slowly a t first, then fa ster a nd fa ster, till it wa s a  circula r m ist before their eyes, the 


prope lle r in front of the m  be ga n to re volve . The  wind of a  horizonta l spe e d whistle d e ve r m ore  shrilly in the  sta ys. He nry ke pt his e ye  on the  re volution-counte r;  whe n the  ne e dle  touche d the  twe lve  hundre d m a rk, he  thre w the  he licopte r scre ws out of ge a r. The  m a chine  ha d e nough forwa rd m om e ntum  to be  a ble  to fly on its pla ne s.

Le nina  looke d down through the  window in the  floor be twe e n he r fe e t. The y we re  flying ove r the  six kilom e tre  zone  of pa rk-la nd tha t se pa ra te d Ce ntra l London from  its first ring of sa te llite  suburbs. The  gre e n wa s m a ggoty with fore -shorte ne d life . Fore sts of Ce ntrifuga l Bum ble -puppy towe rs gle a m e d be twe e n the  tre e s. Ne a r She phe rd's Bush two thousa nd Be ta -Minus m ixe d double s we re  pla ying Rie m a nn-surfa ce  te nnis. A double  row of Esca la tor Five s Courts line d the  m a in roa d from  Notting Hill to Wille sde n. In the  Ea ling sta dium  a  De lta  gym na stic displa y a nd com m unity sing wa s in progre ss.

"Wha t a  hide ous colour kha ki is," re m a rke d Le nina , voicing the  hypnopæ dic 

pre judice s of he r ca ste .

The  buildings of the  Hounslow Fe e ly Studio cove re d se ve n a nd a  ha lf he cta re s. Ne a r the m  a  bla ck a nd kha ki a rm y of la boure rs wa s busy re vitrifying the  surfa ce  of the  ove r. The  m olte n stone  poure d out in a  stre a m  of da zzling inca nde sce nce  a cross Gre a t We st Roa d. One  of the  huge  tra ve lling crucible s wa s be ing ta ppe d a s the y fle w the  roa d, the  a sbe stos rolle rs ca m e  a nd we nt;  a t the  ta il of a n insula te d wa te ring ca rt the stea m  rose in white clouds.



At Brentford the Television Corpora tion's fa ctory wa s like a  sm a ll town.

"The y m ust be  cha nging the  shift," sa id Le nina .

Like  a phide s a nd a nts, the  le a f-gre e n Ga m m a  girls, the  bla ck Se m i-Morons swa rm e d round the  e ntra nce s, or stood in que ue s to ta ke  the ir pla ce s in the  m onora il tra m -ca rs. Mulbe rry-coloure d Be ta -Minuse s ca m e  a nd we nt a m ong the  crowd. The  roof of the  m a in building wa s a live  with the  a lighting a nd de pa rture  of helicopters.

"My word," sa id Le nina , "I'm  gla d I'm  not a  Ga m m a ."

Te n m inute s la te r the y we re  a t Stoke  Poge s a nd ha d sta rte d the ir first round of 

Obsta cle  Golf.



§  2



WITH e ye s for the  m ost pa rt downca st a nd, if e ve r the y lighte d on a  fe llow cre a ture , a t once  a nd furtive ly a ve rte d, Be rna rd ha ste ne d a cross the  roof. He  wa s like  a  m a n pursue d, but pursue d by e ne m ie s he  doe s not wish to se e , le st the y should se e m  m ore  hostile  e ve n tha n he  ha d suppose d, a nd he  him se lf be  m a de  to fe e l guiltie r a nd e ve n m ore  he lple ssly a lone .

"Tha t horrible  Be nito Hoove r!" And ye t the  m a n ha d m e a nt we ll e nough. Which only m a de  it, in a  wa y, m uch worse . Those  who m e a nt we ll be ha ve d in the  sa m e  wa y a s those  who m e a nt ba dly. Eve n Le nina  wa s m a king him  suffe r. He  re m e m be re d those  we e ks of tim id inde cision, during which he  ha d looke d a nd longe d a nd de spa ire d of e ve r ha ving the  coura ge  to a sk he r. Da re d he  fa ce  the  risk of be ing hum ilia te d by a  conte m ptuous re fusa l? But if she  we re  to sa y ye s, wha t ra pture ! We ll, now she  ha d sa id it a nd he  wa s still wre tche d–wre tche d tha t she  should ha ve  thought it such a  pe rfe ct a fte rnoon for Obsta cle  Golf, tha t she  should ha ve  trotte d a wa y to join He nry Foste r, tha t she  should ha ve  found him  funny for not wa nting to ta lk of the ir m ost priva te  a ffa irs in public. Wre tche d, in a  word, be ca use  she  ha d be ha ve d a s a ny he a lthy a nd virtuous English girl ought to be ha ve  a nd not in som e  othe r, a bnorm a l, extraordinary way.

He  ope ne d the  door of his lock-up a nd ca lle d to a  lounging couple  of De lta -Minus a tte nda nts to com e  a nd push his m a chine  out on to the  roof. The  ha nga rs we re  sta ffe d by a  single  Boka novsky Group, a nd the  m e n we re  twins, ide ntica lly sm a ll, bla ck a nd hide ous. Be rna rd ga ve  his orde rs in the  sha rp, ra the r a rroga nt a nd e ve n 


offe nsive  tone  of one  who doe s not fe e l him se lf too se cure  in his supe riority. To ha ve  de a lings with m e m be rs of the  lowe r ca ste s wa s a lwa ys, for Be rna rd, a  m ost distre ssing e xpe rie nce . For wha te ve r the  ca use  (a nd the  curre nt gossip a bout the  a lcohol in his blood-surroga te  m a y ve ry like ly–for a ccide nts will ha ppe n–ha ve  be e n true ) Be rna rd's physique  a s ha rdly be tte r tha n tha t of the  a ve ra ge  Ga m m a . He  

stood e ight ce ntim e tre s short of the  sta nda rd Alpha  he ight a nd wa s sle nde r in proportion. Conta ct with m e m be rs of he  lowe r ca ste s a lwa ys re m inde d him  pa infully of this physica l ina de qua cy. "I a m  I, a nd wish I wa sn't";  his se lf-consciousne ss wa s a cute  a nd stre ssing. Ea ch tim e  he  found him se lf looking on the  le ve l, inste a d of downwa rd, into a  Delta 's fa ce, he felt hum ilia ted. Would the crea ture trea t him  with the  re spe ct due  to his ca ste ? The  que stion ha unte d him . Not without re a son. For Ga m m a s, De lta s a nd Epsilons ha d be e n to som e  e xte nt conditione d to a ssocia te  corpore a l m a ss with socia l supe riority. Inde e d, a  fa int hypnopæ dic pre judice  in fa vour of size  wa s unive rsa l. He nce  the  la ughte r of the  wom e n to whom  he  m a de  proposa ls, the  pra ctica l joking of his e qua ls a m ong the  m e n. The  m ocke ry m a de  him  fe e l a n outside r;  a nd fe e ling a n outside r he  be ha ve d like  one , which incre a se d the  pre judice  a ga inst him  a nd inte nsifie d the  conte m pt a nd hostility a rouse d by his physica l de fe cts. Which in turn incre a se d his se nse  of be ing a lie n a nd a lone . A chronic fe a r of be ing slighte d m a de  him  a void his e qua ls, m a de  him  sta nd, whe re  his inferiors were concerned, self-consciously on his dignity. How bitterly he envied m e n like  He nry Foste r a nd Be nito Hoove r! Me n who ne ve r ha d to shout a t a n Epsilon to ge t a n orde r obe ye d;  m e n who took the ir position for gra nte d;  m e n who m ove d through the  ca ste  syste m  a s a  fish through wa te r–so utte rly a t hom e  a s to be  una wa re  e ithe r of the m se lve s or of the  be ne fice nt a nd com forta ble  e le m e nt in which the y ha d the ir be ing.



pla ne  out on the  roof.Sla ckly, it se e m e d to him , a nd with re lucta nce , the  twin a tte nda nts whe e le d his 

"Hurry up!" sa id Be rna rd irrita bly. One  of the m  gla nce d a t him . Wa s tha t a  kind of be stia l de rision tha t he  de te cte d in those  bla nk gre y e ye s? "Hurry up!" he  shoute d m ore  loudly, a nd the re  wa s a n ugly ra sp in his voice .

He  clim be d into the  pla ne  a nd, a  m inute  la te r, wa s flying southwa rds, towa rds the  river.

The  va rious Bure a ux of Propa ga nda  a nd the  Colle ge  of Em otiona l Engine e ring we re  house d in a  single  sixty-story building in Fle e t Stre e t. In the  ba se m e nt a nd on the  low floors we re  the  pre sse s a nd office s of the  thre e  gre a t Lodon ne wspa pe rs–The 

Hourly Radio, a n uppe r-ca ste  she e t, the  pa le  gre e n Gam m a Gazette, a n d, on  kh a ki pa pe r a nd in words e xclusive ly of one  sylla ble , The Delta Mirror. The n ca m e  the  

Bure a ux of Propa ga nda  by Te le vision, by Fe e ling Picture , a nd by Synthe tic Voice  a nd 

Music respectively–twenty-two floors of them . Above were the sea rch la bora tories a nd the  pa dde d room s in which Sound-Tra ck Write rs a nd Synthe tic Com pose rs did the  de lica te  work. The  top e ighte e n floors we re  occupie d the  Colle ge  of Em otiona l 

Engine e ring.

Be rna rd la nde d on the  roof of Propa ga nda  House  a nd ste ppe d out.

"Ring down to Mr. He lm holtz Wa tson," he  orde re d the  Ga m m a -Plus porte r, "a nd te ll 

him  tha t Mr. Be rna rd Ma rx is wa iting for him  on the  roof."

He  sa t down a nd lit a  ciga re tte .

He lm holtz Wa tson wa s writing whe n the  m e ssa ge  ca m e  down.

"Te ll him  I'm  com ing a t once ," he  sa id a nd hung up the  re ce ive r. The n, turning to his se cre ta ry, "I'll le a ve  you to put m y things a wa y," he  we nt on in the  sa m e  officia l the  door.a nd im pe rsona l tone ;  a nd, ignoring he r lustrous sm ile , got up a nd wa lke d briskly to 

He  wa s a  powe rfully built m a n, de e p-che ste d, broa d-shoulde re d, m a ssive , a nd ye t quick in his m ove m e nts, springy a nd a gile . The  round strong pilla r of his ne ck supporte d a  be a utifully sha pe d he a d. His ha ir wa s da rk a nd curly, his fe a ture s strongly m a rke d. In a  forcible  e m pha tic wa y, he  wa s ha ndsom e  a nd looke d, a s his 



se cre te ty wa s ne ve r tire d of re pe a ting, e ve ry ce ntim e tre  a n Alpha  Plus. By 

profe ssion he  wa s a  le cture r a t the  Colle ge  of Em otiona l Engine e ring (De pa rtm e nt of Writing) a nd the  inte rva ls of his e duca tiona l a ctivitie s, a  working Em otiona l Engine e r. He wrote regularly for The Hourly Radio, com pose d fe e ly sce na rios, a nd ha d the  ha ppie st kna ck for sloga ns a nd hypnopæ dic rhym e s.



hea ds, would significa ntly lower their voices) "a  little "Able ," wa s the  ve rdict of his supe riors. "Pe rha ps, (a nd the y would sha ke  the ir too a ble ."

Ye s, a  little  too a ble ;  the y we re  right. A m e nta l e xce ss ha d produce d in He lm holtz Wa tson effects very sim ila r to those which, in Berna rd Ma rx, were the result of a  physica l de fe ct. Too little  bone  a nd bra wn ha d isola te d Be rna rd from  his fe llow m e n, a nd the  se nse  of this a pa rtne ss, be ing, by a ll the  curre nt sta nda rds, a  m e nta l e xce ss, be ca m e  in its turn a  ca use  of wide r se pa ra tion. Tha t which ha d m a de  He lm holtz so uncom forta bly a wa re  of be ing him se lf a nd a nd a ll a lone  wa s too m uch a bility. Wha t the  two m e n sha re d wa s the  knowle dge  tha t the y we re  individua ls. But whe re a s the  physica lly de fe ctive  Be rna rd ha d suffe re d a ll his life  from  the  consciousne ss of be ing se pa ra te , it wa s only quite  re ce ntly tha t, grown a wa re  of his m e nta l e xce ss, He lm holtz Wa tson ha d a lso be com e  a wa re  of his diffe re nce  from  the  pe ople  who surrounde d him . This Esca la tor-Squa sh cha m pion, this inde fa tiga ble  love r (it wa s sa id tha t he  ha d ha d six hundre d a nd forty diffe re nt girls in unde r four ye a rs), this a dm ira ble  com m itte e  m a n a nd be st m ixe r ha d re a lize d quite  sudde nly tha t sport, wom e n, com m una l a ctivitie s we re  only, so fa r a s he  wa s conce rne d, se cond be sts. Re a lly, a nd a t the  bottom , he  wa s inte re ste d in som e thing e lse . But in wha t? In wha t? Tha t wa s the problem  which Berna rd ha d com e to discuss with him –or ra ther, since it wa s a lwa ys Helm holtz who did a ll the ta lking, to listen to his frie nd discussing, ye t once  m ore .

Thre e  cha rm ing girls from  the  Bure a u of Propa ga nda  by Synthe tic Voice  wa yla id him  a s he  ste ppe d out of the  lift.

"Oh, He lm holtz, da rling, do com e  a nd ha ve  a  picnic suppe r with us on Exm oor." 

The y clung round him  im ploringly.

He  shook his he a d, he  pushe d his wa y through the m . "No, no."

"We 're  not inviting a ny othe r m a n."

But He lm holtz re m a ine d unsha ke n e ve n by this de lightful prom ise . "No," he  re pe a te d, "I'm  busy." And he  he ld re solute ly on his course . The  girls tra ile d a fte r him . It wa s not till he  ha d a ctua lly clim be d into Be rna rd's pla ne  a nd sla m m e d the  door tha t they ga ve up pursuit. Not without reproa ches.

"The se  wom e n!" he  sa id, a s the  m a chine  rose  into the  a ir. "The se  wom e n!" And he  shook his he a d, he  frowne d. "Too a wful," Be rna rd hypocritica lly a gre e d, wishing, a s he  spoke  the  words, tha t he  could ha ve  a s m a ny girls a s He lm holtz did, a nd with a s little  trouble . He  wa s se ize d with a  sudde n urge nt ne e d to boa st. "I'm  ta king Le nina  Crowne  to Ne w Me xico with m e ," he  sa id in a  tone  a s ca sua l a s he  could m a ke  it.

"Are  you?" sa id He lm holtz, with a  tota l a bse nce  of inte re st. The n a fte r a  little  pa use , "This la st we e k or two," he  we nt on, "I've  be e n cutting a ll m y com m itte e s a nd a ll m y girls. You ca n't im a gine  wha t a  hulla ba loo the y've  be e n m a king a bout it a t the  Colle ge . Still, it's be e n worth it, I think. The  e ffe cts …" He  he sita te d. "We ll, the y're  odd, the y're  ve ry odd."

A physica l shortcom ing could produce  a  kind of m e nta l e xce ss. The  proce ss, it se e m e d, wa s re ve rsible . Me nta l e xce ss could produce , for its own purpose s, the  volunta ry blindne ss a nd de a fne ss of de libe ra te  solitude , the  a rtificia l im pote nce  of a sce ticism .

The  re st of the  short flight wa s a ccom plishe d in sile nce . Whe n the y ha d a rrive d a nd we re  com forta bly stre tche d out on the  pne um a tic sofa s in Be rna rd's room , He lm h oltz be ga n  a ga in .



Spe a king ve ry slowly, "Did you e ve r fe e l," he  a ske d, "a s though you ha d som e thing 


inside  you tha t wa s only wa iting for you to give  it a  cha nce  to com e  out? Som e  sort of e xtra  powe r tha t you a re n't using–you know, like  a ll the  wa te r tha t goe s down the  fa lls inste a d of through the  turbine s?" He  looke d a t Be rna rd que stioningly.

"You m e a n a ll the  e m otions one  m ight be  fe e ling if things we re  diffe re nt?"

He lm holtz shook his he a d. "Not quite . I'm  thinking of a  que e r fe e ling I som e tim e s ge t, a  fe e ling tha t I've  got som e thing im porta nt to sa y a nd the  powe r to sa y it–only I don't know wha t it is, a nd I ca n't m a ke  a ny use  of the  powe r. If the re  wa s som e  different wa y of writing … Or else som ething else to write a bout …" He wa s silent;  the n, "You se e ," he  we nt on a t la st, "I'm  pre tty good a t inve nting phra se s–you know, the  sort of words tha t sudde nly m a ke  you jum p, a lm ost a s though you'd sa t hypnopæ dica lly obvious. But tha t doe sn't se e m  e nough. It's not e nough for the  on a  pin, the y se e m  so ne w a nd e xciting e ve n though the y're  a bout som e thing phra se s to be  good;  wha t you m a ke  with the m  ought to be  good too."

"But your things a re  good, He lm holtz."

"Oh, a s fa r a s the y go." He lm holtz shrugge d his shoulde rs. "But the y go such a  little  wa y. The y a re n't im porta nt e nough, som e how. I fe e l I could do som e thing m uch m ore  im porta nt. Ye s, a nd m ore  inte nse , m ore  viole nt. But wha t? Wha t is the re  m ore  im porta nt to sa y? And how ca n one  be  viole nt a bout the  sort of things one 's e xpe cte d to write  a bout? Words ca n be  like  X-ra ys, if you use  the m  prope rly–the y'll go through a nything. You re a d a nd you're  pie rce d. Tha t's one  of the  things I try to tea ch m y students–how to write piercingly. But wha t on ea rth's the good of being pie rce d by a n a rticle  a bout a  Com m unity Sing, or the  la te st im prove m e nt in sce nt orga ns? Be side s, ca n you m a ke  words re a lly pie rcing–you know, like  the  ve ry 

ha rde st X-ra ys–whe n you're  writing a bout tha t sort of thing? Ca n you sa y som e thing a bout nothing? Tha t's wha t it fina lly boils down to. I try a nd I try …"

"Hush!" sa id Be rna rd sudde nly, a nd lifte d a  wa rning finge r;  the y liste ne d. "I be lie ve  

the re 's som e body a t the  door," he  whispe re d.

He lm holtz got up, tiptoe d a cross the  room , a nd with a  sha rp quick m ove m e nt flung the  door wide  ope n. The re  wa s, of course , nobody the re .

"I'm  sorry," sa id Be rna rd, fe e lling a nd looking uncom forta bly foolish. "I suppose  I've  got things on m y ne rve s a  bit. Whe n pe ople  a re  suspicious with you, you sta rt be ing suspicious with the m ."

He  pa sse d his ha nd a cross his e ye s, he  sighe d, his voice  be ca m e  pla intive . He  wa s justifying him se lf. "If you kne w wha t I'd ha d to put up with re ce ntly," he  sa id a lm ost te a rfully–a nd the  uprush of his se lf-pity wa s like  a  founta in sudde nly re le a se d. "If you only knew!"

He lm holtz Wa tson liste ne d with a  ce rta in se nse  of discom fort. "Poor little  Be rna rd!" he  sa id to him se lf. But a t the  sa m e  tim e  he  fe lt ra the r a sha m e d for his frie nd. He  wished Berna rd would show a  little m ore pride.

Chapte r Five

BY EIGHT O'CLOCK the  light wa s fa iling. The  loud spe a ke r in the  towe r of the  Stoke  Poge s Club House  be ga n, in a  m ore  tha n hum a n te nor, to a nnounce  the  closing of the  course s. Le nina  a nd He nry a ba ndone d the ir ga m e  a nd wa lke d ba ck towa rds the  Club. From  the  grounds of the  Inte rna l a nd Exte rna l Se cre tion Trust ca m e  the  lowing of those  thousa nds of ca ttle  which provide d, with the ir horm one s a nd the ir m ilk, the  ra w m a te ria ls for the  gre a t fa ctory a t Fa rnha m  Roya l.

An ince ssa nt buzzing of he licopte rs fille d the  twilight. Eve ry two a nd a  ha lf m inute s a  be ll a nd the  scre e ch of whistle s a nnounce d the  de pa rture  of one  of the  light m onora il tra ins which ca rried the lower ca ste golfers ba ck from  their sepa ra te course to the  m e tropolis.

Le nina  a nd He nry clim be d into the ir m a chine  a nd sta rte d off. At e ight hundre d fe e t 


Henry slowed down the helicopter screws, a nd they hung for a  m inute or two poised a bove  the  fa ding la ndsca pe . The  fore st of Burnha m  Be e che s stre tche d like  a  gre a t pool of da rkne ss towa rds the  bright shore  of the  we ste rn sky. Crim son a t the  horizon, the  la st of the  sunse t fa de d, through ora nge , upwa rds into ye llow a nd a  pa le  wa te ry gre e n. Northwa rds, be yond a nd a bove  the  tre e s, the  Inte rna l a nd External Secretions factory glared with a fierce electric brilliance from  every window of its twe nty storie s. Be ne a th the m  la y the  buildings of the  Golf Club–the  huge  Lowe r Ca ste  ba rra cks a nd, on the  othe r side  of a  dividing wa ll, the  sm a lle r house s re se rve d for Alpha  a nd Be ta  m e m be rs. The  a pproa che s to the  m onora il sta tion we re  bla ck with the a nt-like pullula tion of lower-ca ste a ctivity. From  under the gla ss va ult a  lighte d tra in shot out into the  ope n. Following its southe a ste rly course  a cross the  da rk pla in the ir e ye s we re  dra wn to the  m a je stic buildings of the  Slough Cre m a torium . For the  sa fe ty of night-flying pla ne s, its four ta ll chim ne ys we re  flood-lighte d a nd tippe d with crim son da nge r signa ls. It wa s a  la ndm a rk.

"Why do the  sm oke -sta cks ha ve  those  things like  ba lconie s a round the m ?" 

e nquire d Le nina .

"Phosphorus re cove ry," e xpla ine d He nry te le gra phica lly. "On the ir wa y up the  chim ne y the  ga se s go through four se pa ra te  tre a tm e nts. P2O5 use d to go right out of circula tion every tim e they crem a ted som e one. Now they recover over nine ty-e ight pe r ce nt of it. More  tha n a  kilo a nd a  ha lf pe r a dult corpse . Which a lone ." He nry spoke  with a  ha ppy pride , re joicing whole -he a rte dly in the  m a ke s the  be st pa rt of four hundre d tons of phosphorus e ve ry ye a r from  Engla nd a chie ve m e nt, a s though it ha d be e n his own. "Fine  to think we  ca n go on be ing socia lly use ful e ve n a fte r we 're  de a d. Ma king pla nts grow."

Le nina , m e a nwhile , ha d turne d he r e ye s a wa y a nd wa s looking pe rpe ndicula rly downwa rds a t the  m onora il sta tion. "Fine ," she  a gre e d. "But que e r tha t Alpha s a nd a nd Epsilons down the re ."Be ta s won't m a ke  a ny m ore  pla nts grow tha n those  na sty little  Ga m m a s a nd De lta s 

"All m e n a re  physico-che m ica lly e qua l," sa id He nry se nte ntiously. "Be side s, e ve n 

Epsilons pe rform  indispe nsa ble  se rvice s."

"Eve n a n Epsilon …" Le nina  sudde nly re m e m be re d a n occa sion whe n, a s a  little  girl a t school, she  ha d woke n up in the  m iddle  of the  night a nd be com e  a wa re , for the  first tim e , of the  whispe ring tha t ha d ha unte d a ll he r sle e ps. She  sa w a ga in the  be a m  of m oonlight, the  row of sm a ll white  be ds;  he a rd once  m ore  the  soft, soft voice  tha t sa id (the  words we re  the re , unforgotte n, unforge tta ble  a fte r so m a ny night-long re pe titions):  "Eve ry one  works for e ve ry one  e lse . We  ca n't do without a ny one . Eve n Epsilons a re  use ful. We  couldn't do without Epsilons. Eve ry one  works for e ve ry one  e lse . We  ca n't do without a ny one  …" Le nina  re m e m be re d he r first shock of fe a r a nd surprise ;  he r spe cula tions through ha lf a  wa ke ful hour;  a nd the n, unde r the  influe nce  of those  e ndle ss re pe titions, the  gra dua l soothing of he r m ind, the  soothing, the  sm oothing, the  ste a lthy cre e ping of sle e p. …

"I suppose  Epsilons don't re a lly m ind be ing Epsilons," she  sa id a loud.

"Of course  the y don't. How ca n the y? The y don't know wha t it's like  be ing a nything e lse . We 'd m ind, of course . But the n we 've  be e n diffe re ntly conditione d. Be side s, we  start with a different heredity."

"I'm  gla d I'm  not a n Epsilon," sa id Le nina , with conviction.

"And if you we re  a n Epsilon," sa id He nry, "your conditioning would ha ve  m a de  you no le ss tha nkful tha t you we re n't a  Be ta  or a n Alpha ." He  put his forwa rd prope lle r into ge a r a nd he a de d the  m a chine  towa rds London. Be hind the m , in the  we st, the  crim son a nd ora nge  we re  a lm ost fa de d;  a  da rk ba nk of cloud ha d cre pt into the  ze nith. As the y fle w ove r the  cre m a torium , the  pla ne  shot upwa rds on the  colum n of hot a ir rising from  the  chim ne ys, only to fa ll a s sudde nly whe n it pa sse d into the  de sce nding chill be yond.

"Wha t a  m a rve llous switchba ck!" Le nina  la ughe d de lighte dly.


But He nry's tone  wa s a lm ost, for a  m om e nt, m e la ncholy. "Do you know wha t tha t switchba ck wa s?" he  sa id. "It wa s som e  hum a n be ing fina lly a nd de finite ly disa ppe a ring. Going up in a  squirt of hot ga s. It would be  curious to know who it wa s–a  m a n or a  wom a n, a n Alpha  or a n Epsilon. …" He  sighe d. The n, in a  re solute ly cheerful voice, "Anyhow," he concluded, "there's one thing we ca n be certa in of;  whoe ve r he  m a y ha ve  be e n, he  wa s ha ppy whe n he  wa s a live . Eve rybody's ha ppy now."



"Ye s, e ve rybody's ha ppy now," e choe d Le nina . The y ha d he a rd the  words re pe a te d 

a  hundre d a nd fifty tim e s e ve ry night for twe lve  ye a rs.

La nding on the  roof of He nry's forty-story a pa rtm e nt house  in We stm inste r, the y 

we nt stra ight down to the  dining-ha ll. The re , in a  loud a nd che e rful com pa ny, the y a te  a n e xce lle nt m e a l. 

Som a wa s served with the coffee. Lenina  took two 

ha lf-gra m m e  ta ble ts a nd He nry thre e . At twe nty pa st nine  the y wa lke d a cross the  stre e t to the  ne wly ope ne d We stm inste r Abbe y Ca ba re t. It wa s a  night a lm ost without clouds, m oonle ss a nd sta rry;  but of this on the  whole  de pre ssing fa ct Le nina  a nd Henry were fortuna tely una wa re. The electric sky-signs effectively shut off the outer da rkness. "CALVIN STOPES AND HIS SIXTEEN SEXOPHONISTS." From  the 

fa ça de of the new Abbey the gia nt letters invitingly gla red. "LONDON'S FINEST SCENT AND COLOUR ORGAN. ALL THE LATEST SYNTHETIC MUSIC."



The y e nte re d. The  a ir se e m e d hot a nd som e how bre a thle ss with the  sce nt of a m be rgris a nd sa nda lwood. On the  dom e d ce iling of the  ha ll, the  colour orga n ha d m om e nta rily pa inte d a  tropica l sunse t. The  Sixte e n Se xophonists we re  pla ying a n old fa vourite :  "The re  a in't no Bottle  in a ll the  world like  tha t de a r little  Bottle  of m ine ." Four hundre d couple s we re  five -ste pping round the  polishe d floor. Le nina  a nd He nry we re  soon the  four hundre d a nd first. The  sa xophone s wa ile d like  m e lodious ca ts unde r the  m oon, m oa ne d in the  a lto a nd te nor re giste rs a s though the  little  de a th we re  upon the m . Rich with a  we a lth of ha rm onics, the ir tre m ulous chorus m ounte d towa rds a  clim a x, loude r a nd e ve r loude r–until a t la st, with a  wa ve  of his ha nd, the  conductor le t loose  the  fina l sha tte ring note  of e the r-m usic a nd ble w the  sixte e n m e re ly hum a n blowe rs cle a n out of e xiste nce . Thunde r in A fla t m a jor. And the n, in a ll but sile nce , in a ll but da rkne ss, the re  followe d a  gra dua l de turge sce nce , a  dim inuendo sliding gra dua lly, through qua rter tones, down, down to a  fa intly whispe re d dom ina nt chord tha t linge re d on (while  the  five -four rhythm s still pulse d be low) cha rging the  da rke ne d se conds with a n inte nse  e xpe cta ncy. And a t la st e xpe cta ncy wa s fulfille d. The re  wa s a  sudde n e xplosive  sunrise , a nd sim ulta ne ously, the  Sixte e n burst into song:

"Bottle of m ine, it's you I've a lwa ys wa nted!

Bottle  of m ine , why wa s I e ve r de ca nte d?

  Skie s a re  blue  inside  of you,

  The wea ther's a lwa ys fine;

For

There a in't no Bottle in a ll the world

Like  tha t de a r little  Bottle  of m ine ."



Five -ste pping with the  othe r four hundre d round a nd round We stm inste r Abbe y, Lenina  a nd Henry were yet da ncing in a nother world–the wa rm , the richly coloured, the infinitely friendly world of som a-holida y. How kind, how good-looking, how de lightfully a m using e ve ry one  wa s! "Bottle  of m ine , it's you I've  a lwa ys wa nte d …" now-sa fely inside with the fine wea ther, the perennia lly blue sky. And when, But Le nina  a nd He nry ha d wha t the y wa nte d … The y we re  inside , he re  a nd e xha uste d, the  Sixte e n ha d la id by the ir sa xophone s a nd the  Synthe tic Music a ppa ra tus wa s producing the  ve ry la te st in slow Ma lthusia n Blue s, the y m ight ha ve  be e n twin e m bryos ge ntly rocking toge the r on the  wa ve s of a  bottle d oce a n of blood-surroga te .

"Good-night, de a r frie nds. Good-night, de a r frie nds." The  loud spe a ke rs ve ile d the ir 

com m a nds in a  ge nia l a nd m usica l polite ne ss. "Good-night, de a r frie nds …"

Obe die ntly, with a ll the  othe rs, Le nina  a nd He nry le ft the  building. The  de pre ssing sta rs ha d tra ve lle d quite  som e  wa y a cross the  he a ve ns. But though the  se pa ra ting scre e n of the  sky-signs ha d now to a  gre a t e xte nt dissolve d, the  two young pe ople  still re ta ine d the ir ha ppy ignora nce  of the  night.


Swa llowing ha lf a n hour be fore  closing tim e , tha t se cond dose  of som a ha d ra ise d a  quite  im pe ne tra ble  wa ll be twe e n the  a ctua l unive rse  a nd the ir m inds. Bottle d, the y crosse d the  stre e t;  bottle d, the y took the  lift up to He nry's room  on the  twe nty-e ighth floor. And ye t, bottle d a s she  wa s, a nd in spite  of tha t se cond gra m m e  of som a, Le nina  did not forge t to ta ke  a ll the  contra ce ptive  pre ca utions pre scribe d by the  re gula tions. Ye a rs of inte nsive  hypnopæ dia  a nd, from  twe lve  to se ve nte e n, Ma lthusia n drill thre e  tim e s a  we e k ha d m a de  the  ta king of the se  pre ca utions a lm ost a s a utom a tic a nd ine vita ble  a s blinking.

"Oh, a nd tha t re m inds m e ," she  sa id, a s she  ca m e  ba ck from  the  ba throom , "Fa nny Crowne wa nts to know where you found tha t lovely green m orocco-surroga te ca rtridge  be lt you ga ve  m e ."



§  2



ALTERNATE Thursda ys were Berna rd's Solida rity Service da ys. After a n ea rly dinner a t the  Aphroditze um  (to which He lrnholtz ha d re ce ntly be e n e le cte d unde r Rule  Two) he  took le a ve  of his frie nd a nd, ha iling a  ta xi on the  roof told the  m a n to fly to the  Fordson Com m unity Singe ry. The  m a chine  rose  a  couple  of hundre d m e tre s, the n he a de d e a stwa rds, a nd a s it turne d, the re  be fore  Be rna rd's e ye s, giga ntica lly be a utiful, wa s the  Singe ry. Flood-lighte d, its thre e  hundre d a nd twe nty m e tre s of white  Ca rra ra -surroga te  gle a m e d with a  snowy inca nde sce nce  ove r Ludga te  Hill;  a t e a ch of the  four corne rs of its he licopte r pla tform  a n im m e nse  T shone  crim son a ga inst the  night, a nd from  the  m ouths of twe nty-four va st golde n trum pe ts rum ble d a  sole m n synthe tic m usic.

"Da m n, I'm  la te ," Be rna rd sa id to him se lf a s he  first ca ught sight of Big He nry, the  Singe ry clock. And sure  e nough, a s he  wa s pa ying off his ca b, Big He nry sounde d the  hour. "Ford," sa ng out a n im m e nse  ba ss voice  from  a ll the  golde n trum pe ts. "Ford, Ford, Ford …" Nine tim es. Berna rd ra n for the lift.

The  gre a t a uditorium  for Ford's Da y ce le bra tions a nd othe r m a sse d Com m unity Sings wa s a t the  bottom  of the  building. Above  it, a  hundre d to e a ch floor, we re  the  se ve n thousa nd room s use d by Solida rity Groups for the ir fortnight se rvice s. Be rna rd dropped down to floor thirty-three, hurried a long the corridor, stood hesita ting for a  m om e nt outside  Room  3 2 1 0 , the n, ha ving wound him se lf up, ope ne d the  door a nd wa lked in.



Tha nk Ford! he  wa s not the  la st. Thre e  cha irs of the  twe lve  a rra nge d round the  circula r ta ble  we re  still unoccupie d. He  slippe d into the  ne a re st of the m  a s inconspicuously a s he  could a nd pre pa re d to frown a t the  ye t la te r com e rs whe ne ve r the y should a rrive .



e nquire d. "Obsta cle , or Ele ctro-m a gne tic?"Turning towa rds him , "Wha t we re  you pla ying this a fte rnoon?" the  girl on his le ft 

Be rna rd looke d a t he r (Ford! it wa s Morga na  Rothschild) a nd blushingly ha d to a dm it tha t he  ha d be e n pla ying ne ithe r. Morga na  sta re d a t him  with a stonishm e nt. The re  was an awkward silence.



The n pointe dly she  turne d a wa y a nd a ddre sse d he rse lf to the  m ore  sporting m a n on her left.

"A good be ginning for a  Solida rity Se rvice ," thought Be rna rd m ise ra bly, a nd fore sa w 

for him se lf ye t a nothe r fa ilure  to a chie ve  a tone m e nt. If only he  ha d give n him se lf 

tim e  to look a round inste a d of scuttling for the  ne a re st cha ir! He  could ha ve  sa t 

be twe e n Fifi Bra dla ugh a nd Joa nna  Die se l. Inste a d of which he  ha d gone  a nd blindly 

pla nte d him se lf ne xt to Morga na . Morgana! Ford! Those  bla ck e ye brows of he rs–tha t 

e ye brow, ra the r–for the y m e t a bove  the  nose . Ford! And on his right wa s Cla ra  

De te rding. True , Cla ra 's e ye brows didn't m e e t. But she  wa s re a lly too pne um a tic. 

Whe re a s Fifi a nd Joa nna  we re  a bsolute ly right. Plum p, blonde , not too la rge  … And 

it wa s tha t gre a t lout, Tom  Ka wa guchi, who now took the  se a t be twe e n the m .


The last arrival was Sarojini Engels.

"You're  la te ," sa id the  Pre side nt of the  Group se ve re ly. "Don't le t it ha ppe n a ga in."

Sa rojini a pologize d a nd slid into he r pla ce  be twe e n Jim  Boka novsky a nd He rbe rt Ba kunin. The group wa s now com plete, the solida rity circle perfect a nd without fla w. Ma n, wom a n, m a n, in a  ring of e ndle ss a lte rna tion round the  ta ble . Twe lve  of the m  re a dy to be  m a de  one , wa iting to com e  toge the r, to be  fuse d, to lose  the ir twe lve  se pa ra te  ide ntitie s in a  la rge r be ing.

The  Pre side nt stood up, m a de  the  sign of the  T a nd, switching on the  synthe tic m usic, le t loose  the  soft inde fa tiga ble  be a ting of drum s a nd a  choir of instrum e nts–ne a r-wind a nd supe r-string–tha t pla nge ntly re pe a te d a nd re pe a te d the  brie f a nd une sca pa bly ha unting m e lody of the  first Solida rity Hym n. Aga in, a ga in–a nd it wa s not the  e a r tha t he a rd the  pulsing rhythm , it wa s the  m idriff;  the  wa il a nd cla ng of those  re curring ha rm onie s ha unte d, not the  m ind, but the  ye a rning bowe ls of com pa ssion.

The  Pre side nt m a de  a nothe r sign of the  T a nd sa t down. The  se rvice  ha d be gun. The  de dica te d som a ta ble ts we re  pla ce d in the  ce ntre  of the  ta ble . The  loving cup of strawberry ice-cream  som a wa s pa sse d from  ha nd to ha nd a nd, with the  form ula , "I drink to m y a nnihila tion," twe lve  tim e s qua ffe d. The n to the  a ccom pa nim e nt of the  synthetic orchestra the First Solidarity Hym n was sung.

"Ford, we  a re  twe lve ;  oh, m a ke  us one ,

  Like drops within the Socia l River,

Oh, m a ke  us now toge the r run

  As swiftly as thy shining Flivver."

Twe lve  ye a rning sta nza s. And the n the  loving cup wa s pa sse d a  se cond tim e . "I drink to the  Gre a te r Be ing" wa s now the  form ula . All dra nk. Tire le ssly the  m usic pla ye d. The  drum s be a t. The  crying a nd cla shing of the  ha rm onie s we re  a n obse ssion in the  m e lte d bowe ls. The  Se cond Solida rity Hym n wa s sung.

"Com e , Gre a te r Be ing, Socia l Frie nd,

We  long to die , for whe n we  e nd,  Annihila ting Twe lve -in-One !

  Our la rge r life  ha s but be gun."

Aga in twe lve  sta nza s. By this tim e  the  som a ha d be gun to work. Eye s shone , che e ks we re  flushe d, the  inne r light of unive rsa l be ne vole nce  broke  out on e ve ry fa ce  in ha ppy, frie ndly sm ile s. Eve n Be rna rd fe lt him se lf a  little  m e lte d. Whe n Morga na  Rothschild turne d a nd be a m e d a t him , he  did his be st to be a m  ba ck. But the  eyebrow, tha t bla ck two-in-one–a la s, it wa s still there;  he couldn't ignore it, couldn't, howe ve r ha rd he  trie d. The  m e lting ha dn't gone  fa r e nough. Pe rha ps if he  ha d be e n sitting be twe e n Fifi a nd Joa nna  … For the  third tim e  the  loving cup we nt round;  "I drink to the  im m ine nce  of His Com ing," sa id Morga na  Rothschild, whose  turn it ha ppe ne d to be  to initia te  the  circula r rite . He r tone  wa s loud, e xulta nt. She  dra nk a nd pa sse d the  cup to Be rna rd. "I drink to the  im m ine nce  of His Com ing," he  re pe a te d, with a  since re  a tte m pt to fe e l tha t the  com ing wa s im m ine nt;  but the  e ye brow continue d to ha unt him , a nd the  Com ing, so fa r a s he  wa s conce rne d, wa s horribly re m ote . He  dra nk a nd ha nde d the  cup to Cla ra  De te rding. "It'll be  a  fa ilure  a ga in," he  sa id to him se lf. "I know it will." But he  we nt on doing his be st to be a m .



The  loving cup ha d m a de  its circuit. Lifting his ha nd, the  Pre side nt ga ve  a  signa l;  the  chorus broke  out into the  third Solida rity Hym n.

"Fe e l how the  Gre a te r Be ing com e s!

  Re joice  a nd, in re joicings, die !Me lt in the  m usic of the  drum s!

  For I a m  you a nd you a re  I."

As ve rse  succe e de d ve rse  the  voice s thrille d with a n e ve r inte nse r e xcite m e nt. The  

se nse  of the  Com ing's im m ine nce  wa s like  a n e le ctric te nsion in the  a ir. The  

Pre side nt switche d off the  m usic a nd, with the  fina l note  of the  fina l sta nza , the re  


wa s a bsolute  sile nce –the  sile nce  of stre tche d e xpe cta ncy, quive ring a nd cre e ping with a  ga lva nic life . The  Pre side nt re a che d out his ha nd;  a nd sudde nly a  Voice , a  de e p strong Voice , m ore  m usica l tha n a ny m e re ly hum a n voice , riche r, wa rm e r, 

m ore  vibra nt with love  a nd ye a rning a nd com pa ssion, a  wonde rful, m yste rious, supe rna tura l Voice  spoke  from  a bove  the ir he a ds. Ve ry slowly, "Oh, Ford, Ford, Ford," it sa id dim inishingly a nd on a  de sce nding sca le . A se nsa tion of wa rm th ra dia te d thrillingly out from  the  sola r ple xus to e ve ry e xtre m ity of the  bodie s of those  who liste ne d;  te a rs ca m e  into the ir e ye s;  the ir he a rts, the ir bowe ls se e m e d to m ove  within the m , a s though with a n inde pe nde nt life . "Ford!" the y we re  m e lting, "Ford!" dissolve d, dissolve d. The n, in a nothe r tone , sudde nly, sta rtlingly. "Liste n!" trum pe te d the  voice . "Liste n!" The y liste ne d. Afte r a  pa use , sunk to a  whispe r, but a  whispe r, som e how, m ore  pe ne tra ting tha n the  loude st cry. "The  fe e t of the  Gre a te r Be ing," it we nt on, a nd re pe a te d the  words:  "The  fe e t of the  Gre a te r Be ing." The  whispe r a lm ost e xpire d. "The  fe e t of the  Gre a te r Be ing a re  on the  sta irs." And once  m ore  the re  wa s sile nce ;  a nd the  e xpe cta ncy, m om e nta rily re la xe d, wa s stre tche d a ga in, ta ute r, ta ute r, a lm ost to the  te a ring point. The  fe e t of the  Gre a te r Be ing–oh, the y he a rd the rn, the y he a rd the m , com ing softlydown the  sta irs, com ing ne a re r a nd ne a re r down the  invisible  sta irs. The  fe e t of the  Gre a te r Be ing. And sudde nly the  te a ring point wa s re a che d. He r e ye s sta ring, he r lips pa rte d. Morga na  Rothschild spra ng to he r fe e t.

"I he a r him ," she  crie d. "I he a r him ."

"He 's com ing," shoute d Sa rojini Enge ls.

"Ye s, he 's com ing, I he a r him ." Fifi Bra dla ugh a nd Tom  Ka wa guchi rose  

sim ulta ne ously to the ir fe e t.

"Oh, oh, oh!" Joa nna  ina rticula te ly te stifie d.

"He 's com ing!" ye lle d Jim  Boka novsky.

The  Pre side nt le a ne d forwa rd a nd, with a  touch, re le a se d a  de lirium  of cym ba ls a nd blown bra ss, a  fe ve r of tom -tom m ing.



ha ving her throa t cut."Oh, he 's com ing!" scre a m e d Cla ra  De te rding. "Aie !" a nd it wa s a s though she  we re  

Fe e ling tha t it wa s tim e  for him  to do som e thing, Be rna rd a lso jum pe d up a nd shoute d:  "I he a r him ;  He 's com ing." But it wa sn't true . He  he a rd nothing a nd, for him , nobody wa s com ing. Nobody–in spite  of the  m usic, in spite  of the  m ounting e xcite m e nt. But he  wa ve d his a rm s, he  shoute d with the  be st of the m ;  a nd whe n the  othe rs be ga n to jig a nd sta m p a nd shuffle , he  a lso jigge d a nd shuffle d.

Round the y we nt, a  circula r proce ssion of da nce rs, e a ch with ha nds on the  hips of the  da nce r pre ce ding, round a nd round, shouting in unison, sta m ping to the  rhythm  of the  m usic with the ir fe e t, be a ting it, be a ting it out with ha nds on the  buttocks in front;  twe lve  pa irs of ha nds be a ting a s one ;  a s one , twe lve  buttocks sla bbily m usic quicke ne d;  fa ste r be a t the  fe e t, fa ste r, fa ste r fe ll the  rhythm ic ha nds. And a ll re sounding. Twe lve  a s one , twe lve  a s one . "I he a r Him , I he a r Him  com ing." The  a t once  a  gre a t synthe tic ba ss boom e d out the  words which a nnounce d the  a pproa ching a tone m e nt a nd fina l consum m a tion of solida rity, the  com ing of the  Twe lve -in-One , the  inca rna tion of the  Gre a te r Be ing. "Orgy-porgy," it sa ng, while  the  tom -tom s continue d to be a t the ir fe ve rish ta ttoo:

"Orgy-porgy, Ford a nd fun,

Kiss the  girls a nd m a ke  the m  One .

Boys a t 0ne with girls a t pea ce;

Orgy-porgy give s re le a se ."

"Orgy-porgy," the da ncers ca ught up the liturgica l refra in, "Orgy-porgy, Ford a nd fun, kiss the  girls …" And a s the y sa ng, the  lights be ga n slowly to fa de –to fa de  a nd a t the sa m e tim e to grow wa rm er, richer, redder, until a t la st they were da ncing in the crim son twilight of a n Em bryo Store. "Orgy-porgy …" In their blood-coloured a nd foe ta l da rkne ss the  da nce rs continue d for a  while  to circula te , to be a t a nd be a t out 


the  inde fa tiga ble  rhythm . "Orgy-porgy …" The n the  circle  wa ve re d, broke , fe ll in pa rtia l disintegra tion on the ring of couches which surrounded–circle enclosing circle –the  ta ble  a nd its pla ne ta ry cha irs. "Orgy-porgy …" Te nde rly the  de e p Voice  croone d a nd cooe d;  in the  re d twilight it wa s a s though som e  e norm ous ne gro dove  we re  hove ring be ne vole ntly ove r the  now prone  or supine  da nce rs.



a nd wa rm .The y we re  sta nding on the  roof;  Big He nry ha d just sung e le ve n. The  night wa s ca lm  

"Wa sn't it wonde rful?" sa id Fifi Bra dla ugh. "Wa sn't it sim ply wonde rful?" She  looke d a t Berna rd with a n expression of ra pture, but of ra pture in which there wa s no tra ce of a gita tion or e xcite m e nt–for to be  e xcite d is still to be  unsa tisfie d. He rs wa s the  ca lm  e csta sy of a chie ve d consum m a tion, the  pe a ce , not of m e re  va ca nt sa tie ty a nd nothingne ss, but of ba la nce d life , of e ne rgie s a t re st a nd in e quilibrium . A rich a nd living pea ce. For the Solida rity Service ha d given a s well a s ta ken, dra wn off only to re ple nish. She  wa s full, she  wa s m a de  pe rfe ct, she  wa s still m ore  tha n m e re ly he rse lf. "Didn't you think it wa s wonde rful?" she  insiste d, looking into Be rna rd's fa ce  with those  supe rna tura lly shining e ye s.

"Ye s, I thought it wa s wonde rful," he  lie d a nd looke d a wa y;  the  sight of he r tra nsfigure d fa ce  wa s a t once  a n a ccusa tion a nd a n ironica l re m inde r of his own se pa ra te ne ss. He  wa s a s m ise ra bly isola te d now a s he  ha d be e n whe n the  se rvice  be ga n–m ore  isola te d by re a son of his unre ple nishe d e m ptine ss, his de a d sa tie ty. Se pa ra te  a nd una tone d, while  the  othe rs we re  be ing fuse d into the  Gre a te r Be ing;  a lone  e ve n in Morga na 's e m bra ce – m uch m ore  a lone , inde e d, m ore  hope le ssly him se lf tha n he  ha d e ve r be e n in his life  be fore . He  ha d e m e rge d from  tha t crim son twilight into the  com m on e le ctric gla re  with a  se lf-consciousne ss inte nsifie d to the  pitch of a gony. He  wa s utte rly m ise ra ble , a nd pe rha ps (he r shining e ye s a ccuse d him ), pe rha ps it wa s his own fa ult. "Quite  wonde rful," he  re pe a te d;  but the  only thing he  could think of wa s Morga na 's e ye brow.

Chapte r Six

ODD, ODD, odd, wa s Le nina 's ve rdict on Be rna rd Ma rx. So odd, inde e d, tha t in the  course  of the  succe e ding we e ks she  ha d wonde re d m ore  tha n once  whe the r she  shouldn't cha nge  he r m ind a bout the  Ne w Me xico holida y, a nd go inste a d to the  North Pole  with Be nito Hoove r. The  trouble  wa s tha t she  kne w the  North Pole , ha d be e n the re  with Ge orge  Edze l only la st sum m e r, a nd wha t wa s m ore , found it pre tty grim . Nothing to do, a nd the  hote l too hope le ssly old-fa shione d–no te le vision la id on in the  be droom s, no sce nt orga n, only the  m ost putrid synthe tic m usic, a nd not m ore tha n twenty-five Esca la tor-Squa sh Courts for over two hundred guests. No, de cide dly she  couldn't fa ce  the  North Pole  a ga in. Adde d to which, she  ha d only be e n to Am e rica  once  be fore . And e ve n the n, how ina de qua te ly! A che a p we e k-e nd in Ne w York–ha d it be e n with Je a n-Ja cque s Ha bibulla h or Boka novsky Jone s? She  couldn't re m e m be r. Anyhow, it wa s of a bsolute ly no im porta nce . The  prospe ct of flying We st a ga in, a nd for a  whole  we e k, wa s ve ry inviting. More ove r, for a t le a st thre e  da ys of tha t we e k the y would be  in the  Sa va ge  Re se rva tion. Not m ore  tha n ha lf a  doze n pe ople  in the  whole  Ce ntre  ha d e ve r be e n inside  a  Sa va ge  Re se rva tion. As a n Alpha -Plus psychologist, Be rna rd wa s one  of the  fe w m e n she  kne w e ntitle d to a  pe rm it. For Le nina , the  opportunity wa s unique . And ye t, so unique  a lso wa s Be rna rd's oddne ss tha t she  ha d he sita te d to ta ke  it, ha d a ctua lly thought of risking the  Pole  a ga in with funny old Be nito. At le a st Be nito wa s norm a l. Whe re a s Be rna rd …

"Alcohol in his blood-surroga te," wa s Fa nny's expla na tion of every eccentricity. But He nry, with whom , one  e ve ning whe n the y we re  in be d toge the r, Le nina  ha d ra the r a nxiously discusse d he r ne w love r, He nry ha d com pa re d poor Be rna rd to a  rhinoceros.



"You ca n't te a ch a  rhinoce ros tricks," he  ha d e xpla ine d in his brie f a nd vigorous style . "Som e  m e n a re  a lm ost rhinoce rose s;  the y don't re spond prope rly to conditioning. Poor De vils! Be rna rd's one  of the m . Luckily for him , he 's pre tty good a t his job. Othe rwise  the  Dire ctor would ne ve r ha ve  ke pt him . Howe ve r," he  a dde d consolingly, "I think he 's pre tty ha rm le ss."

Pre tty ha rm le ss, pe rha ps;  but a lso pre tty disquie ting. Tha t m a nia , to sta rt with, for 


doing things in priva te . Which m e a nt, in pra ctice , not doing a nything a t a ll. For wha t wa s the re  tha t one  could do in priva te . (Apa rt, of course , from  going to be d:  but one  couldn't do tha t a ll the  tim e .) Ye s, wha t was there? Precious little. The first 

a fte rnoon the y we nt out toge the r wa s pa rticula rly fine . Le nina  ha d sugge ste d a  swim  a t Toqua y Country Club followe d by dinne r a t the  Oxford Union. But Be rna rd thought the re  would be  too m uch of a  crowd. The n wha t a bout a  round of Ele ctro-m a gne tic Golf a t St. Andrew's? But a ga in, no:  Berna rd considered tha t Electro-m a gnetic Golf wa s a  wa ste  of tim e .



"The n wha t's tim e  for?" a ske d Le nina  in som e  a stonishm e nt.



Appa rently, for going wa lks in the La ke District;  for tha t wa s wha t he now proposed. 

La nd on the  top of Skidda w a nd wa lk for a  couple  of hours in the  he a the r. "Alone  with you, Lenina."



"But, Be rna rd, we  sha ll be  a lone  a ll night."

Be rna rd blushe d a nd looke d a wa y. "I m e a nt, a lone  for ta lking," he  m um ble d.

"Ta lking? But wha t a bout?" Wa lking a nd ta lking–tha t se e m e d a  ve ry odd wa y of 

spe nding a n a fte rnoon.

In the  e nd she  pe rsua de d him , m uch a ga inst his will, to fly ove r to Am ste rda m  to se e  the  Se m i-De m i-Fina ls of the  Wom e n's He a vywe ight Wre stling Cha m pionship.

"In a  crowd," he  grum ble d. "As usua l." He  re m a ine d obstina te ly gloom y the  whole  a fte rnoon;  wouldn't ta lk to Le nina 's frie nds (of whom  the y m e t doze ns in the  ice -cre a m  som a ba r be twe e n the  wre stling bouts);  a nd in spite  of his m ise ry a bsolute ly re fuse d to ta ke  the  ha lf-gra m m e  ra spbe rry sunda e  which she  pre sse d upon him . "I'd ra the r be  m yse lf," he  sa id. "Myse lf a nd na sty. Not som e body e lse , however jolly."

"A gra m m e  in tim e  sa ve s nine ," sa id Le nina , producing a  bright tre a sure  of sle e p-ta ught wisdom . Be rna rd pushe d a wa y the  proffe re d gla ss im pa tie ntly.

"Now don't lose  your te m pe r," she  sa id. "Re m e m be r one  cubic ce ntim e tre  cure s te n 

gloom y se ntim e nts."

"Oh, for Ford's sa ke , be  quie t!" he  shoute d.

Le nina  shrugge d he r shoulde rs. "A gra m m e  is a lwa ys be tte r tha n a  da m n," she  conclude d with dignity, a nd dra nk the  sunda e  he rse lf.

On the ir wa y ba ck a cross the  Cha nne l, Be rna rd insiste d on stopping his prope lle r a nd hove ring on his he licopte r scre ws within a  hundre d fe e t of the  wa ve s. The  we a the r ha d ta ke n a  cha nge  for the  worse ;  a  south-we ste rly wind ha d sprung up, the sky wa s cloudy.

"Look," h e  com m a n de d.

"But it's horrible ," sa id Le nina , shrtnking ba ck from  the  window. She  wa s a ppa lle d by the  rushing e m ptine ss of the  night, by the  bla ck foa m -fle cke d wa te r he a ving be ne a th the m , by the  pa le  fa ce  of the  m oon, so ha gga rd a nd distra cte d a m ong the  ha ste ning clouds. "Le t's turn on the  ra dio. Quick!" She  re a che d for the  dia lling knob on the  da sh-boa rd a nd turne d it a t ra ndom .

"… skie s a re  blue  inside  of you," sa ng sixte e n tre m oloing fa lse ttos, "the  we a the r's 

always …"

The n a  hiccough a nd sile nce . Be rna rd ha d switche d of the  curre nt.

"I wa nt to look a t the  se a  in pe a ce ," he  sa id. "One  ca n't e ve n look with tha t be a stly 

noise  going on."


"But it's lovely. And I don't wa nt to look."

"But I do," he  insiste d. "It m a ke s m e  fe e l a s though …" he  he sita te d, se a rching for words with which to express him self, "a s though I were m ore m e, if you se e  wha t I m e a n. More  on m y own, not so com ple te ly a  pa rt of som e thing e lse . Not just a  ce ll in the  socia l body. Doe sn't it m a ke  you fe e l like  tha t, Le nina ?"

But Lenina  wa s crying. "It's horrible, it's horrible," she kept repea ting. "And how ca n you ta lk like  tha t a bout not wa nting to be  a  pa rt of the  socia l body? Afte r a ll, e ve ry one  works for e ve ry one  e lse . We  ca n't do without a ny one . Eve n Epsilons …"

"Ye s, I know," sa id Be rna rd de risive ly. "'Eve n Epsilons a re  use ful'! So a m  I. And I 

dam ned well wish I weren't!"



Le nina  wa s shocke d by his bla sphe m y. "Be rna rd!" She  prote ste d in a  voice  of a m a ze d distre ss. "How ca n you?"

In a  diffe re nt ke y, "How ca n I?" he  re pe a te d m e dita tive ly. "No, the  re a l proble m  is:  How is it that I can't, or rather–because, after all, I know quite well why I can't–what would it be  like  if I could, if I we re  fre e –not e nsla ve d by m y conditioning."

"But, Berna rd, you're sa ying the m ost a wful things."

"Don't you wish you were free, Lenina ?"

"I don't know wha t you m e a n. I a m  fre e . Fre e  to ha ve  the  m ost wonde rful tim e . 

Everybody's ha ppy nowa da ys."

He  la ughe d, "Ye s, 'Eve rybody's ha ppy nowa da ys.' We  be gin giving the  childre n tha t a t five . But wouldn't you like  to be  fre e  to be  ha ppy in som e  othe r wa y, Le nina ? In your own wa y, for exa m ple;  not in everybody else's wa y."

"I don't know wha t you m e a n," she  re pe a te d. The n, turning to him , "Oh, do le t's go 

ba ck, Be rna rd," she  be sought;  "I do so ha te  it he re ."

"Don't you like  be ing with m e ?"

"But of course, Berna rd. It's this horrible pla ce."

"I thought we 'd be  m ore  … m ore  together he re –with nothing but the  se a  a nd m oon. 

More  toge the r tha n in tha t crowd, or e ve n in m y room s. Don't you unde rsta nd tha t?"

"I don't unde rsta nd a nything," she  sa id with de cision, de te rm ine d to pre se rve  he r incom pre he nsion inta ct. "Nothing. Le a st of a ll," she  continue d in a nothe r tone  "why you don't ta ke  som a whe n you ha ve  the se  dre a dful ide a s of yours. You'd forge t a ll a bout the m . And inste a d of fe e ling m ise ra ble , you'd be  jolly. So jolly," she  re pe a te d a nd sm ile d, for a ll the  puzzle d a nxie ty in he r e ye s, with wha t wa s m e a nt to be  a n inviting a nd voluptuous ca jolery.

He  looke d a t he r in sile nce , his fa ce  unre sponsive  a nd ve ry gra ve –looke d a t he r inte ntly. Afte r a  fe w se conds Le nina 's e ye s flinche d a wa y;  she  utte re d a  ne rvous little  la ugh, trie d to think of som e thing to sa y a nd couldn't. The  sile nce  prolonge d itself.

Whe n Be rna rd spoke  a t la st, it wa s in a  sm a ll tire d voice . "All right the n," he  sa id, "we 'll go ba ck." And ste pping ha rd on the  a cce le ra tor, he  se nt the  m a chine  rocke ting up into the  sky. At four thousa nd he  sta rte d his prope lle r. The y fle w in sile nce  for a  m inute  or two. The n, sudde nly, Be rna rd be ga n to la ugh. Ra the r oddly, Le nina  thought, but still, it wa s la ughter.

"Fe e ling be tte r?" she  ve nture d to a sk.

For a nswe r, he  lifte d one  ha nd from  the  controls a nd, slipping his a rm  a round he r, be ga n to fondle  he r bre a sts.


"Tha nk Ford," she  sa id to he rse lf, "he 's a ll right a ga in."

Ha lf a n hour la te r the y we re  ba ck in his room s. Be rna rd swa llowe d four ta ble ts of som a a t a  gulp, turne d on the  ra dio a nd te le vision a nd be ga n to undre ss.



the  roof, "did you think it wa s fun ye ste rda y?""We ll," Le nina  e nquire d, with significa nt a rchne ss whe n the y m e t ne xt a fte rnoon on 

Be rna rd nodde d. The y clim be d into the  pla ne . A little  jolt, a nd the y we re  off.

"Every one sa ys I'm  a wfully pneum a tic," sa id Lenina  reflectively, pa tting her own 

le gs.

"Awfully." But the re  wa s a n e xpre ssion of pa in in Be rna rd's e ye s. "Like  m e a t," he  

wa s thinking.

She  looke d up with a  ce rta in a nxie ty. "But you don't think I'm  too plum p, do you?"

He  s h ook h is  h e a d. Like  s o m u ch  m e a t.



"You think I'm  a ll right." Anothe r nod. "In e ve ry wa y?"

"Pe rfe ct," he  sa id a loud. And inwa rdly. "She  thinks of he rse lf tha t wa y. She  doe sn't 

m in d be in g m e a t."

Le nina  sm ile d trium pha ntly. But he r sa tisfa ction wa s pre m a ture .

"All the  sa m e ," he  we nt on, a fte r a  little  pa use , "I still ra the r wish it ha d a ll e nde d 

differently."

"Diffe re ntly?" We re  the re  othe r e ndings?

"I didn't wa nt it to e nd with our going to be d," he  spe cifie d.

Le nina  wa s a stonishe d.



"Not a t once, not the first da y."

"But then what …?"



He  be ga n to ta lk a  lot of incom pre he nsible  a nd da nge rous nonse nse . Le nina  did he r be st to stop the  e a rs of he r m ind;  but e ve ry now a nd the n a  phra se  would insist on be com ing a udible . "… to try the  e ffe ct of a rre sting m y im pulse s," she  he a rd him  sa y. The  words se e m e d to touch a  spring in he r m ind.

"Ne ve r put off till to-m orrow the  fun you ca n ha ve  to-da y," she  sa id gra ve ly.

"Two hundre d re pe titions, twice  a  we e k from  fourte e n to sixte e n a nd a  ha lf," wa s a ll his com m e nt. The  m a d ba d ta lk ra m ble d on. "I wa nt to know wha t pa ssion is," she  he a rd him  sa ying. "I wa nt to fe e l som e thing strongly."

"Whe n the  individua l fe e ls, the  com m unity re e ls," Le nina  pronounce d.

"Well, why shouldn't it reel a  bit?"

"Bernard!"



But Be rna rd re m a ine d una ba she d.

"Adults intellectua lly a nd during working hours," he went on. "Infa nts where feeling 

a nd de sire  a re  conce rne d."


"Our Ford love d infa nts."



Ignoring the  inte rruption. "It sudde nly struck m e  the  othe r da y," continue d Be rna rd, 

"tha t it m ight be  possible  to be  a n a dult a ll the  tim e ."

"I don't unde rsta nd." Le nina 's tone  wa s firm .



"I know you don't. And tha t's why we went to bed together yesterda y–like 

infa nts–inste a d of be ing a dults a nd wa iting."

"But it wa s fun," Le nina  insiste d. "Wa sn't it?"

"Oh, the  gre a te st fun," he  a nswe re d, but in a  voice  so m ournful, with a n e xpre ssion so profoundly m ise ra ble , tha t Le nina  fe lt a ll he r trium ph sudde nly e va pora te . 

Pe rha ps he  ha d found he r too plum p, a fte r a ll.

"I told you so," wa s a ll tha t Fa nny sa id, whe n Le nina  ca m e  a nd m a de  he r 

confide nce s. "It's the  a lcohol the y put in his surroga te ."

"All the  sa m e ," Le nina  insiste d. "I do like  him . He  ha s such a wfully nice  ha nds. And the  wa y he  m ove s his shoulde rs–tha t's ve ry a ttra ctive ." She  sighe d. "But I wish he  weren't so odd."



§  2



HALTING for a  m om e nt outside  the  door of the  Dire ctor's room , Be rna rd dre w a  de e p bre a th a nd squa re d his shoulde rs, bra cing him se lf to m e e t the  dislike  a nd disa pprova l which he  wa s ce rta in of finding within. He  knocke d a nd e nte re d.

"A pe rm it for you to initia l, Dire ctor," he  sa id a s a irily a s possible , a nd la id the  pa pe r 

on the writing-table.

The  Dire ctor gla nce d a t him  sourly. But the  sta m p of the  World Controlle r's Office  wa s a t the  he a d of the  pa pe r a nd the  signa ture  of Musta pha  Mond, bold a nd bla ck, a cross the bottom . Everything wa s perfectly in order. The director ha d no choice. He pe ncille d his initia ls–two sm a ll pa le  le tte rs a bje ct a t the  fe e t of Musta pha  Mond–a nd wa s a bout to re turn the  pa pe r without a  word of com m e nt or ge nia l Ford-spe e d, whe n his e ye  wa s ca ught by som e thing writte n in the  body of the  pe rm it.

"For the  Ne w Me xica n Re se rva tion?" he  sa id, a nd his tone , the  fa ce  he  lifte d to 

Be rna rd, e xpre sse d a  kind of a gita te d a stonishm e nt.

Surprise d by his surprise , Be rna rd nodde d. The re  wa s a  sile nce .

The  Dire ctor le a ne d ba ck in his cha ir, frowning. "How long a go wa s it?" he  sa id, spe a king m ore  to him se lf tha n to Be rna rd. "Twe nty ye a rs, I suppose . Ne a re r twe nty-five . I m ust ha ve  be e n your a ge  …" He  sighe d a nd shook his he a d.

Be rna rd fe lt e xtre m e ly uncom forta ble . A m a n so conve ntiona l, so scrupulously corre ct a s the  Dire ctor–a nd to com m it so gross a  sole cism ! lt m a de  him  wa nt to hide  his fa ce , to run out of the  room . Not tha t he  him se lf sa w a nything intrinsica lly obje ctiona ble  in pe ople  ta lking a bout the  re m ote  pa st;  tha t wa s one  of those  hypnopæ dic pre judice s he  ha d (so he  im a gine d) com ple te ly got rid of. Wha t m a de  him  fe e l shy wa s the  knowle dge  tha t the  Dire ctor disa pprove d–disa pprove d a nd ye t ha d be e n be tra ye d into doing the  forbidde n thing. Unde r wha t inwa rd com pulsion? Through his discom fort Be rna rd e a ge rly liste ne d.

"I ha d the  sa m e  ide a  a s you," the  Dire ctor wa s sa ying. "Wa nte d to ha ve  a  look a t the  sa va ge s. Got a  pe rm it for Ne w Me xico a nd we nt the re  for m y sum m e r holida y. With the  girl I wa s ha ving a t the  m om e nt. She  wa s a  Be ta -Minus, a nd I think" (he  shut his eyes), "I think she ha d yellow ha ir. Anyhow she wa s pneum a tic, pa rticula rly pne um a tic;  I re m e m be r tha t. We ll, we  we nt the re , a nd we  looke d a t the  sa va ge s, a nd we  rode  a bout on horse s a nd a ll tha t. And the n–it wa s a lm ost the  la st da y of 


m y le a ve –the n … we ll, she  got lost. We 'd gone  riding up one  of those  re volting m ounta ins, a nd it wa s horribly hot a nd oppre ssive , a nd a fte r lunch we  we nt to sle e p. Or a t le a st I did. She  m ust ha ve  gone  for a  wa lk, a lone . At a ny ra te , whe n I woke  up, she  wa sn't the re . And the  m ost frightful thunde rstorm  I've  e ve r se e n wa s just bursting on us. And it poure d a nd roa re d a nd fla she d;  a nd the  horse s broke  loose  a nd ra n a wa y;  a nd I fe ll down, trying to ca tch the m , a nd hurt m y kne e , so tha t I could ha rdly wa lk. Still, I se a rche d a nd I shoute d a nd I se a rche d. But the re  wa s no sign of he r. The n I thought she  m ust ha ve  gone  ba ck to the  re st-house  by he rse lf. So I cra wled down into the va lley by the wa y we ha d com e. My knee wa s a gonizingly pa inful, a nd I'd lost m y som a. It took m e  hours. I didn't ge t ba ck to the  re st-house  till a fter m idnight. And she wa sn't there;  she wa sn't there," the Director repea ted. The re  wa s a  sile nce . "We ll," he  re sum e d a t la st, "the  ne xt da y the re  wa s a  se a rch. But we  couldn't find he r. She  m ust ha ve  fa lle n into a  gully som e whe re ;  or be e n e a te n by a  m ounta in lion. Ford knows. Anyhow it wa s horrible . It upse t m e  ve ry m uch a t the  tim e . More  tha n it ought to ha ve  done , I da re  sa y. Be ca use , a fte r a ll, it's the  sort of a ccide nt tha t m ight ha ve  ha ppe ne d to a ny one ;  a nd, of course , the  socia l body pe rsists a lthough the  com pone nt ce lls m a y cha nge ." But this sle e p-ta ught consola tion did not se e m  to be  ve ry e ffe ctive . Sha king his he a d, "I a ctua lly dre a m  a bout it som e tim e s," the  Dire ctor we nt on in a  low voice . "Dre a m  of be ing woke n up by tha t pe a l of thunde r a nd finding he r gone ;  dre a m  of se a rching a nd se a rching for he r unde r the  tre e s." He  la pse d into the  sile nce  of re m inisce nce .



"You m ust ha ve  ha d a  te rrible  shock," sa id Be rna rd, a lm ost e nviously.

At the  sound of his voice  the  Dire ctor sta rte d into a  guilty re a liza tion of whe re  he  wa s;  shot a  gla nce  a t Be rna rd, a nd a ve rting his e ye s, blushe d da rkly;  looke d a t him  a ga in with sudde n suspicion a nd, a ngrily on his dignity, "Don't im a gine ," he  sa id, "tha t I'd ha d a ny inde corous re la tion with the  girl. Nothing e m otiona l, nothing long-dra wn. It wa s a ll pe rfe ctly he a lthy a nd norm a l." He  ha nde d Be rna rd the  pe rm it. "I rea lly don't know why I bored you with this trivia l a necdote." Furious with him self for ha ving give n a wa y a  discre dita ble  se cre t, he  ve nte d his ra ge  on Be rna rd. The  look in his e ye s wa s now fra nkly m a ligna nt. "And I should like  to ta ke  this opportunity, Mr. Ma rx," he  we nt on, "of sa ying tha t I'm  not a t a ll ple a se d with the  re ports I re ce ive  of your be ha viour outside  working hours. You m a y sa y tha t this is not m y busine ss. But it is. I ha ve  the  good na m e  of the  Ce ntre  to think of. My worke rs m ust be  a bove  suspicion, pa rticula rly those  of the  highe st ca ste s. Alpha s a re  so conditione d tha t the y do not have to be  infa ntile  in the ir e m otiona l be ha viour. But tha t is a ll the  m ore  re a son for the ir m a king a  spe cia l e ffort to conform . lt is the ir duty to be  infa ntile , e ve n a ga inst the ir inclina tion. And so, Mr. Ma rx, I give  you fa ir wa rning." The Director's voice vibra ted with a n indigna tion tha t ha d now becom e wholly righte ous a nd im pe rsona l–wa s the  e xpre ssion of the  disa pprova l of Socie ty itse lf. "If e ve r I he a r a ga in of a ny la pse  from  a  prope r sta nda rd of infa ntile  de corum , I sha ll a sk for your tra nsfe re nce  to a  Sub-Ce ntre –pre fe ra bly to Ice la nd. Good m orning." And swive lling round in his cha ir, he  picke d up his pe n a nd be ga n to write.



"Tha t'll te a ch him ," he  sa id to him se lf. But he  wa s m ista ke n. For Be rna rd le ft the  room  with a  swa gge r, e xulting, a s he  ba nge d the  door be hind him , in the  thought tha t he  stood a lone , e m ba ttle d a ga inst the  orde r of things;  e la te d by the  intoxica ting consciousne ss of his individua l significa nce  a nd im porta nce . Eve n the  thought of pe rse cution le ft him  undism a ye d, wa s ra the r tonic tha n de pre ssing. He  fe lt strong e nough to m e e t a nd ove rcom e  a m iction, strong e nough to fa ce  e ve n Ice la nd. And this confide nce  wa s the  gre a te r for his not for a  m om e nt re a lly be lie ving tha t he  would be  ca lle d upon to fa ce  a nything a t a ll. Pe ople  sim ply we re n't tra nsfe rre d for things like  tha t. Ice la nd wa s just a  thre a t. A m ost stim ula ting a nd life-giving threa t. Wa lking a long the corridor, he a ctua lly whistled.

Heroic wa s the a ccount he ga ve tha t evening of his interview with the D.H.C. "Whe re upon," it conclude d, "I sim ply told him  to go to the  Bottom le ss Pa st a nd m a rche d out of the  room . And tha t wa s tha t." He  looke d a t He lm holtz Wa tson e xpe cta ntly, a wa iting his due  re wa rd of sym pa thy, e ncoura ge m e nt, a dm ira tion. But no word ca m e . He lm holtz sa t sile nt, sta ring a t the  floor.

He  like d Be rna rd;  he  wa s gra te ful to him  for be ing the  only m a n of his a cqua inta nce  with whom  he  could ta lk a bout the  subje cts he  fe lt to be  im porta nt. Ne ve rthe le ss, the re  we re  things in Be rna rd which he  ha te d. This boa sting, for e xa m ple . And the  


outbursts of a n a bject self-pity with which it a lterna ted. And his deplora ble ha bit of 

be ing bold a fte r the  e ve nt, a nd full, in a bse nce , of the  m ost e xtra ordina ry pre se nce  

of m ind. He  ha te d the se  things–just be ca use  he  like d Be rna rd. The  se conds 

pa sse d. He lm holtz continue d to sta re  a t the  floor. And sudde nly Be rna rd blushe d 

a nd turned a wa y.



§  3

THE journe y wa s quite  une ve ntful. The  Blue  Pa cific Rocke t wa s two a nd a  ha lf m inute s e a rly a t Ne w Orle a ns, lost four m inute s in a  torna do ove r Te xa s, but fle w into a  fa voura ble  a ir curre nt a t Longitude  95 We st, a nd wa s a ble  to la nd a t Sa nta  Fé  le ss tha n forty se conds be hind sche dule  tim e .

"Forty se conds on a  six a nd a  ha lf hour flight. Not so ba d," Le nina  conce de d.

The y sle pt tha t night a t Sa nta  Fé . The  hote l wa s e xce lle nt–incom pa ra bly be tte r, for e xa m ple , tha n tha t horrible  Aurora  Bora  Pa la ce  in which Le nina  ha d suffe re d so m uch the  pre vious sum m e r. Liquid a ir, te le vision, vibro-va cuum  m a ssa ge , ra dio, boiling ca ffe ine  solution, hot contra ce ptive s, a nd e ight diffe re nt kinds of sce nt we re  la id on in e ve ry be droom . The  synthe tic m usic pla nt wa s working a s the y e nte re d the  ha ll a nd le ft nothing to be  de sire d. A notice  in the  lift a nnounce d tha t the re  we re  sixty Esca la tor-Squa sh-Ra cke t Courts in the  hote l, a nd tha t Obsta cle  a nd 

Ele ctro-m a gne tic Golf could both be  pla ye d in the  pa rk.

"But it sounds sim ply too love ly," crie d Le nina . "I a lm ost wish we  could sta y he re . 

Sixty Esca la tor-Squa sh Courts …"

"The re  won't be  a ny in the  Re se rva tion," Be rna rd wa rne d he r. "And no sce nt, no te le vision, no hot wa te r e ve n. If you fe e l you ca n't sta nd it, sta y he re  till I com e  

ba ck."



Le nina  wa s quite  offe nde d. "Of course  I ca n sta nd it. I only sa id it wa s love ly he re  be ca use  … we ll, be ca use  progre ss is lovely, isn't it?"

"Five  hundre d re pe titions once  a  we e k from  thirte e n to se ve nte e n," sa id Be rna rd 

we a rily, a s though to him se lf.

"Wha t did you sa y?"

"I sa id tha t progre ss wa s love ly. Tha t's why you m ustn't com e  to the  Re se rva tion 

unless you rea lly wa nt to."

"But I do want to."



"Very well, then," sa id Berna rd;  a nd it wa s a lm ost a  threa t.

The ir pe rm it re quire d the  signa ture  of the  Wa rde n of the  Re se rva tion, a t whose  office  ne xt m orning the y duly pre se nte d the m se lve s. An Epsilon-Plus ne gro porte r took in Be rna rd's ca rd, a nd the y we re  a dm itte d a lm ost im rne dia te ly.

The  Wa rde n wa s a  blond a nd bra chyce pha lic Alpha -Minus, short, re d, m oon-fa ce d, a nd broa d-shoulde re d, with a  loud boom ing voice , ve ry we ll a da pte d to the  utte ra nce  of hypnopæ dic wisdom . He  wa s a  m ine  of irre le va nt inform a tion a nd una ske d-for good a dvice . Once  sta rte d, he  we nt on a nd on–boom ingly.

"… five  hundre d a nd sixty thousa nd squa re  kilom e tre s, divide d into four distinct 

Sub-Re se rva tions, e a ch surrounde d by a  high-te nsion wire  fe nce ."

At this m om e nt, a nd for no a ppa re nt re a son, Be rna rd sudde nly re m e m be re d tha t he  ha d le ft the  Ea u de  Cologne  ta p in his ba throom  wide  ope n a nd running.

"… supplied with current from  the Gra nd Ca nyon hydro-electric sta tion."


"Cost m e  a  fortune  by the  tim e  I ge t ba ck." With his m ind's e ye , Be rna rd sa w the  ne e dle  on the  sce nt m e te r cre e ping round a nd round, a ntlike , inde fa tiga ble . "Quickly te le phone  to He lm holtz Wa tson."

"… upwa rds of five  thousa nd kilom e tre s of fe ncing a t sixty thousa nd volts."

"You don't sa y so," sa id Le nina  polite ly, not knowing in the  le a st wha t the  Wa rde n ha d sa id, but ta king he r cue  from  his dra m a tic pa use . Whe n the  Wa rde n sta rte d boom ing, she  ha d inconspicuously swa llowe d ha lf a  gra m m e  of som a, with the result tha t she  could now sit, se re ne ly not liste ning, thinking of nothing a t a ll, but with he r la rge  blue  e ye s fixe d on the  Wa rde n's fa ce  in a n e xpre ssion of ra pt a tte ntion.

"To touch the  fe nce  is insta nt de a th," pronounce d the  Wa rde n sole m nly. "The re  is 

no e sca pe  from  a  Sa va ge  Re se rva tion."

The  word "e sca pe " wa s sugge stive . "Pe rha ps," sa id Be rna rd, ha lf rising, "we  ought to think of going." The  little  bla ck ne e dle  wa s scurrying, a n inse ct, nibbling through tim e , e a ting into his m one y.

"No e sca pe ," re pe a te d the  Wa rde n, wa ving him  ba ck into his cha ir;  a nd a s the  

pe rm it wa s not ye t counte rsigne d Be rna rd ha d no choice  but to obe y. "Those  who 

a re  born in the  Re se rva tion–a nd re m e m be r, m y de a r young la dy," he  a dde d, 

le e ring obsce ne ly a t Le nina , a nd spe a king in a n im prope r whispe r, "re m e m be r tha t, in the  Re se rva tion, childre n still 

are born, ye s, a ctua lly born, re volting a s tha t m a y 

se e m  …" (He  hope d tha t this re fe re nce  to a  sha m e ful subje ct would m a ke  Le nina  

blush;  but she  only sm ile d with sim ula te d inte llige nce  a nd sa id, "You don't sa y so!" 

Disa ppointe d, the  Wa rde n be ga n a ga in. ) "Those , I re pe a t who a re  born in the  

Re se rva tion a re  de stine d to die  the re ."

De stine d to die  … A de cilitre  of Ea u de  Cologne  e ve ry m inute . Six litre s a n hour. 

"Pe rha ps," Be rna rd trie d a ga in, "we  ought …"

Le a ning forwa rd, the  Wa rde n ta ppe d the  ta ble  with his fore finge r. "You a sk m e  how m a ny pe ople  live  in the  Re se rva tion. And I re ply"–trium pha ntly–"I re ply tha t we  do not know. We  ca n only gue ss."

"You don't sa y so."

"My de a r young la dy, I do sa y so."

Six tim es twenty-four–no, it would be nea rer six tim es thirty-six. Berna rd wa s pa le a nd tre m bling with im pa tie nce . But ine xora bly the  boom ing continue d.

"… a bout sixty thousa nd India ns a nd ha lf-bre e ds … a bsolute  sa va ge s … our inspectors occa siona lly visit … otherwise, no com m unica tion wha tever with the civilized world … still preserve their repulsive ha bits a nd custom s … m a rria ge, if you know wha t tha t is, m y de a r young la dy;  fa m ilie s … no conditioning … m onstrous supe rstitions … Christia nity a nd tote m ism  a nd a nce stor worship … e xtinct la ngua ge s, such a s Zuñi a nd Spa nish a nd Atha pa sca n … pum a s, porcupine s a nd othe r fe rocious a nim a ls … infe ctious dise a se s … prie sts … ve nom ous liza rds …"

"You don't sa y so?"

The y got a wa y a t la st. Be rna rd da she d to the  te le phone . Quick, quick;  but it took him  ne a rly thre e  m inute s to ge t on to He lm holtz Wa tson. "We  m ight be  a m ong the  sa va ge s a lre a dy," he  com pla ine d. "Da m ne d incom pe te nce !"



"Ha ve  a  gra m m e ," su gge ste d Le n in a .

He  re fuse d, pre fe rring his a nge r. And a t la st, tha nk Ford, he  wa s through a nd, ye s, it wa s He lm holtz;  He lm holtz, to whom  he  e xpla ine d wha t ha d ha ppe ne d, a nd who prom ise d to go round a t once , a t once , a nd turn off the  ta p, ye s, a t once , but took this opportunity to te ll him  wha t the  D.H.C. ha d sa id, in public, ye ste rda y e ve ning …



"Wha t? He 's looking out for som e  one  to ta ke  m y pla ce ?" Be rna rd's voice  wa s a gonize d. "So it's a ctua lly de cide d? Did he  m e ntion Ice la nd? You sa y he  did? Ford! Ice la nd …" He  hung up the  re ce ive r a nd turne d ba ck to Le nina . His fa ce  wa s pa le , his e xpre ssion utte rly de je cte d.

"Wha t's the  m a tte r?" she  a ske d.



"The  m a tte r?" He  droppe d he a vily into a  cha ir. "I'm  going to be  se nt to Ice la nd."

Ofte n in the  pa st he  ha d wonde re d wha t it would be  like  to be  subje cte d (som a-le ss a nd with nothing but his own inwa rd re source s to re ly on) to som e  gre a t tria l, som e  pa in, som e  pe rse cution;  he  ha d e ve n longe d for a ffliction. As re ce ntly a s a  we e k a go, in the  Dire ctor's office , he  ha d im a gine d him se lf coura ge ously re sisting, stoica lly a ccepting suffering without a  word. The Director's threa ts ha d a ctua lly ela ted him , m a de  him  fe e l la rge r tha n life . But tha t, a s he  now re a lize d, wa s be ca use  he  ha d not ta ke n the  thre a ts quite  se riously, he  ha d not be lie ve d tha t, whe n it ca m e  to the  point, the  D.H.C. would e ve r do a nything. Now tha t it looke d a s though the  thre a ts we re  re a lly to be  fulfille d, Be rna rd wa s a ppa lle d. Of tha t im a gine d stoicism , tha t theoretica l coura ge, not a  tra ce wa s left.

He  ra ge d a ga inst him se lf–wha t a  fool!–a ga inst the  Dire ctor–how unfa ir not to give  him  tha t othe r cha nce , tha t othe r cha nce  which, he  now ha d no doubt a t a ll, he  ha d a lwa ys inte nde d to ta ke . And Ice la nd, Ice la nd …

Le nina  shook he r he a d. "Wa s a nd will m a ke  m e  ill," she  qUote d, "I ta ke  a  gra m m e  a nd only a m ."

In the  e nd she  pe rsua de d him  to swa llow four ta ble ts of som a. Five  m inute s la te r roots a nd fruits we re  a bolishe d;  the  flowe r of the  pre se nt rosily blossom e d. A m e ssa ge  from  the  porte r a nnounce d tha t, a t the  Wa rde n's orde rs, a  Re se rva tion Gua rd ha d com e  round with a  pla ne  a nd wa s wa iting on the  roof of the  hote l. The y we nt up a t once . An octoroon in Ga m m a -gre e n uniform  sa lute d a nd proce e de d to re cite  the  m orning's progra m m e .

A bird's-e ye  vie w of te n or a  doze n of the  principa l pue blos, the n a  la nding for lunch in the  va lle y of Ma lpa is. The  re st-house  wa s com forta ble  the re , a nd up a t the  pue blo the  sa va ge s would proba bly be  ce le bra ting the ir sum m e r fe stiva l. It would be  the  be st pla ce  to spe nd the  night.

The y took the ir se a ts in the  pla ne  a nd se t off. Te n m inute s la te r the y we re  crossing the  frontie r tha t se pa ra te d civiliza tion from  sa va ge ry. Uphill a nd down, a cross the  de se rts of sa lt or sa nd, through fore sts, into the  viole t de pth of ca nyons, ove r cra g a nd pe a k a nd ta ble -toppe d m e sa , the  fe nce  m a rche d on a nd on, irre sistibly the  stra ight line , the  ge om e trica l sym bol of trium pha nt hum a n purpose . And a t its foot, he re  a nd the re , a  m osa ic of white  bone s, a  still unrotte d ca rca se  da rk on the  ta wny ground m a rke d the  pla ce  whe re  de e r or ste e r, pum a  or porcupine  or coyote , or the  gre e dy turke y buzza rds dra wn down by the  whiff of ca rrion a nd fulm ina te d a s though by a  poe tic justice , ha d com e  too close  to the  de stroying wire s.

"The y ne ve r le a rn," sa id the  gre e n-uniform e d pilot, pointing down a t the  ske le tons on the  ground be low the m . "And the y ne ve r will le a rn," he  a dde d a nd la ughe d, a s though he  ha d som e how score d a  pe rsona l trium ph ove r the  e le ctrocute d a nim a ls.

Be rna rd a lso la ughe d;  a fte r two gra m m e s of som a th e  joke  s e e m e d, for s om e  re a son, good. La ughe d a nd the n, a lm ost im m e dia te ly, droppe d off to sle e p, a nd sle e ping wa s ca rrie d ove r Ta os a nd Te suque ;  ove r Na m be  a nd Picuris a nd Pojoa que , ove r Sia  a nd Cochiti, ove r La guna  a nd Acom a  a nd the  Encha nte d Me sa , ove r Zuñi a nd Cibola  a nd Ojo Ca lie nte , a nd woke  a t la st to find the  m a chine  sta nding on the  ground, Le nina  ca rrying the  suit-ca se s into a  sm a ll squa re  house , a nd the  Ga m m a -gre e n octoroon ta lking incom pre he nsibly with a  young India n.

"Ma lpa is," e xpla ine d the  pilot, a s Be rna rd ste ppe d out. "This is the  re st-house . And the re 's a  da nce  this a fte rnoon a t the  pue blo. He 'll ta ke  you the re ." He  pointe d to the  sulle n young sa va ge . "Funny, I e xpe ct." He  grinne d. "Eve rything the y do is funny." And with tha t he  clim be d into the  pla ne  a nd sta rte d up the  e ngine s. "Ba ck 


to-m orrow. And re m e m be r," he  a dde d re a ssuringly to Le nina , "the y're  pe rfe ctly ta m e ;  sa va ge s won't do you a ny ha rm . The y've  got e nough e xpe rie nce  of ga s bom bs to know tha t they m ustn't pla y a ny tricks." Still la ughing, he threw the he licopte r scre ws into ge a r, a cce le ra te d, a nd wa s gone .

Chapte r Se ve n

THE MESA wa s like  a  ship be ca lm e d in a  stra it of lion-coloure d dust. The  cha nne l wound be twe e n pre cipitous ba nks, a nd sla nting from  one  wa ll to the  othe r a cross the  va lle y ra n a  stre a k of gre e n-the  rive r a nd its fie lds. On the  prow of tha t stone  ship in the  ce ntre  of the  stra it, a nd se e m ingly a  pa rt of it, a  sha pe d a nd ge om e trica l outcrop of the  na ke d rock, stood the  pue blo of Ma lpa is. Block a bove  block, e a ch pyra m ids into the  blue  sky. At the ir fe e t la y a  stra ggle  of low buildings, a  criss-cross story sm a lle r tha n the  one  be low, the  ta ll house s rose  like  ste ppe d a nd a m puta te d of wa lls;  a nd on thre e  side s the  pre cipice s fe ll she e r into the  pla in. A fe w colum ns of sm oke  m ounte d pe rpe ndicula rly into the  windle ss a ir a nd we re  lost.

"Que e r," sa id Le nina . "Ve ry que e r." It wa s he r ordina ry word of conde m na tion. "I don't like  it. And I don't like  tha t m a n." She  pointe d to the  India n guide  who ha d be e n a ppointe d to ta ke  the m  up to the  pue blo. He r fe e ling wa s e vide ntly re ciproca te d;  the  ve ry ba ck of the  m a n, a s he  wa lke d a long be fore  the m , wa s hostile , sulle nly conte m ptuous.

"Be side s," she  lowe re d he r voice , "he  sm e lls."

Be rna rd did not a tte m pt to de ny it. The y wa lke d on.

Sudde nly it wa s a s though the  whole  a ir ha d com e  a live  a nd we re  pulsing, pulsing with the  inde fa tiga ble  m ove m e nt of blood. Up the re , in Ma lpa is, the  drum s we re  be ing be a te n. The ir fe e t fe ll in with the  rhythm  of tha t m yste rious he a rt;  the y quicke ne d the ir pa ce . The ir pa th le d the m  to the  foot of the  pre cipice . The  side s of the  gre a t m e sa  ship towe re d ove r the m , thre e  hundre d fe e t to the  gunwa le .

"I wish we  could ha ve  brought the  pla ne ," sa id Le nina , looking up re se ntfully a t the  

bla nk im pe nding rock-fa ce . "I ha te  wa lking. And you fe e l so sm a ll whe n you're  on the  ground a t the  bottom  of a  hill."



The y wa lke d a long for som e  wa y in the  sha dow of the  m e sa , rounde d a  proje ction, a nd there, in a  wa ter-worn ra vine, wa s the wa y up the com pa nion la dder. They clim be d. It wa s a  ve ry ste e p pa th tha t zigza gge d from  side  to side  of the  gully. Som e tim e s the  pulsing of the  drum s wa s a ll but ina udible , a t othe rs the y se e m e d to be  be a ting only just round the  corne r.

Whe n the y we re  ha lf-wa y up, a n e a gle  fle w pa st so close  to the m  tha t the  wind of his wings blew chill on their fa ces. In a  crevice of the rock la y a  pile of bones. It wa s a ll oppre ssive ly que e r, a nd the  India n sm e lt stronge r a nd stronge r. The y e m e rge d a t la st from  the  ra vine  into the  full sunlight. The  top of the  m e sa  wa s a  fla t de ck of stone .



"Like  the  Cha ring-T Towe r," wa s Le nina 's com m e nt. But she  wa s not a llowe d to 

e njoy he r discove ry of this re a ssuring re se m bla nce  for long. A pa dding of soft fe e t m a de  the m  turn round. Na ke d from  throa t to na ve l, the ir da rk brown bodie s pa inte d with white  line s ("like  a spha lt te nnis courts," Le nina  wa s la te r to e xpla in), the ir fa ce s inhum a n with da ubings of sca rle t, bla ck a nd ochre , two India ns ca m e  running a long the  pa th. The ir bla ck ha ir wa s bra ide d with fox fur a nd re d fla nne l. Cloa ks of turke y fe a the rs flutte re d from  the ir shoulde rs;  huge  fe a the r dia de m s e xplode d ga udily round the ir he a ds. With e ve ry ste p the y took ca m e  the  clink a nd ra ttle  of the ir silve r bra ce le ts, the ir he a vy ne ckla ce s of bone  a nd turquoise  be a ds. The y ca m e  on without a  word, running quie tly in the ir de e rskin m occa sins. One  of the m  wa s 

holding a  fe a the r brush;  the  othe r ca rrie d, in e ithe r ha nd, wha t looke d a t a  dista nce  like  thre e  or four pie ce s of thick rope . One  of the  rope s writhe d une a sily, a nd sudde nly Le nina  sa w tha t the y we re  sna ke s.

The  m e n ca m e  ne a re r a nd ne a re r;  the ir da rk e ye s looke d a t he r, but without giving a ny sign of re cognition, a ny sm a lle st sign tha t the y ha d se e n he r or we re  a wa re  of 


he r e xiste nce . The  writhing sna ke  hung lim p a ga in with the  re st. The  m e n pa sse d.

"I don't like  it," sa id Le nina . "I don't like  it."

She  like d e ve n le ss wha t a wa ite d he r a t the  e ntra nce  to the  pue blo, whe re  the ir guide ha d left them  while he went inside for instructions. The dirt, to sta rt with, the pile s of rubbish, the  dust, the  dogs, the  flie s. He r fa ce  wrinkle d up into a  grim a ce  of disgust. She  he ld he r ha ndke rchie f to he r nose .



wa sn't possible .)"But how ca n the y live  like  this?" she  broke  out in a  voice  of indigna nt incre dulity. (It 

Be rna rd shrugge d his shoulde rs philosophica lly. "Anyhow," he  sa id, "the y've  be e n doing it for the  la st five  or six thousa nd ye a rs. So I suppose  the y m ust be  use d to it by now."

"But cle a nline ss is ne xt to fordline ss," she  insiste d.

"Ye s, a nd civiliza tion is ste riliza tion," Be rna rd we nt on, concluding on a  tone  of irony the  se cond hypnopæ dic le sson in e le m e nta ry hygie ne . "But the se  pe ople  ha ve  

ne ve r he a rd of Our Ford, a nd the y a re n't civilize d. So the re 's no point in …"

"Oh!" She  grippe d his a rm . "Look."

An a lm ost na ke d India n wa s ve ry slowly clim bing down the  la dde r from  the  first-floor te rra ce  of a  ne ighboring house –rung a fte r rung, with the  tre m ulous ca ution of e xtre m e  old a ge . His fa ce  wa s profoundly wrinkle d a nd bla ck, like  a  m a sk of obsidia n. The  toothle ss m outh ha d fa lle n in. At the  corne rs of the  lips, a nd on e a ch side  of the  chin, a  fe w long bristle s gle a m e d a lm ost white  a ga inst the  da rk skin. 

The  long unbra ide d ha ir hung down in gre y wisps round his fa ce . His body wa s be nt a nd e m a cia te d to the  bone , a lm ost fle shle ss. Ve ry slowly he  ca m e  down, pa using a t e a ch rung be fore  he  ve nture d a nothe r ste p.

"Wha t's the m a tter with him ?" whispered Lenina . Her eyes were wide with horror a nd 

a m a ze m e n t .



"He 's old, tha t's a ll," Be rna rd a nswe re d a s ca re le ssly a s he  could. He  too wa s 

sta rtle d;  but he  m a de  a n e ffort to se e m  unm ove d.

"Old?" she  re pe a te d. "But the  Dire ctor's old;  lots of pe ople  a re  old;  the y're  not like  

that."



"Tha t's be ca use  we  don't a llow the m  to be  like  tha t. We  pre se rve  the m  from  dise a se s. We  ke e p the ir inte rna l se cre tions a rtificia lly ba la nce d a t a  youthful e quilibrium . We  don't pe rm it the ir m a gne sium -ca lcium  ra tio to fa ll be low wha t it wa s a t thirty. We  give  the m  tra nsfusion of young blood. We  ke e p the ir m e ta bolism  pe rm a ne ntly stim ula te d. So, of course , the y don't look like  tha t. Pa rtly," he  a dde d, "be ca use  m ost of the m  die  long be fore  the y re a ch this old cre a ture 's a ge . Youth a lm ost unim pa ire d till sixty, a nd the n, cra ck! the  e nd."



But Lenina  wa s not listening. She wa s wa tching the old m a n. Slowly, slowly he ca m e down. His fe e t touche d the  ground. He  turne d. In the ir de e p-sunke n orbits his e ye s we re  still e xtra ordina rily bright. The y looke d a t he r for a  long m om e nt e xpre ssionle ssly, without surprise , a s though she  ha d not be e n the re  a t a ll. The n slowly, with be nt ba ck the  old m a n hobble d pa st the m  a nd wa s gone .

"But it's te rrible ," Le nina  whispe re d. "It's a wful. We  ought not to ha ve  com e  he re ." She  fe lt in he r pocke t for he r som a–only to discove r tha t, by som e  unpre ce de nte d ove rsight, she  ha d le ft the  bottle  down a t the  re st-house . Be rna rd's pocke ts we re  a lso e m pty.

Le nina  wa s le ft to fa ce  the  horrors of Ma lpa is una ide d. The y ca m e  crowding in on he r thick a nd fa st. The  spe cta cle  of two young wom e n giving bre a st to the ir ba bie s m a de  he r blush a nd turn a wa y he r fa ce . She  ha d ne ve r se e n a nything so inde ce nt in her life. And wha t m a de it worse wa s tha t, instea d of ta ctfully ignoring it, Berna rd 


proce e de d to m a ke  ope n com m e nts on this re voltingly vivipa rous sce ne . Asha m e d, now tha t the  e ffe cts of the  som a ha d worn off, of the  we a kne ss he  ha d displa ye d tha t m orning in the  hote l, he  we nt out of his wa y to show him se lf strong a nd unorthodox.

"Wha t a  wonde rfully intim a te  re la tionship," he  sa id, de libe ra te ly outra ge ous. "And wha t a n inte nsity of fe e ling it m ust ge ne ra te ! I ofte n think one  m a y ha ve  m isse d som e thing in not ha ving ha d a  m othe r. And pe rha ps you've  m isse d som e thing in not be ing a  m othe r, Le nina . Im a gine  yourse lf sitting the re  with a  little  ba by of your own. …"



"Be rna rd! How ca n you?" The  pa ssa ge  of a n old wom a n with ophtha lm ia  a nd a  

dise a se  of the  skin distra cte d he r from  he r indigna tion.

"Le t's go a wa y," she  be gge d. "I don't like  it."

But a t this m om e nt the ir guide  ca m e  ba ck a nd, be ckoning the m  to follow, le d the  wa y down the  na rrow stre e t be twe e n the  house s. The y rounde d a  corne r. A de a d dog wa s lying on a  rubbish he a p;  a  wom a n with a  goitre  wa s looking for lice  in the  ha ir of a  sm a ll girl. The ir guide  ha lte d a t the  foot of a  la dde r, ra ise d his ha nd perpendicula rly, then da rted it horizonta lly forwa rd. They did wha t he m utely com m a nde d–clim be d the  la dde r a nd wa lke d through the  doorwa y, to which it ga ve  a cce ss, into a  long na rrow room , ra the r da rk a nd sm e lling of sm oke  a nd cooke d gre a se  a nd long-worn, long-unwa she d clothe s. At the  furthe r e nd of the  room  wa s a nothe r doorwa y, through which ca m e  a  sha ft of surdight a nd the  noise , ve ry loud a nd close , of the  drum s.

The y ste ppe d a cross the  thre shold a nd found the m se lve s on a  wide  te rra ce . Be low the m , shut in by the  ta ll house s, wa s the  villa ge  squa re , crowde d with India ns. 

Bright bla nke ts, a nd fe a the rs in bla ck ha ir, a nd the  glint of turquoise , a nd da rk skins shining with he a t. Le nina  put he r ha ndke rchie f to he r nose  a ga in. In the  ope n spa ce  a t the  ce ntre  of the  squa re  we re  two circula r pla tform s of m a sonry a nd tra m ple d cla y–the  roofs, it wa s e vide nt, of unde rground cha m be rs;  for in the  ce ntre  of e a ch pla tform  wa s a n ope n ha tchwa y, with a  la dde r e m e rging from  the  lowe r da rkne ss. A sound of subte rra ne a n flute  pla ying ca m e  up a nd wa s a lm ost lost in the  ste a dy re m orse le ss pe rsiste nce  of the  drum s.

Le nina  like d the  drum s. Shutting he r e ye s she  a ba ndone d he rse lf to the ir soft re pe a te d thunde r, a llowe d it to inva de  he r consciousne ss m ore  a nd m ore  com ple te ly, till a t la st the re  wa s nothing le ft in the  world but tha t one  de e p pulse  of sound. It re m inde d he r re a ssuringly of the  synthe tic noise s m a de  a t Solida rity Se rvice s a nd Ford's Da y ce le bra tions. "Orgy-porgy," she  whispe re d to he rse lf. The se  drum s be a t out just the  sa m e  rhythm s.

The re  wa s a  sudde n sta rtling burst of singing–hundre ds of m a le  voice s crying out fie rce ly in ha rsh m e ta llic unison. A fe w long note s a nd sile nce , the  thunde rous sile nce  of the  drum s;  the n shrill, in a  ne ighing tre ble , the  wom e n's a nswe r. The n a ga in the  drum s;  a nd once  m ore  the  m e n's de e p sa va ge  a ffirm a tion of the ir m a n h ood .



Que e r–ye s. The  pla ce  wa s que e r, so wa s the  m usic, so we re  the  clothe s a nd the  goitre s a nd the  skin dise a se s a nd the  old pe ople . But the  pe rform a nce  itse lf–the re  se e m e d to be  nothing spe cia lly que e r a bout tha t.



"It re m inds m e  of a  lowe r-ca ste  Com m unity Sing," she  told Be rna rd.

But a  little  la te r it wa s re m inding he r a  good de a l le ss of tha t innocuous function. For sudde nly the re  ha d swa rm e d up from  those  round cha m be rs unte rground a  gha stly troop of m onste rs. Hide ously m a ske d or pa inte d out of a ll se m bla nce  of hum a nity, the y ha d tra m pe d out a  stra nge  lim ping da nce  round the  squa re ;  round a nd a ga in round, singing a s the y we nt, round a nd round–e a ch tim e  a  little  fa ste r;  a nd the  drum s ha d cha nge d a nd quicke ne d the ir rhythm , so tha t it be ca m e  like  the  pulsing of fe ve r in the  e a rs;  a nd the  crowd ha d be gun to sing with the  da nce rs, loude r a nd loude r;  a nd first one  wom a n ha d shrie ke d, a nd the n a nothe r a nd a nothe r, a s though the y we re  be ing kille d;  a nd the n sudde nly the  le a de r of the  


da nce rs broke  out of the  line , ra n to a  big woode n che st which wa s sta nding a t one  e nd of the  squa re , ra ise d the  lid a nd pulle d out a  pa ir of bla ck sna ke s. A gre a t ye ll went up from  the crowd, a nd a ll the other da ncers ra n towa rds him  with out-stretched ha nds. He  tosse d the  sna ke s to the  first-com e rs, the n dippe d ba ck into the  che st for m ore . More  a nd m ore , bla ck sna ke s a nd brown a nd m ottle d-he  flung the m  out. And the n the  da nce  be ga n a ga in on a  diffe re nt rhythm . Round a nd round the y we nt with the ir sna ke s, sna kily, with a  soft undula ting m ove m e nt a t the  kne e s a nd hips. Round a nd round. The n the  le a de r ga ve  a  signa l, a nd one  a fte r a nothe r, a ll the  sna ke s we re  flung down in the  m iddle  of the  squa re ;  a n old m a n ca m e  up from  unde rground a nd sprinkle d the m  with corn m e a l, a nd from  the  othe r ha tchwa y ca m e  a  wom a n a nd sprinkle d the m  with wa te r from  a  bla ck ja r. The n the  old m a n lifte d his ha nd a nd, sta rtingly, te rrifyingly, the re  wa s a bsolute  sile nce . The  drum s stoppe d be a ting, life  se e m e d to ha ve  com e  to a n e nd. The  old m a n pointe d towa rds the  two hatchways that gave entrance to the lower world. And slowly, raised by invisible 

ha nds from  be low, the re  e m e rge d from  the  one  a  pa inte d im a ge  of a n e a gle , from  the  othe r tha t of a  m a n, na ke d, a nd na ile d to a  cross. The y hung the re , se e m ingly se lf-susta ine d, a s though wa tching. The  old m a n cla ppe d his ha nds. Na ke d but for a  white  cotton bre e ch-cloth, a  boy of a bout e ighte e n ste ppe d out of the  crowd a nd stood be fore  him , his ha nds crosse d ove r his che st, his he a d bowe d. The  old m a n m a de  the  sign of the  cross ove r him  a nd turne d a wa y. Slowly, the  boy be ga n to wa lk round the  writhing he a p of sna ke s. He  ha d com ple te d the  first circuit a nd wa s ha lf-wa y through the  se cond whe n, from  a m ong the  da nce rs, a  ta ll m a n we a ring the  m a sk of a  coyote  a nd holding in his ha nd a  whip of pla ite d le a the r, a dva nce d towa rds him . The  boy m ove d on a s though una wa re  of the  othe r's e xiste nce . The  coyote -m a n ra ise d his whip, the re  wa s a  long m om e nt a f e xpe cta ncy, the n a  swift m ove m e nt, the  whistle  of the  la sh a nd its loud fla t-sounding im pa ct on the  fte sh. The  boy's body quive re d;  but he  m a de  no sound, he  wa lke d on a t the  sa m e  slow, ste a dy pa ce . The  coyote  struck a ga in, a ga in;  a nd a t e ve ry blow a t first a  ga sp, a nd the n a  de e p groa n we nt up from  the  crowd. The  boy wa lke d. Twice , thrice , four tim e s round he  we nt. The  blood wa s stre a m ing. Five  tim e s round, six tim e s round. Sudde nly Le nina  cove re d he r fa ce  shish he r ha nds a nd be ga n to sob. "Oh, stop the m , stop the m !" she  im plore d. But the  whip fe ll a nd fe ll ine xora bly. Se ve n tim e s round. The n a ll a t once  the  boy sta gge re d a nd, still without a  sound, pitche d forwa rd on to his fa ce . Be nding ove r him , the  old m a n touche d his ba ck with a  long white  fe a the r, he ld it up for a  m om e nt, crim son, for the  pe ople  to se e  the n shook it thrice  ove r the  sna ke s. A fe w drops fe ll, a nd sudde nly the  drum s broke  out a ga in into a  pa nic of hurrying note s;  the re  wa s a  gre a t shout. The  da nce rs rushe d forwa rd, 

picke d up the  sna ke s a nd ra n out of the  squa re . Me n, wom e n, childre n, a ll the  crowd ra n a fte r the m . A m inute  la te r the  squa re  wa s e m pty, only the  boy re m a ine d, prone  whe re  he  ha d fa lle n, quite  still. Thre e  old wom e n ca m e  out of one  of the  house s, a nd with som e  difficulty lifte d him  a nd ca rrie d him  in. The  e a gle  a nd the  m a n on the  cross ke pt gua rd for a  little  while  ove r the  e m pty pue blo;  the n, a s though the y ha d se e n e nough, sa nk slowly down through the ir ha tchwa ys, out of sight, into the nether world.

Le nina  wa s still sobbing. "Too a wful," she  ke pt re pe a ting, a nd a ll Be rna rd's consola tions we re  in va in. "Too a wful! Tha t blood!" She  shudde re d. "Oh, I wish I ha d 

m y som a." 



The re  wa s the  sound of fe e t in the  inne r room .



Le nina  did not m ove , but sa t with he r fa ce  in he r ha nds, unse e ing, a pa rt. Only 

Be rna rd turne d round.



The  dre ss of the  young m a n who now ste ppe d out on to the  te rra ce  wa s India n;  but his pla ite d ha ir wa s stra w-coloure d, his e ye s a  pa le  blue , a nd his skin a  white  skin, bronze d.



"Hullo. Good-m orrow," sa id the  stra nge r, in fa ultle ss but pe culia r English. "You're  

civilize d, a re n't you? You com e  from  the  Othe r Pla ce , outside  the  Re se rva tion?"

"Who on e a rth … ?" Be rna rd be ga n in a stonishm e nt.

The  young m a n sighe d a nd shook his he a d. "A m ost unha ppy ge ntle m a n." And, pointing to the  bloodsta ins in the  ce ntre  of the  squa re , "Do you se e  tha t da m ne d spot?" he  a ske d in a  voice  tha t tre m ble d with e m otion.


"A gra m m e  is be tte r tha n a  da m n," sa id Le nina  m e cha nica lly from  be hind he r 

ha nds. "I wish I ha d m y som a!"



"I ought to ha ve  be e n the re ," the  young m a n we nt on. "Why wouldn't the y le t m e  be  the  sa crifice ? I'd ha ve  gone  round te n tim e s–twe lve , fifte e n. Pa lowhtiwa  only got a s fa r a s se ve n. The y could ha ve  ha d twice  a s m uch blood from  m e . The  m ultitudinous se a s inca rna dine ." He  flung out his a rm s in a  la vish ge sture ;  the n, de spa iringly, le t the m  fa ll a ga in. "But the y wouldn't le t m e . The y dislike d m e  for m y com ple xion. It's a lwa ys be e n like  tha t. Alwa ys." Te a rs stood in the  young m a n's e ye s;  he  wa s a sha m e d a nd turne d a wa y.

Astonishm e nt m a de  Le nina  forge t the  de priva tion of som a. She  uncove re d he r fa ce  a nd, for the  first tim e , looke d a t the  stra nge r. "Do you m e a n to sa y tha t you wantedto be hit with that whip?"



Still a ve rte d from  he r, the  young m a n m a de  a  sign of a ffirm a tion. "For the  sa ke  of the  pue blo–to m a ke  the  ra in com e  a nd the  corn grow. And to ple a se  Pookong a nd 

Je sus. And the n to show tha t I ca n be a r pa in without crying out. Ye s," a nd his voice  sudde nly took on a  ne w re sona nce , he  turne d with a  proud squa ring of the  shoulde rs, a  proud, de fia nt lifting of the  chin "to show tha t I'm  a  m a n … Oh!" He  ga ve  a  ga sp a nd wa s sile nt, ga ping. He  ha d se e n, for the  first tim e  in his life , the  fa ce  of a  girl whose  che e ks we re  not the  colour of chocola te  or dogskin, whose  ha ir wa s a uburn a nd pe rm a ne ntly wa ve d, a nd whose  e xpre ssion (a m a zing nove lty!) wa s one  of be ne vole nt inte re st. Le nina  wa s sm iling a t him ;  such a  nice -looking boy, she  wa s thinking, a nd a  re a lly be a utiful body. The  blood rushe d up into the  young m a n's fa ce ;  he  droppe d his e ye s, ra ise d the m  a ga in for a  m om e nt only to find he r still sm iling a t him , a nd wa s so m uch ove rcom e  tha t he  ha d to turn a wa y a nd pre te nd to be  looking ve ry ha rd a t som e thing on the  othe r side  of the  squa re .

Be rna rd's que stions m a de  a  dive rsion. Who? How? Whe n? From  whe re ? Ke e ping his e ye s fixe d on Be rna rd's fa ce  (for so pa ssiona te ly did he  long to se e  Le nina  sm iling tha t he  sim ply da re d not look a t he r), the  young m a n trie d to e xpla in him se lf. Linda  a nd he –Linda  wa s his m othe r (the  word m a de  Le nina  look uncom forta ble )–we re  stra nge rs in the  Re se rva tion. Linda  ha d com e  from  the  Othe r Pla ce  long a go, be fore  he  wa s born, with a  m a n who wa s his fa the r. (Be rna rd pricke d up his e a rs.) She  ha d ste e p pla ce  a nd hurt he r he a d. ("Go on, go on," sa id Be rna rd e xcite dly.) Som e  gone  wa lking a lone  in those  m ounta ins ove r the re  to the  North, ha d fa lle n down a  hunte rs from  Ma lpa is ha d found he r a nd brought he r to the  pue blo. As for the  m a n who wa s his fa the r, Linda  ha d ne ve r se e n him  a ga in. His na m e  wa s Tom a kin. (Ye s, "Thom a s" wa s the  D.H.C.'s first na m e .) He  m ust ha ve  flown a wa y, ba ck to the  Othe r Pla ce , a wa y without he r–a  ba d, unkind, unna tura l m a n.

"And so I wa s born in Ma lpa is," he  conclude d. "In Ma lpa is." And he  shook his he a d.



The  squa lor of tha t little  house  on the  outskirts of the  pue blo!

A spa ce  of dust a nd rubbish se pa ra te d it from  the  villa ge . Two fa m ine -stricke n dogs we re  nosing obsce ne ly in the  ga rba ge  a t its door. Inside , whe n the y e nte re d, the  twilight stank and was loud with flies.

"Linda !" the  young m a n ca lle d.

From  the  inne r room  a  ra the r hoa rse  fe m a le  voice  sa id, "Com ing."

The y wa ite d. In bowls on the  floor we re  the  re m a ins of a  m e a l, pe rha ps of se ve ra l m e a ls .



The  door ope ne d. A ve ry stout blonde  squa w ste ppe d a cross the  thre shold a nd stood looking a t the  stra nge rs sta ring incre dulously, he r m outh ope n. Le nina  one s tha t re m a ine d … She  shudde re d. It wa s worse  tha n the  old m a n. So fa t. And noticed with disgust tha t two of the front teeth were m issing. And the colour of the 

a ll the  line s in he r fa ce , the  fla bbine ss, the  wrinkle s. And the  sa gging che e ks, with those  purplish blotche s. And the  re d ve ins on he r nose , the  bloodshot e ye s. And tha t ne ck–tha t ne ck;  a nd the  bla nke t she  wore  ove r he r he a d–ra gge d a nd filthy. 


And unde r the  brown sa ck-sha pe d tunic those  e norm ous bre a sts, the  bulge  of the  stom a ch, the  hips. Oh, m uch worse  tha n the  old m a n, m uch worse ! And sudde nly the crea ture burst out in a  torrent of speech, rushed a t her with outstretched a rm s a nd–Ford! Ford! it wa s too re volting, in a nothe r m om e nt she 'd be  sick–pre sse d he r a ga inst the  bulge , the  bosom , a nd be ga n to kiss he r. Ford! to kiss, slobbe ringly, a nd sm e lt too horrible , obviously ne ve r ha d a  ba th, a nd sim ply re e ke d of tha t be a stly stuff tha t wa s put into De lta  a nd Epsilon bottle s (no, it wa sn't true  a bout Be rna rd), positive ly sta nk of a lcohol. She  broke  a wa y a s quickly a s she  could.

A blubbe re d a nd distorte d fa ce  confronte d he r;  the  cre a ture  wa s crying.

"Oh, m y de a r, m y de a r." The  torre nt of words flowe d sobbingly. "If you kne w how gla d–a fte r a ll the se  ye a rs! A civilize d fa ce . Ye s, a nd civilize d clothe s. Be ca use  I thought I should ne ve r se e  a  pie ce  of re a l a ce ta te  silk a ga in." She  finge re d the  sle e ve  of Le nina 's shirt. The  na ils we re  bla ck. "And those  a dora ble  viscose  

ve lve te e n shorts! Do you know, de a r, I've  still got m y old clothe s, the  one s I ca m e  in, put a wa y in a  box. I'll show the m  you a fte rwa rds. Though, of course , the  a ce ta te  ha s a ll gone  into hole s. But such a  love ly white  ba ndolie r–though I m ust sa y your gre e n m orocco is e ve n love lie r. Not tha t it did m e m uch good, tha t ba ndolie r." He r te a rs be ga n to flow a ga in. "I suppose  John told you. Wha t I ha d to suffe r–a nd not a  gra m m e  of som a to be  ha d. Only a  drink of m escal e ve ry now a nd the n, whe n Popé  use d to bring it. Popé  is a  boy I use d to know. But it m a ke s you fe e l so ba d afterwards. the m escal doe s, a nd you're  sick with the  peyotl;  be side s it a lwa ys m a de  tha t a wful fe e ling of be ing a sha m e d m uch worse  the  ne xt da y. And I wa s so a sha m e d. Just think of it:  m e , a  Be ta –ha ving a  ba by:  put yourse lf in m y pla ce ." (The  m e re  sugge stion m a de  Le nina  shudde r.) "Though it wa sn't m y fa ult, I swe a r;  be ca use  I still don't know how it ha ppe ne d, se e ing tha t I did a ll the  Ma lthusia n Drill–you know, by num bers, One, two, three, four, a lwa ys, I swea r it;  but a ll the sa m e  it ha ppe ne d, a nd of course  the re  wa sn't a nything like  a n Abortion Ce ntre  

he re . Is it still down in Che lse a , by the  wa y?" she  a ske d. Le nina  nodde d. "And still floodlighte d on Tue sda ys a nd Frida ys?" Le nina  nodde d a ga in. "Tha t love ly pink 

gla ss tower!" Poor Linda  lifted her fa ce a nd with closed eyes ecsta tica lly conte m pla te d the  bright re m e m be re d im a ge . "And the  rive r a t night," she  whispe re d. Gre a t te a rs ooze d slowly out from  be hind he r tight-shut e ye lids. "And flying ba ck in the  e ve ning from  Stoke  Poge s. And the n a  hot ba th a nd vibro-va cuum  m a ssa ge  … But the re ." She  dre w a  de e p bre a th, shook he r he a d, ope ne d he r e ye s a ga in, sniffe d once  or twice , the n ble w he r nose  on he r finge rs a nd wipe d the m  on the  skirt of he r tunic. "Oh, I'm  so sorry," she  sa id in re sponse  to Le nina 's involunta ry grim a ce  of disgust. "I oughtn't to ha ve  done  tha t. I'm  sorry. But wha t 

a re  you to do whe n the re  a re n't a ny ha ndke rchie fs? I re m e m be r how it use d to upse t m e , a ll tha t dirt, a nd nothing be ing a se ptic. I ha d a n a wful cut on m y he a d whe n the y first brought m e  he re . You ca n't im a gine  wha t the y use d to put on it. 

Filth, just filth. 'Civiliza tion is Steriliza tion,' I used to sa y t them . And 'Stre ptocock-Ge e  to Ba nbury-T, to se e  a  fine  ba throom  a nd W.C.' a s though the y were children. But of course they didn't understa nd. How should they? And in the 

e nd I suppose  I got use d to it. And a nyhow, how can you ke e p things cle a n whe n the re  isn't hot wa te r la id on? And look a t the se  clothe s. This be a stly wool isn't like  a ce ta te . It la sts a nd la sts. And you're  suppose d to m e nd it if it ge ts torn. But I'm  a  Be ta ;  I worke d in the  Fe rtilizing Room ;  nobody e ve r ta ught m e  to do a nything like  tha t. It wa sn't m y busine ss. Be side s, it ne ve r use d to be  right to m e nd clothe s. Throw the m  a wa y whe n the y've  got hole s in the m  a nd buy ne w. 'The  m ore  stiche s, the  le ss riche s.' Isn't tha t right? Me nding's a nti-socia l. But it's a ll diffe re nt he re . It's like  living with luna tics. Eve rything the y do is m a d." She  looke d round;  sa w John a nd Be rna rd ha d le ft the m  a nd we re  wa lking up a nd down in the  dust a nd ga rba ge  outside  the  house ;  but, none  the  le ss confide ntia lly lowe ring he r voice , a nd le a ning, while  Le nina  stiffe ne d a nd shra nk, so close  tha t the  blown re e k of e m bryo-poison stirre d the  ha ir on he r che e k. "For insta nce ," she  hoa rse ly whispe re d, "ta ke  the  wa y the y ha ve  one  a nothe r he re . Ma d, I te ll you, a bsolute ly m a d. Eve rybody be longs to e ve ry one  e lse –don't the y? don't the y?" she  insiste d, tugging a t Le nina 's sle e ve . Le nina  nodde d he r a ve rte d he a d, le t out the  bre a th she  ha d be e n holding a nd m a na ge d to dra w a nothe r one , re la tive ly unta inte d. "We ll, he re ," the  othe r we nt on, "nobody's suppose d to be long to m ore  tha n one  pe rson. And if you ha ve  pe ople  in the  ordina ry wa y, the  othe rs think you're  wicke d a nd a nti-socia l. The y ha te  a nd de spise  you. Once  a  lot of wom e n ca m e  a nd m a de  a  sce ne  be ca use  the ir m e n 

ca m e  to se e  m e . We ll, why not? And the n the y rushe d a t m e  … No, it wa s too a wful. 

I ca n't te ll you a bout it." Linda  cove re d he r fa ce  with he r ha nds a nd shudde re d. "The y're  so ha te ful, the  wom e n he re . Ma d, m a d a nd crue l. And of course  the y don't 


know a nything a bout Ma lthusia n Drill, or bottle s, or de ca nting, or a nything of tha t sort. So the y're  ha ving childre n a ll the  tim e –like  dogs. It's too re volting. And to 

think tha t I … Oh, Ford, Ford, Ford! And ye t John was a  gre a t com fort to m e . I don't know wha t I should ha ve  done  without him . Eve n though he  did ge t so upse t whe ne ve r a  m a n … Quite  a s a  tiny boy, e ve n. Once  (but tha t wa s whe n he  wa s bigge r) he  trie d to kill poor Wa ihusiwa –or wa s it Popé ?–just be ca use  I use d to ha ve  the m  som e tim e s. Be ca use  I ne ve r could m a ke  him  unde rsta nd tha t tha t wa s wha t civilize d pe ople  ought to do. Be ing m a d's infe ctious I be lie ve . Anyhow, John se e m s to ha ve  ca ught it from  the  India ns. Be ca use , of course , he  wa s with the m  a  lot. Eve n though the y a lwa ys we re  so be a stly to him  a nd wouldn't le t him  do a ll the  things the  othe r boys did. Which wa s a  good thing in a  wa y, be ca use  it m a de  it e a sie r for m e  

to condition him  a  little . Though you've  no ide a  how difficult tha t is. The re 's so m uch one  doe sn't know;  it wa sn't m y busine ss to know. I m e a n, whe n a  child a sks you how a helicopter works or who m ade the world–well, what are you to answer if you're a  Be ta  a nd ha ve  a lwa ys worke d in the  Fe rtilizing Room ? Wha t are you to a nswer?"

Chapte r Eight

OUTSIDE, in the  dust a nd a m ong the  ga rba ge  (the re  we re  four dogs now), Be rna rd a nd John were wa lking slowly up a nd down.

"So ha rd for m e to rea lize," Berna rd wa s sa ying, "to reconstruct. As though we were living on diffe re nt pla ne ts, in diffe re nt ce nturie s. A m othe r, a nd a ll this dirt, a nd gods, a nd old a ge , a nd dise a se  …" He  shook his he a d. "It's a lm ost inconce iva ble . I sha ll ne ve r unde rsta nd, unle ss you e xpla in."

"Explain what?"

"This." He  indica te d the  pue blo. "Tha t." And it wa s the  little  house  outside  the  

village. "Everything. All your life."

"But wha t is there to sa y?"

"From  the  be ginning. As fa r ba ck a s you ca n re m e m be r."

"As fa r ba ck a s I ca n re m e m be r." John frowne d. The re  wa s a  long sile nce .

It wa s ve ry hot. The y ha d e a te n a  lot of tortilla s a nd swe e t corn. Linda  sa id, "Com e  a nd lie  down, Ba by." The y la y down toge the r in the  big be d. "Sing," a nd Linda  sa ng. Sa ng "Stre ptocock-Ge e  to Ba nbury-T" a nd "Bye  Ba by Ba nting, soon you'll ne e d de ca nting." He r voice  got fa inte r a nd fa inte r …

The re  wa s a  loud noise , a nd he  woke  with a  sta rt. A m a n wa s sa ying som e thing to Linda , a nd Linda  wa s la ughing. She  ha d pulle d the  bla nke t up to he r chin, but the  m a n pulle d it down a ga in. His ha ir wa s like  two bla ck rope s, a nd round his a rm  wa s a  love ly silve r bra ce le t with blue  stone s in it. He  like d the  bra ce le t;  but a ll the  sa m e , he  wa s frighte ne d;  he  hid his fa ce  a ga inst Linda 's body. Linda  put he r ha nd on him  a nd he  fe lt sa fe r. In those  othe r words he  did not unde rsta nd so we ll, she  sa id to the  m a n, "Not with John he re ." The  m a n looke d a t him , the n a ga in a t Linda , a nd sa id a  fe w words in a  soft voice . Linda  sa id, "No." But the  m a n be nt ove r the  be d towa rds him  a nd his fa ce  wa s huge , te rrible ;  the  bla ck rope s of ha ir touche d the  bla nke t. "No," Linda  sa id a ga in, a nd he  fe lt he r ha nd sque e zing him  m ore  tightly. "No, no!" But the  m a n took hold of one  of his a rm s, a nd it hurt. He  scre a m e d. The  m a n put up his othe r ha nd a nd lifte d him  up. Linda  wa s still holding him , still sa ying, "No, no." The  m a n sa id som e thing short a nd a ngry, a nd sudde nly he r ha nds we re  gone . "Linda , Linda ." He  kicke d a nd wriggle d;  but the  m a n ca rrie d him  a cross to the  door, ope ne d it, put him  down on the  floor in the  m iddle  of the  othe r room , a nd we nt a wa y, shutting the  door be hind hirn. He  got up, he  ra n to the  door. Sta nding on tiptoe  he  could just re a ch the  big woode n la tch. He  lifte d it a nd pushe d;  but the  door wouldn't ope n. "Linda ," he  shoute d. She  didn't a nswe r.

He  re m e m be re d a  huge  room , ra the r da rk;  a nd the re  we re  big woode n things with strings fa ste ne d to the m , a nd lots of wom e n sta nding round the m –m a king bla nke ts, Linda  sa id. Linda  told him  to sit in the  corne r with the  othe r childre n, while  she  we nt a nd he lpe d the  wom e n. He  pla ye d with the  little  boys for a  long tim e . 


Sudde nly pe ople  sta rte d ta lking ve ry loud, a nd the re  we re  the  wom e n pushing Linda  a wa y, a nd Linda  wa s crying. She  we nt to the  door a nd he  ra n a fte r he r. He  a ske d he r why the y we re  a ngry. "Be ca use  I broke  som e thing," she  sa id. And the n she  got a ngry too. "How should I know how to do the ir be a stly we a ving?" she  sa id. "Be a stly sa va ge s." He  a ske d he r wha t sa va ge s we re . Whe n the y got ba ck to the ir house , 

Popé  wa s wa iting a t the  door, a nd he  ca m e  in with the m . He  ha d a  big gourd full of stuff tha t looke d like  wa te r;  only it wa sn't wa te r, but som e thing with a  ba d sm e ll tha t burnt your m outh a nd m a de  you cough. Linda  dra nk som e  a nd Popé  dra nk som e , a nd the n Linda  la ughe d a  lot a nd ta lke d ve ry loud;  a nd the n she  a nd Popé  we nt into the  othe r room . Whe n Popé  we nt a wa y, he  we nt into the  room . Linda  wa s in be d a nd so fa st a sle e p tha t he  couldn't wa ke  he r.



Popé  use d to com e  ofte n. He  sa id the  stuff in the  gourd wa s ca lle d m escal;  but Linda  sa id it ought to be  ca lle d som a;  only it m a de  you fe e l ill a fte rwa rds. He  ha te d Popé . He  ha te d the m  a ll–a ll the  m e n who ca m e  to se e  Linda . One  a fte rnoon, whe n he  ha d be e n pla ying with the  othe r childre n–it wa s cold, he  re m e m be re d, a nd the re  wa s snow on the  m ounta ins–he  ca m e  ba ck to the  house  a nd he a rd a ngry voice s in the  be droom . The y we re  wom e n's voice s, a nd the y sa id words he  didn't unde rsta nd, but he  kne w the y we re  dre a dful words. The n sudde nly, cra sh! som e thing wa s upse t;  he  he a rd pe ople  m oving a bout quickly, a nd the re  wa s a nothe r cra sh a nd the n a  noise  like  hitting a  m ule , only not so bony;  the n Linda  scre a m e d. "Oh, don't, don't, don't!" she  sa id. He  ra n in. The re  we re  thre e  wom e n in da rk bla nke ts. Linda  wa s on the  be d. One  of the  wom e n wa s holding he r wrists. Anothe r wa s lying a cross he r legs, so tha t she couldn't kick. The third wa s hitting her with a  whip. Once, twice, thre e  tim e s;  a nd e a ch tim e  Linda  scre a m e d. Crying, he  tugge d a t the  fringe  of the  wom a n's bla nke t. "Ple a se , ple a se ." With he r fre e  ha nd she  he ld him  a wa y. The  whip ca m e  down a ga in, a nd a ga in Linda  scre a m e d. He  ca ught hold of the  wom a n's enorm ous brown ha nd between his own a nd bit it with a ll his m ight. She cried out, wre nche d he r ha nd fre e , a nd ga ve  him  such a  push tha t he  fe ll down. While  he  wa s lying on the  ground she  hit him  thre e  tim e s with the  whip. It hurt m ore  tha n a nything he  ha d e ve r fe lt–like  fire . The  whip whistle d a ga in, fe ll. But this tim e  it wa s Linda  who scre a m e d.

"But why did they wa nt to hurt you, Linda ?'' he a sked tha t night. He wa s crying, be ca use  the  re d m a rks of the  whip on his ba ck still hurt so te rribly. But he  wa s a lso crying be ca use  pe ople  we re  so be a stly a nd unfa ir, a nd be ca use  he  wa s only a  little  boy a nd couldn't do a nything a ga inst the m . Linda  wa s crying too. She  wa s grown up, but she  wa sn't big e nough to fight a ga inst thre e  of the m . It wa sn't fa ir for he r either. "Why did they wa nt to hurt you, Linda ?"

"I don't know. How should I know?" It wa s difficult to he a r wha t she  sa id, be ca use  she  wa s lying on he r stom a ch a nd he r fa ce  wa s in the  pillow. "The y sa y those  m e n a re  their m e n," she  we nt on;  a nd she  did not se e m  to be  ta lking to him  a t a ll;  she  se e m e d to be  ta lking with som e  one  inside  he rse lf. A long ta lk which she  didn't unde rsta nd;  a nd in the  e nd she  sta rte d crying loude r tha n e ve r.

"Oh, don't cry, Linda. Don't cry."

He  pre sse d him se lf a ga inst he r. He  put his a rm  round he r ne ck. Linda  crie d out. "Oh, be  ca re ful. My shoulde r! Oh!" a nd she  pushe d him  a wa y, ha rd. His he a d ba nge d a ga inst the  wa ll. "Little  idiot!" she  shoute d;  a nd the n, sudde nly, she  be ga n to sla p him . Sla p, sla p …

"Linda ," he  crie d out. "Oh, m othe r, don't!"

"I'm  not your m othe r. I won't be  your m othe r."

"But, Linda  … Oh!" She  sla ppe d him  on the  che e k.

"Turne d into a  sa va ge ," she  shoute d. "Ha ving young one s like  a n a nim a l … If it ha dn't be e n for you, I m ight ha ve  gone  to the  Inspe ctor, I m ight ha ve  got a wa y. But not with a  ba by. Tha t would ha ve  be e n too sha m e ful."

He  sa w tha t she  wa s going to hit him  a ga in, a nd lifte d his a rm  to gua rd his fa ce . 

"Oh, don't, Linda , ple a se  don't."


"Little  be a st!" She  pulle d down his a rm ;  his fa ce  wa s uncove re d.

"Don't, Linda ." He  shut his e ye s, e xpe cting the  blow.

But she  didn't hit him . Afte r a  little  tim e , he  ope ne d his e ye s a ga in a nd sa w tha t she  wa s looking a t him . He  trie d to sm ile  a t he r. Sudde nly she  put he r a rm s round h im  a n d kis s e d h im  a ga in  a n d a ga in .

Som e tim e s, for se ve ra l da ys, Linda  didn't ge t up a t a ll. She  la y in be d a nd wa s sa d. Or e lse  she  dra nk the  stuff tha t Popé  brought a nd la ughe d a  gre a t de a l a nd we nt to sle e p. Som e tim e s she  wa s sick. Ofte n she  forgot to wa sh him , a nd the re  wa s nothing to e a t e xce pt cold tortilla s. He  re m e m be re d the  first tim e  she  found those  little  a nim a ls in his ha ir, how she  scre a m e d a nd scre a m e d.



ca n go flying, whe ne ve r you like ?"The  ha ppie st tim e s we re  whe n she  told him  a hout the  Othe r Pla ce . "And you re a lly 

"Whe ne ve r you like ." And she  would te ll him  a bout the  love ly m usic tha t ca m e  out of a  box, a nd a ll the  nice  ga m e s you could pla y, a nd the  de licious things to e a t a nd drink, a nd the  light tha t ca m e  whe n you pre sse d a  little  thing in the  wa ll, a sd the  picture s tha t you could he a r a nd fe e l a nd sm e ll, a s we ll a s se e , a nd a nothe r box for m a king nice  sm e lls, a nd the  pink a nd gre e n a nd blue  a nd silve r house s a s high a s m ounta ins, a nd e ve rybody ha ppy a nd no one  e ve r sa d or a ngry, a nd e ve ry one  be longing to e ve ry one  e lse , a nd the  boxe s whe re  you could se e  a nd he a r wha t wa s ha ppe ning a t the  othe r side  of the  world, a nd ba bie s in love ly cle a n bottle s–e ve rything so cle a n, a nd no na sty sm e lls, no dirt a t a ll–a nd pe ople  ne ve r lone ly, but living toge the r a nd be ing so jolly a nd ha ppy, like  the  sum m e r da nce s he re  in Ma lpa is, but m uch ha ppie r, a nd the  ha ppine ss be ing the re  e ve ry da y, e ve ry da y. … He  liste ne d by the  hour. And som e tim e s, whe n he  a nd the  othe r childre n we re  tire d with too m uch pla ying, one  of the  old m e n of the  pue blo would ta lk to the m , in those  othe r words, of the  gre a t Tra nsform e r of the  World, a nd of the  long fight be twe e n Right Ha nd a nd Le ft Ha nd, be twe e n We t a nd Dry;  of Awona wilona , who m a de  a  gre a t fog by thinking in the  night, a nd the n m a de  the  whole  world out of 

the  fog;  of Ea rth Mothe r a nd Sky Fa the r;  of Aha iyuta  a nd Ma rsa ile m a , the  twins of Wa r a nd Cha nce ;  of Je sus a nd Pookong;  of Ma ry a nd Etsa na tle hi, the  wom a n who m a ke s he rse lf young a ga in;  of the  Bla ck Stone  a t La guna  a nd the  Gre a t Ea gle  a nd Our La dy of Acom a . Stra nge  storie s, a ll the  m ore  wonde rful to him  for be ing told in the  othe r words a nd so not fully unde rstood. Lying in be d, he  would think of He a ve n a nd London a nd Our La dy of Acom a  a nd the  rows a nd rows of ba bie s in cle a n 

bottle s a nd Je sus flying up a nd Linda  flying up a nd the  gre a t Dire ctor of World Ha tcheries a nd Awona wilona .



Lots of m e n ca m e  to se e  Linda . The  boys be ga n to point the ir finge rs a t him . In the  stra nge  othe r words the y sa id tha t Linda  wa s ba d;  the y ca lle d he r na m e s he  did not unde rsta nd, but tha t he  kne w we re  ba d na m e s. One  da y the y sa ng a  song a bout he r, a ga in a nd a ga in. He  thre w stone s a t the m . The y thre w ba ck;  a  sha rp stone  cut his che e k. The  blood woudn't stop;  he  wa s cove re d with blood.



Linda  ta ught him  to re a d. With a  pie ce  of cha rcoa l she  dre w picture s on the  wa ll–a n a nim a l sitting down, a  ba by inside  a  bottle ;  the n she  wrote  le tte rs. THE CAT IS ON THE MAT. THE TOT IS IN THE POT. He  le a rne d quickly a nd e a sily. Whe n he  kne w how to re a d a ll the  words she  wrote  on the  wa ll, Linda  ope ne d he r big woode n box a nd pulle d out from  unde r those  funny little  re d trouse rs she  ne ve r wore  a  thin little  book. He  ha d ofte n se e n it be fore . "Whe n you're  bigge r," she  ha d sa id, "you ca n re a d it." We ll, now he  wa s big e nough. He  wa s proud. "I'm  a fra id you won't find it ve ry e xciting," she  sa id. "But it's the  only thing I ha ve ." She  sighe d. "If only you could se e  the  love ly re a ding m a chine s we  use d to ha ve  in London!" He  be ga n re a ding. The Chem ical and Bacteriological Conditioning of the Em bryo. Practical Instructions for Beta Em bryo-Store Workers. It took him  a  qua rte r of a n hour to re a d the  title  a lone . He  thre w the  book on the  floor. "Be a stly, be a stly book!" he  sa id, a nd bega n to cry.


The  boys still sa ng the ir horrible  song a bout Linda . Som e tim e s, too, the y la ughe d a t him  for be ing so ra gge d. Whe n he  tore  his clothe s, Linda  did not know how to m e nd the m . In the  Othe r Pla ce , she  told him , pe ople  thre w a wa y clothe s with hole s in the m  a nd got ne w one s. "Ra gs, ra gs!" the  boys use d to shout a t him . "But I ca n re a d," he  sa id to him se lf, "a nd the y ca n't. The y don't e ve n know wha t re a ding is." It wa s fa irly e a sy, if he  thought ha rd e nough a bout the  re a ding, to pre te nd tha t he  didn't m ind whe n the y m a de  fun of him . He  a ske d Linda  to give  him  the  book a ga in.

The  m ore  the  boys pointe d a nd sa ng, the  ha rde r he  re a d. Soon he  could re a d a ll the  words quite  we ll. Eve n the  longe st. But wha t did the y m e a n? He  a ske d Linda ;  but e ve n whe n she  could a nswe r it didn't se e m  to m a ke  it ve ry cle a r, And ge ne ra lly she couldn't a nswer a t a ll.

"Wha t a re  che m ica ls?" he  would a sk.



"Oh, stuff like  m a gne sium  sa lts, a nd a lcohol for ke e ping the  De lta s a nd Epsilons sm a ll a nd ba ckwa rd, a nd ca lcium  ca rbona te  for bone s, a nd a ll tha t sort of thing."

"But how do you m a ke  che m ica ls, Linda ? Whe re  do the y com e  from ?"

"We ll, I don't know. You ge t the m  out of bottle s. And whe n the  bottle s a re  e m pty, you se nd up to the  Che m ica l Store  for m ore . It's the  Che m ica l Store  pe ople  who m a ke  the m , I suppose . Or e lse  the y se nd to the  fa ctory for the m . I don't know. I never did a ny chem istry. My job wa s a lwa ys with the em bryos. It wa s the sa m e with e ve rything e lse  he  a ske d a bout. Linda  ne ve r se e m e d to know. The  old m e n of the  pue blo ha d m uch m ore  de finite  a nswe rs.

"The  se e d of m e n a nd a ll cre a ture s, the  se e d of the  sun a nd the  se e d of e a rth a nd the  se e d of the  sky–Awona wilona  m a de  the m  a ll out of the  Fog of Incre a se . Now the  world ha s four wom bs;  a nd he  la id the  se e ds in the  lowe st of the  four wom bs. And gra dua lly the  se e ds be ga n to grow …"



One  da y (John ca lcula te d la te r tha t it m ust ha ve  be e n soon a fte r his twe lfth birthda y) he  ca m e  hom e  a nd found a  book tha t he  ha d ne ve r se e n be fore  Iying on be e n e a te n by m ice ;  som e  of its pa ge s we re  loose  a nd crum ple d. He  picke d it up, the  floor in the  be droom . It wa s a  thick book a nd looke d ve ry old. The  binding ha d looke d a t the  title -pa ge :  the  book wa s ca lle d The Com plete Works of William  Shakespeare.



Linda  wa s lying on the  be d, sipping tha t horrible  stinking m escal out of a  cup. "Popé  brought it," she  sa id. He r voice  wa s thick a nd hoa rse  like  som e body e lse 's voice . "It wa s lying in one  of the  che sts of the  Ante lope  Kiva . It's suppose d to ha ve  be e n the re  for hundre ds of ye a rs. I e xpe ct it's true , be ca use  I looke d a t it, a nd it se e m e d to be  full of nonse nse . Uncivilize d. Still, it'll be  good e nough for you to pra ctice  your re a ding on." She  took a  la st sip, se t the  cup down on the  floor be side  the  be d, turne d ove r on he r side , hiccoughe d once  or twice  a nd we nt to sle e p.

He  ope n e d th e  book a t ra n dom .

Nay, but to live

In the  ra nk swe a t of a n e nse a m e d be d,

Ste w'd in corruption, hone ying a nd m a king love

Over the na sty sty …

The  stra nge  words rolle d through his m ind;  rum ble d, like  ta lking thunde r;  like  the  drum s a t the  sum m e r da nce s, if the  drum s could ha ve  spoke n;  like  the  m e n singing the  Corn Song, be a utiful, be a utiful, so tha t you crie d;  like  old Mitsim a  sa ying m a gic ove r his fe a the rs a nd his ca rve d sticks a nd his bits of bone  a nd stone –kia thla  tsilu silokwe  silokwe  silokwe . Kia i silu silu, tsithl–but be tte r tha n Mitsim a 's m a gic, be ca use  it m e a nt m ore , be ca use  it ta lke d to him , ta lke d a bout Linda  lying the re  snoring, with the  e m pty cup on the  floor be side  the  be d;  wonde rfully a nd only ha lf-unde rsta nda bly, a  te rrible  be a utiful m a gic, a bout Linda ;  a bou t Lin da  a n d Popé , Lin da  a n d Popé .


He  ha te d Popé  m ore  a nd m ore . A m a n ca n sm ile  a nd sm ile  a nd be  a  villa in. Re m orse le ss, tre a che rous, le che rous, kindle ss villa in. Wha t did the  words e xa ctly m e a n? He  only ha lf kne w. But the ir m a gic wa s strong a nd we nt on rum bling in his he a d, a nd som e how it wa s a s though he  ha d ne ve r re a lly ha te d Popé  be fore ;  ne ve r re a lly ha te d him  be ca use  he  ha d ne ve r be e n a ble  to sa y how m uch he  ha te d him . But now he  ha d the se  words, the se  words like  drum s a nd singing a nd m a gic. The se  words a nd the stra nge, stra nge story out of which they were ta ken (he couldn't m a ke  he a d or ta il of it, but it wa s wonde rful, wonde rful a ll the  sa m e )–the y ga ve  him  Popé  him se lf m ore  re a l.a  re a son for ha ting Popé ;  a nd the y m a de  his ha tre d m ore  re a l;  the y e ve n m a de  

One  da y, whe n he  ca m e  in from  pla ying, the  door of the  inne r room  wa s ope n, a nd he  sa w the m  lying toge the r on the  be d, a sle e p–white  Linda  a nd Popé  a lm ost bla ck be side  he r, with one  a rm  unde r he r shoulde rs a nd the  othe r da rk ha nd on he r bre a st, a nd one  of the  pla its of his long ha ir lying a cross he r throa t, like  a  bla ck ne a r the  be d. Linda  wa s snoring.sna ke  trying to stra ngle  he r. Popé 's gourd a nd a  cup we re  sta nding on the  floor 

His he a rt se e m e d to ha ve  disa ppe a re d a nd le ft a  hole . He  wa s e m pty. Em pty, a nd cold, a nd ra the r sick, a nd giddy. He  le a ne d a ga inst the  wa ll to ste a dy him se lf. Re m orse le ss, tre a che rous, le che rous … Like  drum s, like  the  m e n singing for the  corn, like  m a gic, the  words re pe a te d a nd re pe a te d the m se lve s in his he a d. From  be ing cold he  wa s sudde nly hot. His che e ks burnt with the  rush of blood, the  room  swa m  a nd da rke ne d be fore  his e ye s. He  ground his te e th. "I'll kill him , I'll kill him , I'll kill him ," he  ke pt sa ying. And sudde nly the re  we re  m ore  words.

Whe n he  is drunk a sle e p, or in his ra ge

Or in the  ince stuous ple a sure  of his be d …

The  m a gic wa s on his side , the  m a gic e xpla ine d a nd ga ve  orde rs. He  ste ppe d ba ck in the  oute r room . "Whe n he  is drunk a sle e p …" The  knife  for the  m e a t wa s lying on the  floor ne a r the  fire pla ce . He  picke d it up a nd tiptoe d to the  door a ga in. "Whe n he  is drunk a sle e p, drunk a sle e p …" He  ra n a cross the  room  a nd sta bbe d–oh, the  blood!– sta bbe d a ga in, a s Popé  he a ve d out of his sle e p, lifte d his ha nd to sta b once  m ore , but found his wrist ca ught, he ld a nd–oh, oh!–twiste d. He  couldn't m ove , he  wa s tra ppe d, a nd the re  we re  Popé 's sm a ll bla ck e ye s, ve ry close , sta ring into his own. He  looke d a wa y. The re  we re  two cuts on Popé 's le ft shoulde r. "Oh, look a t the  blood!" Linda  wa s crying. "Look a t the  blood!" She  ha d ne ve r be e n a ble  to be a r the  sight of blood. Popé  lifte d his othe r ha nd–to strike  him , he  thought. He  stiffe ne d to re ce ive  the  blow. But the  ha nd only took him  unde r the  chin a nd turne d his fa ce , so tha t he  ha d to look a ga in into Popé 's e ye s. For a  long tim e , for hours a nd hours. And sudde nly–he  couldn't he lp it–he  be ga n to cry. Popé  burst out la ughing. "Go," he  sa id, in the  othe r India n words. "Go, m y bra ve  Aha iyuta ." He  ra n out into the  othe r room  to hide  his te a rs.



"You a re  fifte e n," sa id old Mitsim a , in the  India n words. "Now I m a y te a ch you to 

work the clay."

Squa tting by the river, they worked together.

"First of a ll," sa id Mitsim a , ta king a  lum p of the  we tte d cla y be twe e n his ha nds, "we  m a ke  a  little  m oon." The  old m a n sque e ze d the  lum p into a  disk, the n be nt up the  e dge s, the  m oon be ca m e  a  sha llow cup.

Slowly a nd unskilfully he  im ita te d the  old m a n's de lica te  ge sture s.

"A m oon, a  cup, a nd now a  sna ke ." Mitsim a  rolle d out a nothe r pie ce  of cla y into a  long fle xible  cylinde r, troope d it into a  circle  a nd pre sse d it on to the  rim  of the  cup. "The n a nothe r sna ke . And a nothe r. And a nothe r." Round by round, Mitsim a  built up the sides of the pot;  it wa s na rrow, it bulged, it na rrowed a ga in towa rds the neck. Mitsim a  sque e ze d a nd pa tte d, stroke d a nd scra pe d;  a nd the re  a t la st it stood, in sha pe  the  fa m ilia r wa te r pot of Ma lpa is, but cre a m y white  inste a d of bla ck, a nd still soft to the  touch. The  crooke d pa rody of Mitsim a 's, his own stood be side  it. Looking a t the  two pots, he  ha d to la ugh.


"But the  ne xt one  will be  be tte r," he  sa id, a nd be ga n to m oiste n a nothe r pie ce  of 

clay.

To fa shion, to give  form , to fe e l his finge rs ga ining in skill a nd powe r–this ga ve  him  a n e xtra ordina ry ple a sure . "A, B, C, Vita m in D," he  sa ng to him se lf a s he  worke d. "The  fa t's in the  live r, the  cod's in the  se a ." And Mitsim a  a lso sa ng–a  song a bout killing a  be a r. The y worke d a ll da y, a nd a ll da y he  wa s fille d with a n inte nse , a bsorbing ha ppine ss.

"Next winter," sa id old Mitsim a , "I will tea ch you to m a ke the bow."



He  stood for a  long tim e  outside  the  house , a nd a t la st the  ce re m onie s within we re  finishe d. The  door ope ne d;  the y ca m e  out. Kothlu ca m e  first, his right ha nd out-stre tche d a nd tightly close d, a s though ove r som e  pre cious je we l. He r cle nche d ha nd sim ila rly outstre tche d, Kia kim é  followe d. The y wa lke d in sile nce , a nd in sile nce , be hind the m , ca m e  the  brothe rs a nd siste rs a nd cousins a nd a ll the  troop of old pe ople .

The y wa lke d out of the  pue blo, a cross the  m e sa . At the  e dge  of the  clid the y ha lte d, fa cing the  e a rly m orning sun. Kothlu ope ne d his ha nd. A pinch of corn m e a l la y white  on the  pa lm ;  he  bre a the d on it, m urm ure d a  fe w words, the n thre w it, a  ha ndful of white  dust, towa rds the  sun. Kia kim é  did the  sa m e . The n Kha kim é 's fa the r ste ppe d forwa rd, a nd holding up a  fe a the re d pra ye r stick, m a de  a  long pra yer, then threw the stick a fter the corn m ea l.

"It is finishe d," sa id old Mitsim a  in a  loud voice . "The y a re  m a rrie d."

"We ll," sa id Linda , a s the y turne d a wa y, "a ll I ca n sa y is, it doe s se e m  a  lot of fuss to m a ke  a bout so little . In civilize d countrie s, whe n a  boy wa nts to ha ve  a  girl, he  just … But where are you going, John?"

He  pa id no a tte ntion to he r ca lling, but ra n on, a wa y, a wa y, a nywhe re  to be  by him se lf.

It is finishe d Old Mitsim a 's words re pe a te d the m se lve s in his m ind. Finishe d, finishe d … In sile nce  a nd frum  a  long wa y off, but viole ntly, de spe ra te ly, hope le ssly, he  ha d love d Kia kim é . And now it wa s finishe d. He  wa s sixte e n.



At the  full m oon, in the  Ante lope  Kiva , se cre ts would be  told, se cre ts would be  done  a nd borne . The y woud go down, boys, into the  kiva  a nd com e  out a ga in, m e n. The  boys we re  a ll a fra id a nd a t the  sa m e  tim e  im pa tie nt. And a t la st it wa s the  da y. The  sun we nt down, the  m oon rose . He  we nt with the  othe rs. Me n we re  sta nding, da rk, a t the  e ntra nce  to the  kiva ;  the  la dde r we nt down into the  re d lighte d de pths. Alre a dy the  le a ding boys ha d be gun to clim b down. Sudde nly, one  of the  m e n ste ppe d forwa rd, ca ught him  by the  a rm , a nd pulle d him  out of the  ra nks. He  broke  fre e  a nd dodge d ba ck into his pla ce  a m ong the  othe rs. This tim e  the  m a n struck him , pulle d his ha ir. "Not for you, white -ha ir!" "Not for the  son of the  she -dog," sa id one  of the  othe r m e n. The  boys la ughe d. "Go!" And a s he  still hove re d on the  fringe s of the  group, "Go!" the  m e n shoute d a ga in. One  of the m  be nt down, took a  stone , thre w it. "Go, go, go!" The re  wa s a  showe r of stone s. Ble e ding, he  ra n a wa y into the  da rkne ss. From  the  re d-lit kiva  ca m e  the  noise  of singing. The  la st of the  boys ha d clim be d down the  la dde r. He  wa s a ll a lone .



All a lone , outside  the  pue blo, on the  ba re  pla in of the  m e sa . The  rock wa s like  ble a che d bone s in the  m oonlight. Down in the  va lle y, the  coyote s we re  howling a t the  m oon. The  bruise s hurt him , the  cuts we re  still ble e ding;  but it wa s not for pa in tha t he  sobbe d;  it wa s be ca use  he  wa s a ll a lone , be ca use  he  ha d be e n drive n out, a lone , into this ske le ton world of rocks a nd m oonlight. At the  e dge  of the  pre cipice  he  sa t down. The  m oon wa s be hind him ;  he  looke d down into the  bla ck sha dow of the  m e sa , into the  bla ck sha dow of de a th. He  ha d only to ta ke  one  ste p, one  little  jum p. … He  he ld out his right ha nd in the  m oonlight. From  the  cut on his wrist the  blood wa s still oozing. Eve ry fe w se conds a  drop fe ll, da rk, a lm ost colourle ss in the  


dea d light. Drop, drop, drop. To-m orrow a nd to-m orrow a nd to-m orrow …

He  ha d discove re d Tirne  a nd De a th a nd God.



"Alone , a lwa ys a lone ," the  young m a n wa s sa ying.

The  words a woke  a  pla intive  e cho in Be rna rd's m ind. Alone , a lone  … "So a m  I," he  sa id, on a  gush of confidingne ss. "Te rribly a lone ."

"Are  you?" John looke d surprise d. "I thought tha t in the  Othe r Pla ce  … I m e a n, 

Linda  a lwa ys sa id tha t nobody wa s e ve r a lone  the re ."

Be rna rd blushe d uncom forta bly. "You se e ," he  sa id, m um bling a nd with a ve rte d e ye s, "I'm  ra the r diffe re nt from  m ost pe ople , I suppose . If one  ha ppe ns to be  de ca nte d diffe re nt …"



"Ye s, tha t's just it." The  young m a n nodde d. "If one 's diffe re nt, one 's bound to be  lone ly. The y're  be a stly to one . Do you know, the y shut m e  out of a bsolute ly e ve rything? Whe n the  othe r boys we re  se nt out to spe nd the  night on the  m ounta ins–you know, whe n you ha ve  to dre a m  which your sa cre d a nim a l is–the y wouldn't let m e go with the others;  they wouldn't tell m e a ny of the secrets. I did it by m yse lf, though," he  a dde d. "Didn't e a t a nything for five  da ys a nd the n we nt out one  night a lone  into those  m ounta ins the re ." He  pointe d.

Pa tronizingly, Be rna rd sm ile d. "And did you dre a m  of a nything?" he  a ske d.

The  othe r nodde d. "But I m ustn't te ll you wha t." He  wa s sile nt for a  little ;  the n, in a  low voice , "Once ," he  we nt on, "I did som e thing tha t none  of the  othe rs did:  I stood a ga inst a  rock in the  m iddle  of the  da y, in sum m e r, with m y a rm s out, like  Je sus on the  Cross."



"Wha t on e a rth for?"

"I wa nted to know wha t it wa s like being crucified. Ha nging there in the sun …"

"But why?"

"Why? We ll …" He  he sita te d. "Be ca use  I fe lt I ought to. If Je sus could sta nd it. And the n, if one  ha s done  som e thing wrong … Be side s, I wa s unha ppy;  tha t wa s a nothe r re a son."



"It se e m s a  funny wa y of curing your unha ppine ss," sa id Be rna rd. But on se cond 

thoughts he  de cide d tha t the re  wa s, a fte r a ll, som e  se nse  in it. Be tte r tha n ta king 

som a …



"I fa inte d a fte r a  tim e ," sa id the  young m a n. "Fe ll down on m y fa ce . Do you se e  the  m a rk whe re  I cut m yse lf?" He  lifte d the  thick ye llow ha ir from  his fore he a d. The  sca r showe d, pa le  a nd pucke re d, on his right te m ple .

Be rna rd looke d, a nd the n quickly, with a  little  shudde r, a ve rte d his e ye s. His conditioning ha d m a de  him  not so m uch pitiful a s profoundly sque a m ish. The  m e re  sugge stion of illne ss or wounds wa s to him  not only horrifying, but e ve n re pulsive  a nd ra the r disgusting. Like  dirt, or de form ity, or old a ge . Ha stily he  cha nge d the  subject.

"I wonde r if you'd like  to com e  ba ck to London with us?" he  a ske d, m a king the  first m ove  in a  ca m pa ign whose  stra te gy he  ha d be e n se cre tly e la bora ting e ve r since , in the  little  house , he  ha d re a hze d who the  "fa the r" of this young sa va ge  m ust be . "Would you like  tha t?"

The  young m a n's fa ce  lit up. "Do you re a lly m e a n it?"

"Of course ;  if I ca n ge t pe rm ission, tha t is."


"Linda  too?"



"We ll …" He  he sita te d doubtfully. Tha t re volting cre a ture ! No, it wa s im possible . Unle ss, unle ss … It sudde nly occurre d to Be rna rd tha t he r ve ry re voltingne ss m ight prove  a n e norm ous a sse t. "But of course !" he  crie d, m a king up for his first he sita tions with a n e xce ss of noisy cordia lity.

The  young m a n dre w a  de e p bre a th. "To think it should be  com ing true –wha t I've  dre a m t of a ll m y life . Do you re m e m be r wha t Mira nda  sa ys?"

"Who's Mira nda ?"



But the  young m a n ha d e vide ntly not he a rd the  que stion. "O wonde r!" he  wa s sa ying;  a nd his e ye s shone , his fa ce  wa s brightly flushe d. "How m a ny goodly cre a ture s a re  the re  he re ! How be a ute ous m a nkind is!" The  flush sudde nly de e pe ne d;  he  wa s thinking of Le nina , of a n a nge l in bottle -gre e n viscose , lustrous with youth a nd skin food, plum p, be ne vole ntly sm iling. His voice  fa lte re d. "O bra ve  ne w world," he  be ga n, the n-sudde nly inte rrupte d him se lf;  the  blood ha d le ft his che e ks;  he  wa s a s pa le  a s pa pe r.

"Are  you m a rrie d to he r?" he  a ske d.

"Am  I what?"



"Ma rrie d. You know–for e ve r. The y sa y 'for e ve r' in the  India n words;  it ca n't be  

broke n."



"Ford, no!" Be rna rd couldn't he lp la ughing.

John a lso la ughe d, but for a nothe r re a son–la ughe d for pure  joy.

"O bra ve  ne w world," he  re pe a te d. "O bra ve  ne w world tha t ha s such pe ople  in it. 

Let's sta rt a t once."

"You ha ve  a  m ost pe culia r wa y of ta lking som e tim e s," sa id Be rna rd, sta ring a t the  young m a n in pe rple xe d a stonishm e nt. "And, a nyhow, ha dn't you be tte r wa it till you 

actually see the new world?"

Chapte r Nine

LENINA fe lt he rse lf e ntitle d, a fte r this da y of que e rne ss a nd horror, to a  com ple te  a nd a bsolute  holida y. As soon a s the y got ba ck to the  re st-house , she  swa llowe d six ha lf-gra m m e  ta ble ts of som a, la y down on he r be d, a nd within te n m inute s ha d e m ba rke d for luna r e te rnity. It would be  e ighte e n hours a t the  le a st be fore  she  wa s in tim e  a ga in.

Be rna rd m e a nwhile  la y pe nsive  a nd wide -e ye d in the  da rk. It wa s long a fte r m idnight be fore  he  fe ll a sle e p. Long a fte r m idnight;  but his insom nia  ha d not be e n fruitle ss;  he  ha d a  pla n.

Punctua lly, on the  following m orning, a t te n o'clock, the  gre e n-uniform e d octoroon ste ppe d out of his he licopte r. He m a rd wa s wa iting for him  a m ong the  a ga ve s.

"Miss Crowne 's gone  on som a-holida y," he  e xpla ine d. "Ca n ha rdly be  ba ck be fore  

five . Which le a ve s us se ve n hours."



He  could fly to Sa nta  Fé , do a ll the  busine ss he  ha d to do, a nd be  in Ma lpa is a ga in long be fore  she  woke  up.

"She 'll be  quite  sa fe  he re  by he rse lf?"

"Sa fe  a s he licople rs," the  octoroon a ssure d him .



The y clim be d into the  m a chine  a nd sta rte d off a t once . At te n thirty-four the y la nde d on the  roof of the  Sa nta  Fé  Post Offie e ;  a t te n thirty-se ve n Be rna rd ha d got through to the  World Controlle r's Office  in White ha ll;  a t te n thirty-se ve n he  wa s spe a king to his fordship's fourth pe rsona l se cre ta ry;  a t te n forty-four he  wa s re pe a ting his story to the  first se cre ta ry, a nd a t te n forty-se ve n a nd a  ha lf it wa s the  de e p, re sona nt voice  of Musta pha  Mond him se lf tha t sounde d in his e a rs.

"I ve nture d to think," sta m m e re d Be rna rd, "tha t your fordship m ight find the  m a tte r 

of sufficient scientific interest …"



"Ye s, I do find it of sufficie nt scie ntific inte re st," sa id the  de e p voice . "Bring the se  

two individua ls ba ck to London with you."

"Your fordship is a wa re  tha t I sha ll ne e d a  spe cia l pe rm it …" 

"The  ne ce ssa ry orde rs," sa id Musta pha  Mond, "a re  be ing se nt to the  Wa rde n of the  Re se rva tion a t this m om e nt. You will proce e d a t once  to the  Wa rde n's Office . 

Good-m orning, Mr. Ma rx."

The re  wa s sile nce . Be rna rd hung up the  re ce ive r a nd hurrie d up to the  roof.

"Wa rde n's Office ," he  sa id to the  Ga m m a -gre e n octoroon.

At te n fifty-four Be rna rd wa s sha king ha nds with the  Wa rde n.

"De lighte d, Mr. Ma rx, de lighte d." His boom  wa s de fe re ntia l. "We  ha ve  just re ce ive d 

specia l orders …"

"I know," sa id Be rna rd, inte rrupting him . "I wa s ta lking to his fordship on the  phone  a  m om e nt a go." His bore d tone  im plie d tha t he  wa s in the  ha bit of ta lking to his fordship e ve ry da y of the  we e k. He  droppe d into a  cha ir. "If you'll kindly ta ke  a ll the  ne ce ssa ry ste ps a s soon a s possible . As soon a s possible ," he  e m pha tica lly re pe a te d. He  wa s thoroughly e njoying him se lf.

At e le ve n thre e  he  ha d a ll the  ne ce ssa ry pa pe rs in his pocke t.

"So long," he  sa id pa tronizingly to the  Wa rde n, who ha d a ccom pa nie d him  a s fa r a s 

the  lift ga te s. "So long."

He  wa lke d a cross to the  hote l, ha d a  ba th, a  vibro-va c m a ssa ge , a nd a n e le ctrolytic sha ve , liste ne d in to the  m orning's ne ws, looke d in for ha lf a n hour on the  te le visor, a te  a  le isure d lunche on, a nd a t ha lf-pa st two fle w ba ck with the  octoroon to Ma lpa is.



The  young m a n stood outside  the  re st-house .

"Berna rd," he ca lled. "Berna rd!" There wa s no a nswer.

Noise le ss on his de e rksin m occa sins, he  ra n up the  ste ps a nd trie d the  door. The  door wa s locke d.



The y we re  gone ! Gone ! It wa s the  m ost te rrible  thing tha t ha d e ve r ha ppe ne d to him . She  ha d a ske d him  to com e  a nd se e  the m , a sd now the y we re  gone . He  sa t down on the  ste ps a nd crie d.

Ha lf a n hour la ter it occurred to him  to look through the window. The first thing he sa w wa s a  gre e n suit-ca se , with the  initia ls L.C. pa inte d on the  lid. Joy fla re d up like  fire  within him . He  picke d up a  stone . The  sm a she d gla ss tinkle d on the  floor. A m om e nt la te r he  wa s inside  the  room . He  ope ne d the  gre e n suit-ca se ;  a nd a ll a t once  he  wa s bre a thing Le nina 's pe rfum e , filling his lungs with he r e sse ntia l be ing. His he a rt be a t wildly;  for a  m om e nt he  wa s a lm ost fa int. The n, be nding ove r the  pre cious box, he  touche d, he  lifte d into the  light, he  e xa m ine d. The  zippe rs on Le nina 's spa re  pa ir of viscose  ve lve te e n shorts we re  a t first a  puzzle , the n solve d, a  de light. Zip, a nd the n zip;  zip, a nd the n zip;  he  wa s e ncha nte d. He r gre e n slippe rs 


we re  the  m ost be a utiful things he  ha d e ve r se e n. He  unfolde d a  pa ir of zippica m iknicks, blushe d, put the m  ha stily a wa y a ga in;  but kisse d a  pe rfum e d a ce ta te  ha ndke rchie f a nd wound a  sca rf round his ne ck. Ope ning a  box, he  spilt a  cloud of sce nte d powde r. His ha nds we re  floury with the  stuff. He  wipe d the m  on his che st, on his shoulde rs, on his ba re  a rm s. De licious pe rfum e ! He  shut his e ye s;  he  rubbe d his che e k a ga inst his own powde re d a rm . Touch of sm ooth skin a ga inst his fa ce , sce nt in his nostrils of m usky dust–he r re a l pre se nce . "Le nina ," he  whispe re d. "Le nina !"



A noise  m a de  him  sta rt, m a de  him  guiltily turn. He  cra m m e d up his thie ve rie s into the  suit-ca se  a nd shut the  lid;  the n liste ne d a ga in, looke d. Not a  sign of life , not a  sound. And ye t he  ha d ce rta inly he a rd som e thing–som e thing like  a  sigh, som e thing like  the  cre a k of a  boa rd. He  tiptoe d to the  door a nd, ca utiously ope ning it, found him se lf looking on to a  broa d la nding. On the  opposite  side  of the  la nding wa s a nothe r door, a ja r. He  ste ppe d out, pushe d, pe e pe d.

The re , on a  low be d, the  she e t flung ba ck, dre sse d in a  pa ir of pink one -pie ce  zippyja m a s, la y Le nina , fa st a sle e p a nd so be a utiful in the  m idst of he r curls, so touchingly childish with he r pink toe s a nd he r gra ve  sle e ping fa ce , so trustful in the  he lple ssne ss of he r lim p ha nds a nd m e lte d lim bs, tha t the  te a rs ca m e  to his e ye s.

With a n infinity of quite  unne ce ssa ry pre ca utions–for nothing short of a  pistol shot could ha ve  ca lle d Le nina  ba ck from  he r som a-holida y be fore  the  a ppointe d tim e –he  e nte re d the  room , he  kne lt on the  floor be side  the  be d. He  ga ze d, he  cla spe d his ha nds, his lips m ove d. "He r e ye s," he  m urm ure d,

"He r e ye s, he r ha ir, he r che e k, he r ga it, he r voice ;

Ha ndle st in thy discourse  O! tha t he r ha nd,

In whose  com pa rison a ll white s a re  ink

Writing their own reproa ch;  to whose soft seizure

The cygnet's down is ha rsh …"

A fly buzze d round he r;  he  wa ve d it a wa y. "Flie s," he  re m e m be re d,

"On the  white  wonde r of de a r Julie t's ha nd, m a y se ize

And ste a l im m orta l ble ssing from  he r lips,

Who, e ve n in pure  a nd ve sta l m ode sty,

Still blush, a s thinking the ir own kisse s sin."

Very slowly, with the hesita ting gesture of one who rea ches forwa rd to stroke a  shy a nd possibly ra the r da nge rous bird, he  put out his ha nd. It hung the re  tre m bling, within a n inch of those  lim p finge rs, on the  ve rge  of conta ct. Did he  da re ? Da re  to profa ne  with his unworthie st ha nd tha t … No, he  didn't. The  bird wa s too da nge rous. His ha nd droppe d ba ck. How be a utiful she  wa s! How be a utiful!

The n sudde nly he  found him se lf re fle cting tha t he  ha d only to ta ke  hold of the  zippe r a t he r ne ck a nd give  one  long, strong pull … He  shut his e ye s, he  shook his he a d with the  ge sture  of a  dog sha king its e a rs a s it e m e rge s from  the  wa te r. De te sta ble  thought! He  wa s a sha m e d of him se lf. Pure  a nd ve sta l m ode sty …

The re  wa s a  hum m ing in the  a ir. Anothe r fly trying to ste a l im m orta l ble ssings? A wa sp? He  looke d, sa w nothing. The  hum m ing gre w loude r a nd loude r, loca lize d itse lf a s be ing outside  the  shutte re d windows. The  pla ne ! In a  pa nic, he  scra m ble d to his fe e t a nd ra n into the  othe r room , va ulte d through the  ope n window, a nd hurrying a long the  pa th be twe e n the  ta ll a ga ve s wa s in tim e  to re ce ive  Be rna rd Ma rx a s he  clim be d out of the  he licopte r.

Chapte r Te n

THE HANDS of a ll the four thousa nd electric clocks in a ll the Bloom sbury Centre's four thousa nd room s m a rke d twe nty-se ve n m inute s pa st two. "This hive  of industry," as the Director was fond of calling it, was in the full buzz of work. Every one  wa s busy, e ve rything in orde re d m otion. Unde r the  m icroscope s, the ir long ta ils furiously la shing, spe rm a tozoa  we re  burrowing he a d first into e ggs;  a nd, fe rtilize d, the  e ggs we re  e xpa nding, dividing, or if boka novskifie d, budding a nd bre a king up 


into whole  popula tions of se pa ra te  e m bryos. From  the  Socia l Pre de stina tion Room  the  e sca la tors we nt rum bling down into the  ba se m e nt, a nd the re , in the  crim son da rkne ss, ste wingly wa rm  on the ir cushion of pe ritone um  a nd gorge d with blood-surroga te  a nd horm one s, the  foe tuse s gre w a nd gre w or, poisone d, la nguishe d into a  stunte d Epsilonhood. With a  fa int hum  a nd ra ttle  the  m oving ra cks cra wle d im pe rce ptibly through the  we e ks a nd the  re ca pitula te d a e ons to whe re , in the  De ca nting Room , the  ne wly-unbottle d ba be s utte re d the ir first ye ll of horror a nd a m a ze m e nt.



The  dyna m os purre d in the  sub-ba se m e nt, the  lifts rushe d up a nd down. On a ll the  e le ve n floors of Nurse rie s it wa s fe e ding tim e . From  e ighte e n hundre d bottle s e ighte e n hundre d ca re fully la be lle d infa nts we re  sim ulta ne ously sucking down the ir pint of pa ste urize d e xte rna l se cre tion.

Above  the m , in te n succe ssive  la ye rs of dorm itory, the  little  boys a nd girls who we re  still young e nough to ne e d a n a fte rnoon sle e p we re  a s busy a s e ve ry one  e lse , though the y did not know it, liste ning unconsciously to hypnopæ dic le ssons in hygie ne  a nd socia bility, in cla ss-consciousne ss a nd the  toddle r's love -life . Above  the se  a ga in we re  the  pla yroom s whe re , the  we a the r ha ving turne d to ra in, nine  hundre d olde r childre n we re  a m using the m se lve s with bricks a nd cla y m ode lling, hunt-the -zippe r, a nd e rotic pla y.

Buzz, buzz! the  hive  wa s hum m ing, busily, joyfully. Blithe  wa s the  singing of the  young girls ove r the ir te st-tube s, the  Pre de stina tors whistle d a s the y worke d, a nd in the  De ca nting Room  wha t glorious joke s we re  cra cke d a bove  the  e m pty bottle s! But the Director's fa ce, a s he entered the Fertilizing Room  with Henry Foster, wa s gra ve, wooden with severity.

"A public e xa m ple ," he  wa s sa ying. "In this room , be ca use  it conta ins m ore  high-ca ste  worke rs tha n a ny othe r in the  Ce ntre . I ha ve  told him  to m e e t m e  he re  a t ha lf-pa st two."

"He does his work very well," put in Henry, with hypocritical generosity.

"I know. But tha t's a ll the  m ore  re a son for se ve rity. His inte lle ctua l e m ine nce  ca rrie s with it corre sponding m ora l re sponsibilitie s. The  gre a te r a  m a n's ta le nts, the  gre a te r his powe r to le a d a stra y. It is be tte r tha t one  should suffe r tha n tha t m a ny should be  corrupte d. Conside r the  m a tte r dispa ssiona te ly, Mr. Foste r, a nd you will se e  tha t individua l–a nd, a fte r a ll, wha t is a n individua l?" With a  swe e ping ge sture  he  no offe nce  is so he nious a s unorthodoxy of be ha viour. Murde r kills only the  indica te d the  rows of m icroscope s, the  te st-tube s, the  incuba tors. "We  ca n m a ke  a  ne w one  with the  gre a te st e a se –a s m a ny a s we  like . Unorthodoxy thre a te ns m ore  tha n the  life  of a  m e re  individua l;  it strike s a t Socie ty itse ff. Ye s, a t Socie ty itse lf," he  re pe a te d. "Ah, but he re  he  com e s."

Be rna rd ha d e nte re d the  room  a nd wa s a dva ncing be twe e n the  rows of fe rtilize rs towa rds the m . A ve ne e r of ja unty se lf-confide nce  thinly conce a le d his ne rvousne ss. The  voice  in which he  sa id, "Good-m orning, Dire ctor," wa s a bsurdly too loud;  tha t in which, corre cting his rnista ke , he  sa id, "You a ske d m e  to com e  a nd spe a k to you he re ," ridiculously soft, a  sque a k.



You re turne d from  your holida y la st night, I unde rsta nd.""Ye s, Mr. Ma rx," sa id the  Dire ctor porte ntously. "I did a sk you to com e  to m e  he re . 

"Ye s," Be rna rd a nswe re d.

"Ye s-s," re pe a te d the  Dire ctor, linge ring, a  se rpe nt, on the  "s." The n, sudde nly 

ra ising his voice , "La die s a nd ge ntle m e n," he  trum pe te d, "la die s a nd ge ntle m e n."

The  singing of the  girls ove r the ir te st-tube s, the  pre occupie d whistling of the  Microscopists, sudde nly ce a se d. The re  wa s a  profound sile nce ;  e ve ry one  looke d round.



"La die s a nd ge ntle m e n," the  Dire ctor re pe a te d once  m ore , "e xcuse  m e  for thus 

inte rrupting your la bours. A pa inful duty constra ins m e . The  se curity a nd sta bility of 


Socie ty a re  in da nge r. Ye s, in da nge r, la die s a nd ge ntle m e n. This m a n," he  pointe d a ccusingly a t Be rna rd, "this m a n who sta nds be fore  you he re , this Alpha -Plus to whom  so m uch ha s be e n give n, a nd from  whom , in conse que nce , so m uch m ust be  e xpe cte d, this colle a gue  of yours–or should I a nticipa te  a nd sa y this e x-colle a gue ?–ha s grossly be tra ye d the  trust im pose d in him . By his he re tica l vie ws on sport a nd som a, by the  sca nda lous unorthodoxy of his se x-life , by his re fusa l to obe y the  te a chings of Our Ford a nd be ha ve  out of office  hours, 'e ve n a s a  little  infa nt,'" (he re  the  Dire ctor m a de  the  sign of the  T), "he  ha s prove d him se lf a n e ne m y of Socie ty, a  subve rte r, la die s a nd ge ntle m e n, of a ll Orde r a nd Sta bility, a  conspira tor a ga inst Civiliza tion itse lf. For this re a son I propose  to dism iss him , to dism iss him  with ignom iny from  the  post he  ha s he ld in this Ce ntre ;  I propose  forthwith to a pply for his tra nsference to a  Subcentre of the lowest order a nd, tha t his punishm e nt m a y se rve  the  be st inte re st of Socie ty, a s fa r a s possible  re m ove d from  a ny im porta nt Ce ntre  of popula tion. In Ice la nd he  will ha ve  sm a ll opportunity to le a d othe rs a stra y by his unfordly e xa m ple ." The  Dire ctor pa use d;  the n, folding his a rm s, he  turne d im pre ssive ly to Be rna rd. "Ma rx," he  sa id, "ca n you show a ny re a son why I should not now e xe cute  the  judgm e nt pa sse d upon you?"

"Ye s, I ca n," Be rna rd a nswe re d in a  ve ry loud voice .

Som e wha t ta ke n a ba ck, but still m a je stica lly, "The n show it," sa id the  Dire ctor.

"Ce rta inly. But it's in the  pa ssa ge . One  m om e nt." Be rna rd hurrie d to the  door a nd thre w it ope n. "Com e  in," he  com m a nde d, a nd the  re a son ca m e  in a nd showe d itself.

The re  wa s a  ga sp, a  m urm ur of a stonishm e nt a nd horror;  a  young girl scre a m e d;  sta nding on a  cha ir to ge t a  be tte r vie w som e  one  upse t two te st-tube s full of spe rm a tozoa . Bloa te d, sa gging, a nd a m ong those  firm  youthful bodie s, those  undistorte d fa ce s, a  stra nge  a nd te rrifying m onste r of m iddle -a ge dne ss, Linda  a dva nce d into the  room , coque ttishly sm iling he r broke n a nd discoloure d sm ile , a nd rolling a s she  wa lke d, with wha t wa s m e a nt to be  a  voluptuous undula tion, he r e norm ous ha unche s. Be rna rd wa lke d be side  he r.



"The re  he  is," he  sa id, pointing a t the  Dire ctor.

"Did you think I didn't re cognize  him ?" Linda  a ske d indigna ntly;  the n, turning to the  Dire ctor, "Of course  I kne w you;  Tom a kin, I should ha ve  known you a nywhe re , a m ong a  thousa nd. But pe rha ps you've  forgotte n m e . Don't you re m e m be r? Don't you re m e m be r, Tom a kin? Your Linda ." She  stood looking a t him , he r he a d on one  side , still sm iling, but with a  sm ile  tha t be ca m e  progre ssive ly, in fa ce  of the  Dire ctor's e xpre ssion of pe trifie d disgust, le ss a nd le ss se lf-confide nt, tha t wa ve re d a nd fina lly we nt out. "Don't you re m e m be r, Tom a kin?" she  re pe a te d in a  voice  tha t tre m ble d. He r e ye s we re  a nxious, a gonize d. The  blotche d a nd sa gging fa ce  twiste d grote sque ly into the  grim a ce  of e xtre m e  grie f. "Tom a kin!" She  he ld out he r a rm s. Som e  one  be ga n to titte r.

"Wha t's the  m e a ning," be ga n the  Dire ctor, "of this m onstrous …"

"Tom a kin!" She  ra n forwa rd, he r bla nke t tra iling be hind he r, thre w he r a rm s round 

his ne ck, hid he r fa ce  on his che st.

A howl of laughter went up irrepressibly.

"… this m onstrous pra ctica l joke," the Director shouted.

Re d in the  fa ce , he  trie d to dise nga ge  him se lf from  he r e m bra ce . De spe ra te ly she  clung. "But I'm  Linda , I'm  Linda ."'The  la ughte r drowne d he r voice . "You m a de  m e  ha ve  a  ba by," she  scre a m e d a bove  the  uproa r. The re  wa s a  sudde n a nd a ppa lling hush;  e ye s floa te d uncom forta bly, not knowing whe re  to look. The  Dire ctor we nt sudde nly pa le , stoppe d struggling a nd stood, his ha nds on he r wrists, sta ring down a t he r, horrifie d. "Ye s, a  ba by–a nd I wa s its m othe r." She  flung the  obsce nity like  a  cha lle nge  into the  outra ge d sile nce ;  the n, sudde nly bre a king a wa y from  him , a sha m e d, a sha m e d, cove re d he r fa ce  with he r ha nds, sobbing. "It wa sn't m y fa ult, Tom a kin. Beca use I a lwa ys did m y drill, didn't I? Didn't I? Alwa ys … I don't know how 


… If you kne w how a wful, Tom a kin … But he  wa s a  com fort to m e , a ll the  sa m e ." 

Turning towa rds the  door, "John!" she  ca lle d. "John!"

He  ca m e  in a t once , pa use d for a  m om e nt just inside  the  door, looke d round, the n soft on his m occa sine d fe e t strode  quickly a cross the  room , fe ll on his kne e s in front of the Director, a nd sa id in a  clea r voice:  "My fa ther!"

The  word (for "fa the r" wa s not so m uch obsce ne  a s–with its connota tion of som e thing a t one  re m ove  from  the  loa thsom e ne ss a nd m ora l obliquity of child-be a ring–m e re ly gross, a  sca tologica l ra the r tha n a  pornogra phic im proprie ty);  the  com ica lly sm utty word re lie ve d wha t ha d be com e  a  quite  intole ra ble  te nsion. La ughte r broke  out, e norm ous, a lm ost hyste rica l, pe a l a fte r pe a l, a s though it would never stop. My fa ther–a nd it wa s the Director! My father! Oh Ford, oh Ford! Tha t wa s re a lly too good. The  whooping a nd the  roa ring re ne we d the m se lve s, fa ce s se e m e d on the  point of disinte gra tion, te a rs we re  stre a m ing. Six m ore  te st-tube s of spe rm a tozoa  we re  upse t. My father!

Pa le , wild-e ye d, the  Dire ctor gla re d a bout him  in a n a gony of be wilde re d hum ilia tion.

My father! The  la ughte r, which ha d shown signs of dying a wa y, broke  out a ga in m ore  loudly tha n e ve r. He  put his ha nds ove r his e a rs a nd rushe d out of the  room .

Chapte r Ele ve n

AFTER the  sce ne  in the  Fe rtilizing Room , a ll uppe r-ca ste  London wa s wild to se e  this de licious cre a ture  who ha d fa lle n on his kne e s be fore  the  Dire ctor of Ha tche rie s a nd Conditioning–or ra the r the  e x-Dire ctor, for the  poor m a n ha d re signe d im m e dia te ly a fte rwa rds a nd ne ve r se t foot inside  the  Ce ntre  a ga in–ha d floppe d down a nd ca lle d him  (the  joke  wa s a lm ost too good to be  true !) "m y fa the r." Linda , on the  contra ry, cut no ice ;  nobody ha d the  sm a lle st de sire  to se e  Linda . To sa y one  wa s a  m othe r–tha t wa s pa st a  joke :  it wa s a n obsce nity. More ove r, she  wa sn't a  re a l sa va ge , ha d be e n ha tche d out of a  bottle  a nd conditione d like  a ny one  e lse :  so coudn't ha ve  re a lly qua int ide a s. Fina lly–a nd this wa s by fa r the  stronge st re a son for pe ople 's not wa nting to se e  poor Linda –the re  wa s he r a ppe a ra nce . Fa t;  ha ving lost he r youth;  with ba d te e th, a nd a  blotche d com ple xion, a nd tha t figure  (Ford!)–you sim ply couldn't look a t he r without fe e ling sick, ye s, positive ly sick. So the  be st pe ople  we re  quite  de te rm ine d not to se e  Linda . And Linda , for he r pa rt, ha d no de sire  to se e  the m . The  re turn to civiliza tion wa s for he r the  re turn to som a, was the possibility of lying in be d a nd ta king holida y a fte r holida y, without e ve r ha ving to com e  ba ck to a  he a da che  or a  fit of vom iting, without e ve r be ing m a de  to fe e l a s you a lwa ys felt a fter peyotl, a s though you'd done  som e thing so sha m e fully a nti-socia l tha t you could ne ve r hold up your he a d a ga in. Som a pla ye d none  of the se  unple a sa nt tricks. The  holida y it ga ve  wa s pe rfe ct a nd, if the  m orning a fte r wa s disa greea ble, it wa s so, not intrinsica lly, but only by com pa rison with the joys of the  holida y. The  re m e dy wa s to m a ke  the  holida y continuous. Gre e dily she  cla m oure d for e ve r la rge r, e ve r m ore  fre que nt dose s. Dr. Sha w a t first de m urre d;  the n le t he r ha ve  wha t she  wa nte d. She  took a s m uch a s twe nty gra m m e s a  da y.

"Which will finish her off in a  m onth or two," the doctor confided to Berna rd. "One da y the  re spira tory ce ntre  will be  pa ra lyze d. No m ore  bre a thing. Finishe d. And a  good thing too. If we could rejuvena te, of course it would be different. But we ca n't."

Surprisingly, a s e ve ry one  thought (for on som a-holida y Linda  wa s m ost conve nie ntly out of the  wa y), John ra ise d obje ctions.

"But a re n't you shorte ning he r life  by giving he r so m uch?"

"In one  se nse , ye s," Dr. Sha w a dm itte d. "But in a nothe r we 're  a ctua lly le ngthe ning it." The  young m a n sta re d, uncom pre he nding. "Som a m a y m a ke  you lose  a  fe w ye a rs in tim e ," the  doctor we nt on. "But think of the  e nornous, im m e a sura ble  dura tions it ca n give you out of tim e. Every som a-holida y is a  bit of wha t our a nce stors use d to ca ll e te rnity."

John be ga n to unde rsta nd. "Ete rnity wa s in our lips a nd e ye s," he  m urm ure d.


"Eh?"



"Nothing."

"Of course ," Dr. Sha w we nt on, "you ca n't a llow pe ople  to go popping off into 

e te rnity if the y've  got a ny se rious work to do. But a s she  ha sn't got a ny se rious work 

…"

"All the  sa m e ," John pe rsiste d, "I don't be lie ve  it's right."

The  doctor shrugge d his shoulde rs. "We ll, of course , if you pre fe r to ha ve  he r scre a m ing m a d a ll the  tim e  …"

In the  e nd John wa s force d to give  in. Linda  got he r som a. The nce forwa rd she  re m a ine d in he r little  room  on the  thirty-se ve nth floor of Be rna rd's a pa rtm e nt house , in be d, with the  ra dio a nd te le vision a lwa ys on, a nd the  pa tchouli ta p just dripping, a nd the  som a ta ble ts within re a ch of he r ha nd–the re  she  re m a ine d;  a nd yet wa sn't there a t a ll, wa s a ll the tim e a wa y, infinitely fa r a wa y, on holida y;  on holida y in som e  othe r world, whe re  the  m usic of the  ra dio wa s a  la byrinth of sonorous colours, a  sliding, pa lpita ting la byrinth, tha t le d (by wha t be a utifully inevita ble windings) to a  bright centre of a bsolute conviction;  where the da ncing im a ge s of the  te le vision box we re  the  pe rform e rs in som e  inde scriba bly de licious a ll-singing fe e ly;  whe re  the  dripping pa tchouli wa s m ore  tha n sce nt–wa s the  sun, wa s a  m illion sa xophone s, wa s Popé  m a king love , only m uch m ore  so, incom pa ra bly m ore , a nd without e nd.

"No, we ca n't rejuvena te. But I'm  very gla d," Dr. Sha w ha d concluded, "to ha ve ha d this opportunity to se e  a n e xa m ple  of se nility in a  hum a n be ing. Tha nk you so m uch for ca lling m e  in." He  shook Be rna rd wa rm ly by the  ha nd.

It wa s John, then, they were a ll a fter. And a s it wa s only through Berna rd, his a ccre dite d gua rdia n, tha t John could be  se e n, Be rna rd now found him se lf, for the  first tim e  in his life , tre a te d not m e re ly norm a lly, but a s a  pe rson of outsta nding im porta nce . The re  wa s no m ore  ta lk of the  a lcohol in his blood-surroga te , no gibe s a t his pe rsona l a ppe a ra nce . He nry Foste r we nt out of his wa y to be  frie ndly;  Be nito Hoove r m a de  him  a  pre se nt of six pa cke ts of se x-horm one  che wing-gum ;  the  Assista nt Pre de stina tor ca m e  out a nd ca dge d a lm ost a bje ctly for a n invita tion to one  of Be rna rd's e ve ning pa rtie s. As for the  wom e n, Be rna rd ha d only to hint a t the  possibility of a n invita tion, a nd he  could ha ve  whiche ve r of the m  he  like d.

"Be rna rd's a ske d m e  to m e e t the  Sa va ge  ne xt We dne sda y," Fa nny a nnounce d 

trium pha ntly.

"I'm  so gla d," sa id Le nina . "And now you m ust a dm it tha t you we re  wrong a bout 

Berna rd. Don't you think he's rea lly ra ther sweet?"

Fa nny nodde d. "And I m ust sa y," she  sa id, "I wa s quite  a gre e a bly surprise d."

The  Chie f Bottle r, the  Dire ctor of Pre de stina tion, thre e  De puty Assista nt Fe rtilize r-Ge ne ra ls, the  Profe ssor of Fe e lie s in the  Colle ge  of Em otiona l Engine e ring, the  De a n of the  We stm inste r Com m unity Singe ry, the  Supe rvisor of Boka novskifica tion–the  list of Be rna rd's nota bilitie s wa s inte rm ina ble .



"And I ha d six girls la st we e k," he  confide d to He lm holtz Wa tson. "One  on Monda y, two on Tue sda y, two m ore  on Frida y, a nd one  on Sa turda y. And if I'd ha d the  tim e  or the  inclina tion, the re  we re  a t le a st a  doze n m ore  who we re  only too a nxious …"

He lm holtz liste ne d to his boa stings in a  sile nce  so gloom ily disa pproving tha t 

Be rna rd wa s offe nde d.

"You're  e nvious," he  sa id.

He lm holtz shook his he a d. "I'm  ra the r sa d, tha t's a ll," he  a nswe re d.


Be rna rd we nt off in a  huff. Ne ve r, he  told him se lf, ne ve r would he  spe a k to 

He lm holtz a ga in.

The  da ys pa sse d. Succe ss we nt fizzily to Be rna rd's he a d, a nd in the  proce ss com ple te ly re concile d him  (a s a ny good intoxica nt should do) to a  world which, up till the n, he  ha d found ve ry unsa tisfa ctory. In so fa r a s it re cognize d him  a s im porta nt, the  orde r of things wa s good. But, re concile d by his succe ss, he  ye t refused to forego the privilege of criticizing this order. For the a ct of criticizing he ighte ne d his se nse  of im porta nce , m a de  him  fe e l la rge r. More ove r, he  did ge nuine ly be lie ve  tha t the re  we re  things to criticize . (At the  sa m e  tim e , he  ge nuine ly like d be ing a  succe ss a nd ha ving a ll the  girls he  wa nte d.) Be fore  those  who now, for the  sa ke  of the  Sa va ge , pa id the ir court to him , Be rna rd would pa ra de  a  ca rping unorthodoxy. He  wa s polite ly liste ne d to. But be hind his ba ck pe ople  shook the ir he a ds. "Tha t young m a n will com e  to a  ba d e nd," the y sa id, prophe sying the  m ore  confide ntly in tha t the y the m se lve s would in due  course  pe rsona lly se e  to it tha t the  e nd wa s ba d. "He  won't find a nothe r Sa va ge  to he lp him  out a  se cond tim e ," the y sa id. Me a nwhile , howe ve r, the re  wa s the  first Sa va ge ;  the y we re  polite . And be ca use  the y we re  polite , Be rna rd fe lt positive ly giga ntic–giga ntic a nd a t the  sa m e  tim e  light with elation, lighter than air.

"Lighter tha n a ir," sa id Berna rd, pointing upwa rds.

Like  a  pe a rl in the  sky, high, high a bove  the m , the  We a the r De pa rtm e nt's ca ptive  ba lloon shone  rosily in the  sunshine .



its a spects. …""… the  sa id Sa va ge ," so ra n Be rna rd's instructions, "to be  shown civilize d life  in a ll 

He  wa s be ing shown a  bird's-e ye  vie w of it a t pre se nt, a  bird's-e ye  vie w from  the  pla tform  of the  Cha ring-T Towe r. The  Sta tion Ma ste r a nd the  Re side nt Me te orologist we re  a cting a s guide s. But it wa s Be rna rd who did m ost of the  ta lking. Intoxica te d, he  wa s be ha ving a s though, a t the  ve ry le a st, he  we re  a  visiting World Controlle r. Lighter tha n a ir.

The  Bom ba y Gre e n Rocke t droppe d out of the  sky. The  pa sse nge rs a lighte d. Eight ide ntica l Dra vidia n twins in kha ki looke d out of the  e ight porthole s of the  ca bin–the  stewards.



"Twe lve  hundre d a nd fifty kilom e tre s a n hour," sa id the  Sta tion Ma ste r im pre ssive ly. 

"Wha t do you think of tha t, Mr. Sa va ge ?"



forty m inute s."John thought it very nice. "Still," he sa id, "Ariel could put a  girdle round the ea rth in 

"The  Sa va ge ," wrote  Be rna rd in his re port to Musta pha  Mond, "shows surprisingly little  a stonishm e nt a t, or a we  of, civilize d inve ntions. This is pa rtly due , no doubt, to the  fa ct tha t he  ha s he a rd the m  ta lke d a bout by the  wom a n Linda , his m –––."

(Musta pha  Mond frowne d. "Doe s the  fool think I'm  too sque a m ish to se e  the  word 

written out at full length?")

"Pa rtly on his inte re st be ing focusse d on wha t he  ca lls 'the  soul,' which he  pe rsists in re ga rding a s a n e ntity inde pe nde nt of the  physica l e nvironm e nt, whe re a s, a s I trie d 

to point out to him  …"

The  Controile r skippe d the  ne xt se nte nce s a nd wa s just a bout to turn the  pa ge  in se a rch of som e thing m ore  inte re stingly concre te , whe n his e ye  wa s ca ught by a  a gre e  with the  Sa va ge  in finding civilize d infa ntility too e a sy or, a s he  puts it, not se rie s of quite  e xtra ordina ry phra se s. " … though I m ust a dm it," he  re a d, "tha t I e xpe nsive  e nough;  a nd I would like  to ta ke  this opportunity of dra wing your fordship's a tte ntion to …"

Musta pha  Mond's a nge r ga ve  pla ce  a lm ost a t once  to m irth. The  ide a  of this cre a ture  sole m nly le cturing him –him-a bout the  socia l orde r wa s re a lly too grote sque . The  m a n m ust ha ve  gone  m a d. "I ought to give  him  a  le sson," he  sa id to hinise lf;  


the n thre w ba ck his he a d a nd ha ughe d a loud. For the  m om e nt, a t a ny ra te , the  

le sson would not be  give n.



It wa s a  sm a ll fa ctory of lighting-sets for helicopters, a  bra nch of the Electrica l Equipm ent Corpora tion. They were m et on the roof itself (for tha t circula r letter of Te chnicia n a nd the  Hum a n Ele m e nt Ma na ge r. The y wa lke d downsta irs into the  re com m e nda tion from  the  Controlle r wa s m a gica l in its e ffe cts) by the  Chie f factory.

"Ea ch proce ss," e xpla ine d the  Hum a n Ele m e nt Ma na ge r, "is ca rrie d out, so fa r a s 

possible , by a  single  Boka novsky Group."

And, in e ffe ct, e ighty-thre e  a lm ost nose le ss bla ck bra chyce pha lic De lta s we re  cold-pre ssing. The  fifty-six four-spindle  chucking a nd turning m a chine s we re  be ing m a nipula te d by fifty-six a quiline  a nd ginge r Ga m m a s. One  hundre d a nd se ve n he a t-conditione d Epsilon Se ne ga le se  we re  working in the  foundry. Thirty-thre e  De lta  fe m a le s, long-he a de d, sa ndy, with na rrow pe lvise s, a nd a ll within 20 m illim e tre s of 

1 m e tre  69 ce ntim e tre s ta ll, we re  cutting scre ws. In the  a sse m bling room , the  dyna m os we re  be ing put toge the r by two se ts of Ga m m a -Plus dwa rfs. The  two low work-ta ble s fa ce d one  a nothe r;  be twe e n the m  cra wle d the  conve yor with its loa d of se pa ra te  pa rts;  forty-se ve n blonde  he a ds we re  confronte d by forty-se ve n brown one s. Forty-se ve n snubs by forty-se ve n hooks;  forty-se ve n re ce ding by forty-se ve n progna thous chins. The  com ple te d m e cha nism s we re  inspe cte d by e ighte e n ide ntica l curly a uburn girls in Ga m m a  gre e n, pa cke d in cra te s by thirty-four short-le gge d, le ft-ha nde d m a le  De lta -Minuse s, a nd loa de d into the  wa iting trucks a nd lorrie s by sixty-thre e  blue -e ye d, fla xe n a nd fre ckle d Epsilon Se m i-Morons.

"O bra ve  ne w world …" By som e  m a lice  of his m e m ory the  Sa va ge  found him se lf 

re pe a ting Mira nda 's words. "O bra ve  ne w world tha t ha s such pe ople  in it."

"And I a ssure  you," the  Hum a n Ele m e nt Ma na ge r conclude d, a s the y le ft the  fa ctory, 

"we hardly ever have any trouble with our workers. We always find …"

But the  Sa va ge  ha d sudde nly broke n a wa y from  his com pa nions a nd wa s viole ntly re tching, be hind a  clum p of la ure ls, a s though the  solid e a rth ha d be e n a  he licopte r in a n a ir pocke t.



"The  Sa va ge ," wrote  Be rna rd, "re fuse s to ta ke  som a, a nd se e m s m uch distre sse d be ca use  of the  wom a n Linda , his m –––, re m a ins pe rm a ne ntly on holida y. It is worthy of note  tha t, in spite  of his m –––'s se nility a nd the  e xtre m e  re pulsive ne ss of he r a ppe a ra nce , the  Sa va ge  fre que ntly goe s to se e  he r a nd a ppe a rs to be  m uch a tta che d to he r–a n inte re sting e xa m ple  of the  wa y in which e a rly conditioning ca n be  m a de  to m odify a nd e ve n run counte r to na tura l im pulse s (in this ca se , the  im pulse  to re coil from  a n unple a sa nt obje ct)."



At Eton the y a lighte d on the  roof of Uppe r School. On the  opposite  side  of School Ya rd, the  fifty-two storie s of Lupton's Towe r gle a m e d white  in the  sunshine . Colle ge  on the ir le ft a nd, on the ir right, the  School Com m unity Singe ry re a re d the ir ve ne ra ble  pile s of fe rro-concre te  a nd vita -gla ss. In the  ce ntre  of the  qua dra ngle  stood the  qua int old chrom e -ste e l sta tue  of Our Ford.



Dr. Ga ffne y, the  Provost, a nd Miss Ke a te , the  He a d Mistre ss, re ce ive d the m  a s the y ste ppe d out of the  pla ne .

"Do you ha ve  m a ny twins he re ?" the  Sa va ge  a ske d ra the r a ppre he nsive ly, a s the y 

se t out on the ir tour of inspe ction.

"Oh, no," the  Provost a nswe re d. "Eton is re se rve d e xclusive ly for uppe r-ca ste  boys a nd girls. One  e gg, one  a dult. It m a ke s e duca tion m ore  difficult of course . But a s the y'll be  ca lle d upon to ta ke  re sponsibilitie s a nd de a l with une xpe cte d e m e rge ncie s, it ca n't be  he lpe d." He  sighe d.


Be rna rd, m e a nwhile , ha d ta ke n a  strong fa ncy to Miss Ke a te . "If you're  fre e  a ny Monda y, We dne sda y, or Frida y e ve ning," he  wa s sa ying. Je rking his thum b towa rds the  Sa va ge , "He 's curious, you know," Be rna rd a dde d. "Qua int."

Miss Ke a te  sm ile d (a nd he r sm ile  wa s re a lly cha rm ing, he  thought);  sa id Tha nk you;  would be  de lighte d to com e  to one  of his pa rtie s. The  Provost ope ne d a  door.

Five  m inute s in tha t Alpha  Double  Plus cla ssroom  le ft John a  trifle  be wilde re d.

"Wha t is

the n thought be tte r of it a nd sugge ste d tha t the y should go to som e  othe r  e le m e nta ry re la tivity?" he  whispe re d to Be rna rd. Be rna rd trie d to e xpla in, 

cla ssroom .



From  be hind a  door in the  corridor le a ding to the  Be ta -Minus ge ogra phy room , a  ringing sopra no voice ca lled, "One, two, three, four," a nd then, with a  wea ry im pa tience, "As you were."

"Ma lthusia n Drill," e xpla ine d the  He a d Mistre ss. "Most of our girls a re  fre e m a rtins, of course . I'm  a  fre e m a rtin m yse lf." She  sm ile d a t Be rna rd. "But we  ha ve  a bout e ight hundre d unste rilize d one s who ne e d consta nt drilling."

In the  Be ta -Minus ge ogra phy room  John le a rnt tha t "a  sa va ge  re se rva tion is a  pla ce  which, owing to unfa voura ble clim a tic or geologica l conditions, or poverty of na tura l re source s, ha s not be e n worth the  e xpe nse  of civilizing." A click;  the  room  wa s da rke ne d;  a nd sudde nly, on the  scre e n a bove  the  Ma ste r's he a d, the re  we re  the  Penitentes of Acom a  prostra ting the m se lve s be fore  Our La dy, a nd wa iling a s John ha d he a rd the m  wa il, confe ssing the ir sins be fore  Je sus on the  Cross, be fore  the  e a gle  im a ge  of Pookong. The  young Etonia ns fa irly shoute d with la ughte r. Still wailing, the Penitentes rose  to the ir fe e t, strippe d off the ir uppe r ga rm e nts a nd, with knotte d whips, be ga n to be a t the m se lve s, blow a fte r blow. Re double d, the  la ughte d drowne d e ve n the  a m plifie d re cord of the ir groa ns.

"But why do the y la ugh?" a ske d the  Sa va ge  in a  pa ine d be wilde rm e nt.

"Why?" The  Provost turne d towa rds him  a  still broa dly grinning fa ce . "Why? But 

be ca use  it's so e xtra ordina rily funny."

In the  cine m a togra phic twilight, Be rna rd riske d a  ge sture  which, in the  pa st, e ve n tota l da rkne ss would ha rdly ha ve  e m bolde ne d him  to m a ke . Strong in his ne w im porta nce , he  put his a rm  a round the  He a d Mistre ss's wa ist. It yie lde d, willowily. He  wa s just a bout to sna tch a  kiss or two a nd pe rha ps a  ge ntle  pinch, whe n the  shutte rs clicke d ope n a ga in.

"Pe rha ps we  ha d be tte r go on," sa id Miss Ke a te , a nd m ove d towa rds the  door.

"And this," sa id the  Provost a  m om e nt la te r, "is Hypnopæ dic Control Room ."

Hundre ds of synthe tic m usic boxe s, one  for e a ch dorm itory, stood ra nge d in she lve s round thre e  side s of the  room ;  pige on-hole d on the  fourth we re  the  pa pe r sound-tra ck rolls on which the  va rious hypnopæ dic le ssons we re  printe d.

"You slip the  roll in he re ," e xpla ine d Be rna rd, inite rrupting Dr. Ga ffne y, "pre ss down 

this switch …"



"No, tha t one ," corre cte d the  Provost, a nnoye d.

"Tha t one , the n. The  roll unwinds. The  se le nium  ce lls tra nsform  the  light im pulse s 

into sound wa ve s, a nd …"

"And the re  you a re ," Dr. Ga ffne y conclude d.

"Do the y re a d Sha ke spe a re ?" a ske d the  Sa va ge  a s the y wa lke d, on the ir wa y to the  

Bio-che m ica l La bora torie s, pa st the  School Libra ry.


"Ce rta inly not," sa id the  He a d Mistre ss, blushing.

"Our libra ry," sa id Dr. Ga ffne y, "conta ins only books of re fe re nce . If our young pe ople  ne e d distra ction, the y ca n ge t it a t the  fe e lie s. We  don't e ncoura ge  the m  to indulge  in a ny solita ry a m use m e nts."

Five  bus-loa ds of boys a nd girls, singing or in a  sile nt e m bra ce m e nt, rolle d pa st them  over the vitrified highwa y.

"Just re turne d," e xpla ine d Dr. Ga ffne y, while  Be rna rd, whispe ring, m a de  a n a ppointm e nt with the  He a d Mistre ss for tha t ve ry e ve ning, "from  the  Slough Cre m a torium . De a th conditioning be gins a t e ighte e n m onths. Eve ry tot spe nds two m ornings a  we e k in a  Hospita l for the  Dying. All the  be st toys a re  ke pt the re , a nd the y ge t chocola te  cre a m  on de a th da ys. The y le a rn to ta ke  dying a s a  m a tte r of course."

"Like  a ny othe r physiologica l proce ss," put in the  He a d Mistre ss profe ssiona lly.

Eight o'clock a t the Sa voy. It wa s a ll a rra nged.



On the ir wa y ba ck to London the y stoppe d a t the  Te le vision Corpora tion's fa ctory a t 

Brentford.

"Do you m ind wa iting he re  a  m om e nt while  I go a nd te le phone ?" a ske d Be rna rd.

The  Sa va ge  wa ite d a nd wa tche d. The  Ma in Da y-Shift wa s just going off duty. Crowds of lowe r-ca ste  worke rs we re  que ue d up in front of the  m onora il sta tion-se ve n or e ight hundre d Ga m m a , De lta  a nd Epsilon m e n a nd wom e n, with not m ore  tha n a  doze n fa ce s a nd sta ture s be twe e n the m . To e a ch of the m , with his or he r ticke t, the  booking cle rk pushe d ove r a  little  ca rdboa rd pillbox. The  long ca te rpilla r of m e n a nd wom en m oved slowly forward.

"Wha t's in those " (re m e m be ring The Merchant of Venice) "those  ca ske ts?" the  Sa va ge  

e nquire d whe n Be rna rd ha d re joine d him .

"The  da y's som a ra tion," Berna rd a nswered ra ther indistinctly;  for he wa s m a stica ting a  piece of Benito Hoover's chewing-gum . "They get it a fter their work's over. Four ha lf-gra m m e  ta ble ts. Six on Sa turda ys."

He  took John's a rm  a ffe ctiona te ly a nd the y wa lke d ba ck towa rds the  he licopte r.



Le nina  ca m e  singing into the  Cha nging Room .

"You se e m  ve ry ple a se d with yourse lf," sa id Fa nny.

"I am ple a se d," she  a nswe re d. Zip! "Be rna rd ra ng up ha lf a n hour a go." Zip, zip! She  ste ppe d out of he r shorts. "He  ha s a n une xpe cte d e nga ge m e nt." Zip! "Aske d m e  if I'd ta ke  the  Sa va ge  to the  fe e lie s this e ve ning. I m ust fly." She  hurrie d a wa y towa rds the  ba throom .



"She 's a  lucky girl," Fa nny sa id to he rse lf a s she  wa tche d Le nina  go.

The re  wa s no e nvy in the  com m e nt;  good-na ture d Fa nny wa s m e re ly sta ting a  fa e t. Le nina  wa s lucky;  lucky in ha ving sha re d with Be rna rd a  ge ne rous portion of the  Sa va ge 's im m e nse  ce le brity, lucky in re fle cting from  he r insignifica nt pe rson the  m om e nt's supre m e ly fa shiona ble  glory. Ha d not the  Se cre ta ry of the  Young Wom e n's Fordia n Associa tion a ske d he r to give  a  le cture  a bout he r e xpe rie nce s? Ha d she  not be e n invite d to the  Annua l Dinne r of the  Aphrodite um  Club? Ha d she  not a lre a dy a ppe a re d in the  Fe e lytone  Ne ws–visibly, a udibly a nd ta ctua lly a ppe a re d to countle ss m illions a ll ove r the  pla ne t?

Ha rdly le ss fla tte ring ha d be e n the  a tte ntions pa id he r by conspicuous individua ls. 


The  Re side nt World Controlle r's Se cond Se cre ta ry ha d a ske d he r to dinne r a nd bre a kfa st. She  ha d spe nt one  we e k-e nd with the  Ford Chie f-Justice , a nd a nothe r with the  Arch-Com m unity-Songste r of Ca nte rbury. The  Pre side nt of the  Inte rna l a nd Exte rna l Se cre tions Corpora tion wa s pe rpe tua lly on the  phone , a nd she  ha d be e n to De a uville  with the  De puty-Gove rnor of the  Ba nk of Europe .

"It's wonde rful, of course . And ye t in a  wa y," she  ha d confe sse d to Fa nny, "I fe e l a s though I we re  ge tting som e thing on fa lse  pre se nce s. Be ca use , of course , the  first thing the y a ll wa nt to know is wha t it's like  to m a ke  love  to a  Sa va ge . And I ha ve  to sa y I don't know." She  shook he r he a d. "Most of the  m e n don't be lie ve  m e , of course. But it's true. I wish it weren't," she a dded sa dly a nd sighed. "He's terribly good-looking;  don't you think so?"

"But doe sn't he  like  you?" a ske d Fa nny.

"Som e tim e s I think he  doe s a nd som e tim e s I think he  doe sn't. He  a lwa ys doe s his be st to a void m e ;  goe s out of the  room  whe n I com e  in;  won't touch m e ;  won't e ve n look a t m e . But som e tim e s if I turn round sudde nly, I ca tch him  sta ring;  a nd the n–we ll, you know how m e n look whe n the y like  you."

Ye s, Fa nny kne w.

"I ca n't m a ke  it out," sa id Le nina .

She  couldn't m a ke  it out;  a nd not only wa s be wilde re d;  wa s a lso ra the r upse t.

"Be ca use , you se e , Fa nny, I like  him ."

Like d him  m ore  a nd m ore . We ll, now the re 'd be  a  re a l cha nce , she  thought, a s she  sce nte d he rse lf a fte r he r ba th. Da b, da b, da b–a  re a l cha nce . He r high spirits ove rflowe d in a  song.

''Hug m e  till you drug m e , hone y;

Kiss m e  till I'm  in a  com a ;

Hug m e , hone y, snuggly bunny;

Love 's  a s  good a s  s om a."

The  sce nt orga n wa s pla ying a  de lightfully re fre shing He rba l Ca priccio–rippling a rpe ggios of thym e  a nd la ve nde r, of rose m a ry, ba sil, m yrtle , ta rra gon;  a  se rie s of da ring m odula tions through the  spice  ke ys into a m be rgris;  a nd a  slow re turn through sa nda lwood, ca m phor, ce da r a nd ne wm own ha y (with occa siona l subtle  touche s of discord–a  whiff of kidne y pudding, the  fa inte st suspicion of pig's dung) ba ck to the  sim ple  a rom a tics with which the  pie ce  be ga n. The  fina l bla st of thym e  die d a wa y;  the re  wa s a  round of a ppla use ;  the  lights we nt up. In the  synthe tic m usic m a chine  the  sound-tra ck roll be ga n to unwind. It wa s a  trio for hype r-violin, supe r-ce llo a nd oboe -surroga te  tha t now fille d the  a ir with its a gre e a ble  la nguor. 

Thirty or forty ba rs–a nd the n, a ga inst this instrum e nta l ba ckground, a  m uch m ore  tha n hum a n voice  be ga n to wa rble ;  now throa ty, now from  the  he a d, now hollow a s a  flute , now cha rge d with ye a rning ha rm onics, it e ffortle ssly pa sse d from  Ga spa rd's 

Forster's low record on the very frontiers of m usica l tone to a  trilled ba t-note high a bove  the  highe st C to which (in 1770, a t the  Duca l ope ra  of Pa rm a , a nd to the  a stonishm e nt of Moza rt) Lucre zia  Ajuga ri, a lone  of a ll the  singe rs in history, once  piercingly ga ve uttera nce.

Sunk in the ir pne um a tic sta lls, Le nina  a nd the  Sa va ge  sniffe d a nd liste ne d. It wa s now the  turn a lso for e ye s a nd skin.

The  house  lights we nt down;  fie ry le tte rs stood out solid a nd a s though se lf-supporte d in the  da rkne ss. THREE WEEKS IN A HELICOPTER . AN ALL-SUPER-SINGING, SYNTHETIC-TALK1NG, COLOURED, STEREOSCOPIC FEELY. WITH SYNCHRONIZED SCENT-ORGAN ACCOMPANIMENT.



"Ta ke  hold of those  m e ta l knobs on the  a rm s of your cha ir," whispe re d Le nina . 

"Othe rwise  you won't ge t a ny of the  fe e ly e ffe cts."


The  Sa va ge  did a s he  wa s told.

Those  fie ry le tte rs, m e a nwhile , ha d disa ppe a re d;  the re  we re  te n se conds of com ple te  da rkne ss;  the n sudde nly, da zzling a nd incom pa ra bly m ore  solid-looking tha n the y would ha ve  se e m e d in a ctua l fle sh a nd blood, fa r m ore  re a l tha n re a lity, the re  stood the  ste re oscopic im a ge s, locke d in one  a nothe r's a rm s, of a  giga ntic ne gro a nd a  golde n-ha ire d young bra chyce pha lic Be ta -Plus fe m a le .

The  Sa va ge  sta rte d. Tha t se nsa tion on his lips! He  liite d a  ha nd to his m outh;  the  titilla tion ce a se d;  le t his ha nd fa ll ba ck on the  m e ta l knob;  it be ga n a ga in. The  sce nt orga n, m e a nwhile , bre a the d pure  m usk. Expiringly, a  sound-tra ck supe r-dove  cooe d "Oo-ooh";  a nd vibra ting only thirty-two tim e s a  se cond, a  de e pe r tha n Africa n toge the r a ga in, a nd once  m ore  the  fa cia l e roge nous zone s of the  six thousa nd ba ss m a de  a nswe r:  "Aa -a a h." "Ooh-a h! Ooh-a h!" the  ste re oscopic lips ca m e  spe cta tors in the  Alha m bra  tingle d with a lm ost intole ra ble  ga lva nic ple a sure . "Ooh …"

The  plot of the  film  wa s e xtre m e ly sim ple . A fe w m inute s a fte r the  first Oohs a nd 

Aa hs (a  due t ha ving be e n sung a nd a  little  love  m a de  on tha t fa m ous be a rskin, 

every ha ir of which–the Assista nt Predestina tor wa s perfectly right–could be 

se pa ra te ly a nd distinctly fe lt), the  ne gro ha d a  he licopte r a ccide nt, fe ll on his he a d. Thum p! wha ta  twinge  through the  fore he a d! A chorus of 

ow's a n d aie's went up from  

the  a udie nce .



The  concussion knocke d a ll the  ne gro's conditionim g into a  cocke d ha t. He  de ve lope d for the  Be ta  blonde  a n e xclusive  a nd m a nia ca l pa ssion. She  prote ste d. He  pe rsiste d. The re  we re  struggle s, pursuits, a n a ssa ult on a  riva l, fina lly a  se nsa tiona l kidna pping. The  Be ta  blond wa s ra vishe d a wa y into the  sky a nd ke pt there, hovering, for three weeks in a  wildly a nti-socia l tête-à-tête with the black m a dm a n. Fina lly, a fte r a  whole  se rie s of a dve nture s a nd m uch a e ria l a croba cy thre e  ha ndsom e  young Alpha s succe e de d in re scuing he r. The  ne gro wa s pa cke d off to a n Adult Re -conditioning Ce ntre  a nd the  film  e nde d ha ppily a nd de corously, with the  Be ta  blonde  be com ing the  m istre ss of a ll he r thre e  re scue rs. The y inte rrupte d the m se lve s for a  m om e nt to sing a  synthe tic qua rte t, with full supe r-orche stra l a ccom pa nim e nt a nd ga rde nia s on the  sce nt orga n. The n the  be a rskin m a de  a  fina l a ppe a ra nce  a nd, a m id a  bla re  of sa xophone s, the  la st ste re oscopic kiss fa de d into da rkne ss, the  la st e le ctric titilla tion die d on the  lips like  a  dying m oth tha t quive rs, quive rs, e ve r m ore  fe e bly, e ve r m ore  fa intly, a nd a t la st is quie t, quite  still.



But for Le nina  the  m oth did not com ple te ly die . Eve n a fte r the  lights ha d gone  up, while they were shuffling slowly along with the crowd towards the lifts, its ghost still flutte re d a ga inst he r lips, still tra ce d fine  shudde ring roa ds of a nxie ty a nd ple a sure  a cross he r skin. He r che e ks we re  flushe d. She  ca ught hold of the  Sa va ge 's a rm  a nd pa ine d, de siring, a nd a sha m e d of his de sire . He  wa s not worthy, not … The ir e ye s pre sse d it, lim p, a ga inst he r side . He  looke d down a t he r for a  m om e nt, pa le , for a  m om e nt m e t. Wha t tre a sure s he rs prom ise d! A que e n's ra nsom  of te m pe ra m e nt. Ha stily he  looke d a wa y, dise nga ge d his im prisone d a rm . He  wa s obscure ly te rrifie d le st she  should ce a se  to be  som e thing he  could fe e l him se lf unworthy of.

"I don't think you ought to se e  things like  tha t," he  sa id, m a king ha ste  to tra nsfe r from  Le nina  he rse lf to the  surrounding circum sta nce s the  bla m e  for a ny pa st or possible  future  la pse  from  pe rfe ction.

"Things like  wha t, John?"

"Like  this horrible  film ."

"Horrible ?" Le nina  wa s ge nuine ly a stonishe d. "But I thought it wa s love ly."

"It wa s ba se ," he  sa id indigna ntly, "it wa s ignoble ."



he  go out of his wa y to spoil things?She  shook he r he a d. "I don't know wha t you m e a n." Why wa s he  so que e r? Why did 

In the  ta xicopte r he  ha rdly e ve n looke d a t he r. Bound by strong vows tha t ha d 


ne ve r be e n pronounce d, obe die nt to la ws tha t ha d long since  ce a se d to run, he  sa t a ve rte d a nd in sile nce . Som e tim e s, a s though a  finge r ha d plucke d a t som e  ta ut, a lm ost bre a king string, his whole  body would sha ke  with a  sudde n ne rvous sta rt.

The  ta xicopte r la nde d on the  roof of Le nina 's a pa rtm e nt house . "At la st," she  thought e xulta ntly a s she  ste ppe d out of the  ca b. At la st–e ve n though he  had be e n  so que e r just now. Sta nding unde r a  la m p, she  pe e re d into he r ha nd m irror. At la st. Ye s, he r nose  wa s a  bit shiny. She  shook the  loose  powde r from  he r puff. While  he  wa s pa ying off the  ta xi–the re  would just be  tim e . She  rubbe d a t the  shinine ss, thinking:  "He 's te rribly good-looking. No ne e d for him  to be  shy like  Be rna rd. And ye t … Any othe r m a n would ha ve  done  it long a go. We ll, now a t la st." Tha t fra gm e nt of a  fa ce  in the  little  round m irror sudde nly sm ile d a t he r.

"Good-night," sa id a  stra ngle d voice  be hind he r. Le nina  whe e le d round. He  wa s sta nding in the  doorwa y of the  ca b, his e ye s fixe d, sta ring;  ha d e vide ntly be e n sta ring a ll this tim e while she wa s powdering her nose, wa iting–but wha t for? or he sita ting, trying to m a ke  up his m ind, a nd a ll the  tim e  thinking, thinking–she  could not im a gine  wha t e xtra ordina ry thoughts. "Good-night, Le nina ," he  re pe a te d, a nd m a de  a  stra nge  grim a cing a tte m pt to sm ile .

"But, John … I thought you we re  … I m e a n, a re n't you? …"

He  shut the  door a nd be nt forwa rd to sa y som e thing to the  drive r. The  ca b shot up into the a ir.



Looking down through the  window in the  fioor, the  Sa va ge  could se e  Le nina 's upturne d fa ce , pa le  in the  bluish light of the  la m ps. The  m outh wa s ope n, she  wa s ca lling. He r fore shorte ne d figure  rushe d a wa y from  him ;  the  dim inishing squa re  of the  roof se e m e d to be  fa lling through the  da rkne ss.

Five  m inute s la te r he  wa s ba ck in his room . From  its hiding-pla ce  he  took out his m ouse -nibble d volum e , turne d with re ligious ca re  its sta ine d a nd crum ble d pa ge s, a n d be ga n  to re a d Othello. Othe llo, he  re m e m be re d, wa s like  the  he ro of Three Weeks in a Helicopter– a  bla ck m a n .

Drying he r e ye s, Le nina  wa lke d a cross the  roof to the  lift. On he r wa y down to the  twe nty-se ve nth floor she  pulle d out he r 

som a bottle . One  gra m m e , she  de cide d, 

would not be  e nough;  he rs ha d be e n m ore  tha n a  one -gra m m e  a ffliction. But if she  

took two gra m m e s, she  ra n the  risk of not wa king up in tim e  to-m orrow m orning. 

She  com prom ise d a nd, into he r cuppe d le ft pa lm , shook out thre e  ha lf-gra m m e  

ta ble ts.



Chapte r Tw e lve

BERNARD ha d to shout through the  locke d door;  the  Sa va ge  would not ope n.

"But everybody's there, wa iting for you."

"Le t the m  wa it," ca m e  ba ck the  m uffle d voice  through the  door.

"But you know quite well, John" (how difficult it is to sound persua sive a t the top of 

one 's voice !) "I a ske d the m  on purpose  to m e e t you."

"You  ou gh t to h a ve  a ske d m e first whether I wa nted to m eet them."



"But you a lwa ys ca m e  be fore , John."

"Tha t's precisely why I don't wa nt to com e a ga in."

"Just to ple a se  m e ," Be rna rd be llowingly whe e dle d. "Won't you com e  to ple a se  m e ?"

"No."



"Do you se riously m e a n it?"


"Ye s."



Despa iringly, "But wha t sha ll I do?" Berna rd wa iled.

"Go to he ll!" ba wle d the  e xa spe ra te d voice  from  within.

"But the Arch-Com m unity-Songster of Ca nterbury is there to-night." Berna rd wa s 

a lm ost in te a rs.

"Ai yaa tákwa!" It wa s only in Zuñi tha t the  Sa va ge  could a de qua te ly e xpre ss wha t he  fe lt a bout the  Arch-Com m unity-Songste r. "Háni!" he  a dde d a s a n a fte r-thought;  a nd then (with what derisive ferocity!):  "S ons éso tse-ná." And he  spa t on the  ground, a s Popé  m igh t h a ve  don e .

In the  e nd Be rna rd ha d to slink ba ck, dim inishe d, to his room s a nd inform  the  im pa tie nt a sse m bly tha t the  Sa va ge  would not be  a ppe a ring tha t e ve ning. The  ne ws wa s re ce ive d with indigna tion. The  m e n we re  furious a t ha ving be e n tricke d into be ha ving polite ly to this insignifica nt fe llow with the  unsa voury re puta tion a nd the  he re tica l opinions. The  highe r the ir position in the  hie ra rchy, the  de e pe r the ir re se ntm e nt.



"To pla y such a  joke  on m e ," the  Arch-Songste r ke pt re pe a ting, "on m e!"



As for the  wom e n, the y indigna ntly fe lt tha t the y ha d be e n ha d on fa lse  pre te nce s–ha d by a  wre tche d little  m a n who ha d ha d a lcohol poure d into his bottle  by m ista ke –by a  cre a ture  with a  Ga m m a -Minus physique . It wa s a n outra ge , a nd the y sa id so, m ore  a nd m ore  loudly. The  He a d Mistre ss of Eton wa s pa rticula rly sca thing.

Le nina  a lone  sa id nothing. Pa le , he r blue  e ye s cloude d with a n unwonte d m e la ncholy, she  sa t in a  corne r, cut off from  those  who surrounde d he r by a n e m otion which the y did not sha re . She  ha d com e  to the  pa rty fille d with a  stra nge  fe e ling of a nxious e xulta tion. "In a  fe w m inute s," she  ha d sa id to he rse lf, a s she  e nte re d the  room , "I sha ll be  se e ing him , ta lking to him , te lling him " (for she  ha d com e  with he r m ind m a de  up) "tha t I like  him –m ore  tha n a nybody I've  e ve r known. And the n pe rha ps he 'll sa y …"



Wha t would he  sa y? The  blood ha d rushe d to he r che e ks.

"Why wa s he  so stra nge  the  othe r night, a fte r the  fe e lie s? So que e r. And ye t I'm  

a bsolute ly sure  he  re a lly doe s ra the r like  m e . I'm  sure  …"

It wa s a t this m om e nt tha t Be rna rd ha d m a de  his a nnounce m e nt;  the  Sa va ge  wa sn't com ing to the pa rty.

Le nina  sudde nly fe lt a ll the  se nsa tions norm a lly e xpe rie nce d a t the  be ginning of a  Viole nt Pa ssion Surroga te  tre a tm e nt–a  se nse  of dre a dful e m ptine ss, a  bre a thle ss a ppre he nsion, a  na use a . He r he a rt se e m e d to stop be a ting.

"Pe rha ps it's be ca use  he  doe sn't like  m e ," she  sa id to he rse lf. And a t once  this possibility be ca m e  a n e sta blishe d ce rta inty:  John ha d re fuse d to com e  be ca use  he  didn't like  he r. He  didn't like  he r. …

"It rea lly is a  bit too thick," the Hea d Mistress of Eton wa s sa ying to the Director of Cre m a toria  a nd Phosphorus Re cla m a tion. "Whe n I think tha t I a ctua lly …"



"Ye s," ca m e  the  voice  of Fa nny Crowne , "it's a bsolute ly true  a bout the  a lcohol. Som e  one  I know kne w som e  one  who wa s working in the  Em bryo Store  a t the  tim e . She  sa id to m y frie nd, a nd m y frie nd sa id to m e  …"

"Too ba d, too ba d," sa id He nry Foste r, sym pa thizing with the  Arch-Com m unity-Songster. "It m a y interest you to know tha t our ex-Director wa s on the  point of tra nsfe rring him  to Ice la nd."


Pie rce d by e ve ry word tha t wa s spoke n, the  tight ba lloon of Be rna rd's ha ppy se lf-confide nce  wa s le a king from  a  thousa nd wounds. Pa le , distra ught, a bje ct a nd a gita te d, he  m ove d a m ong his gue sts, sta m m e ring incohe re nt a pologie s, a ssuring the m  tha t ne xt tim e  the  Sa va ge  would ce rta inly be  the re , be gging the m  to sit down a nd ta ke  a  ca rote ne  sa ndwich, a  slice  of vita m in A pâté, a  gla ss of cha m pa gne -surroga te . The y duly a te , but ignore d him ;  dra nk a nd we re  e ithe r rude  to his fa ce  or ta lke d to one  a nothe r a bout him , loudly a nd offe nsive ly, a s though he  ha d not be e n the re .

"And now, m y frie nds," sa id the  Arch-Com m unity-Songste r of Ca nte rbury, in tha t be a utiful ringing voice  with which he  le d the  proce e dings a t Ford's Da y Ce le bra tions, "Now, m y frie nds, I think pe rha ps the  tim e  ha s com e  …" He  rose , put down his gla ss, brushe d from  his purple  viscose  wa istcoa t the  crum bs of a  conside ra ble  colla tion, a nd wa lke d towa rds the  door.

Berna rd da rted forwa rd to intercept him .

"Must you rea lly, Arch-Songster? … It's very ea rly still. I'd hoped you would …"

Ye s, wha t ha dn't he  hope d, whe n Le nina  confide ntia lly told him  tha t the  Arch-Com m unity-Songster would a ccept a n invita tion if it were sent. "He's rea lly ra the r swe e t, you know." And she  ha d shown Be rna rd the  little  golde n zippe r-fa ste ning in the  form  of a  T which the  Arch-Songste r ha d give n he r a s a  m e m e n to of th e  we e k-e n d sh e  h a d spe n t a t La m be th . To m eet the Arch-Com m unity-Songster of Canterbury and Mr. Savage. Be rna rd ha d procla im e d his trium ph on e ve ry invita tion ca rd. But the  Sa va ge  ha d chose n this e ve ning of a ll e ve nings to lock him se lf up in his room , to shout "Háni!" a nd even (it wa s lucky tha t Be rna rd didn't unde rsta nd Zuñi) "S ons éso tse-ná!" Wha t should ha ve  be e n the  crowning m om e nt of Be rna rd's whole  ca re e r ha d turne d out to be  the  m om e nt of his gre a te st hum ilia tion.



"I'd so m uch hope d …" he  sta m m e ringly re pe a te d, looking up a t the  gre a t dignita ry 

with ple a ding a nd distra cte d e ye s.

"My young frie nd," sa id the  Arch-Com m unity-Songste r in a  tone  of loud a nd sole m n se ve rity;  the re  wa s a  ge ne ra l sile nce . "Le t m e  give  you a  word of a dvice ." He  

wa gge d his finge r a t Be rna rd. "Be fore  it's too la te . A word of good a dvice ." (His voice  be ca m e  se pulchra l.) "Me nd your wa ys, m y young frie nd, m e nd your wa ys." He  m a de  the  sign of the  T ove r him  a nd turne d a wa y. "Le nina , m y de a r," he  ca lle d in a nothe r tone . "Com e  with m e ."



Obe die ntly, but unsm iling a nd (wholly inse nsible  of the  honour done  to he r) without e la tion, Le nina  wa lke d a fte r him , out of the  room . The  othe r gue sts followe d a t a  re spe ctful inte rva l. The  la st of the m  sla m m e d the  door. Be rna rd wa s a ll a lone .

Puncture d, utte rly de fla te d, he  droppe d into a  cha ir a nd, cove ring his fa ce  with his ha nds, be ga n to we e p. A fe w m inute s la te r, howe ve r, he  thought be tte r of it a nd took four ta ble ts of som a.



Upsta irs in his room  the  Sa va ge  wa s re a ding Rom eo and Juliet.



Le nina  a nd the  Arch-Com m unity-Songste r ste ppe d out on to the  roof of La m be th Pa la ce . "Hurry up, m y young frie nd–I m e a n, Le nina ," ca lle d the  Arch-Songste r im pa tie ntly from  the  lift ga te s. Le nina , who ha d linge re d for a  m om e nt to look a t the  m oon, droppe d he r e ye s a nd ca m e  hurrying a cross the  roof to re join hirn.



"A New Theory of Biology" wa s the title of the pa per which Musta pha  Mond ha d just finishe d re a ding. He  sa t for som e  tim e , m e dita tive ly frowning, the n picke d up his pe n a nd wrote  a cross the  title -pa ge :  "The  a uthor's m a the m a tica l tre a tm e nt of the  conce ption of purpose  is nove l a nd highly inge nious, but he re tica l a nd, so fa r a s the  pre se nt socia l orde r is conce rne d, da nge rous a nd pote ntia lly subve rsive . Not to be published." He  unde rline d the  words. "The  a uthor will be  ke pt unde r supe rvision. His 



tra nsfe re nce  to the  Ma rine  Biologica l Sta tion of St. He le na  m a y be com e  ne ce ssa ry." A pity, he  thought, a s he  signe d his na m e . It wa s a  m a ste rly pie ce  of work. But once  you be ga n a dm itting e xpla na tions in te rm s of purpose –we ll, you didn't know wha t the  re sult m ight be . It wa s the  sort of ide a  tha t m ight e a sily de condition the  m ore  unse ttle d m inds a m ong the  highe r ca ste s–m a ke  the m  lose  the ir fa ith in ha ppine ss a s the  Sove re ign Good a nd ta ke  to be lie ving, inste a d, tha t the  goa l wa s som e whe re  be yond, som e whe re  outside  the  pre se nt hum a n sphe re , tha t the  purpose  of life  wa s not the  m a inte na nce  of we ll-be ing, but som e  inte nsifica tion a nd re fining of consciousne ss, som e  e nla rge m e nt of knowle dge . Which wa s, the  Controlle r re fle cte d, quite  possibly true . But not, in the  pre se nt circum sta nce , a dm issible . He  picke d up his pe n a ga in, a nd unde r the  words "Not to be published" dre w a  se cond line , thicke r a nd bla cke r tha n the  first;  the n sighe d, "Wha t fun it would be ," he  thought, "if one  didn't ha ve  to think a bout ha ppine ss!"



With close d e ye s, his fa ce  shining with ra pture , John wa s softly de cla im ing to 

vacancy:

"Oh! she  doth te a ch the  torche s to burn bright.

It se e m s she  ha ngs upon the  che e k of night,

Like a  rich jewel in a n Ethiop's ea r;

Be a uty too rich for use , for e a rth too de a r …"

The  golde n T la y shining on Le nina 's bosom . Sportive ly, the  Arch-Com m unity-Songste r ca ught hold of it, sportive ly he  pule d, pulle d. "I think," sa id Le nina  sudde nly, bre a king a  long sile nce , "I'd be tte r ta ke  a  couple  of gra m m e s of som a."



Be rna rd, by this tim e , wa s fa st a sle e p a nd sm iling a t the  priva te  pa ra dise  of his dre a m s. Sm iling, sm iling. But ine xora bly, e ve ry thirty se conds, the  m inute  ha nd of the electric clock a bove his bed jum ped forwa rd with a n a lm ost im perceptible click. Click, click, click, click … And it wa s m orning. Berna rd wa s ba ck a m ong the m iseries of spa ce  a nd tim e . It wa s in the  lowe st spirits tha t he  ta xie d a cross to his work a t the  Conditioning Ce ntre . The  intoxica tion of succe ss ha d e va pora te d;  he  wa s the  old se lf se e m e d unpre ce de nte dly he a vie r tha n the  surrounding a tm osphe re .sobe rly his old se lf;  a nd by contra st with the  te m pora ry ba lloon of the se  la st we e ks, 

To this de fla te d Be rna rd the  Sa va ge  showe d him se lf une xpe cte dly sym pa the tic.

"You're  m ore  like  wha t you we re  a t Ma lpa is," he  sa id, whe n Be rna rd ha d told him  his pla intive  story. "Do you re m e m be r whe n we  first ta lke d toge the r? Outside  the  little  house . You're  like  wha t you we re  the n."

"Be ca use  I'm  unha ppy a ga in;  tha t's why."

"We ll, I'd ra the r be  unha ppy tha n ha ve  the  sort of fa lse , lying ha ppine ss you we re  

ha ving he re ."

"I like tha t," sa id Berna rd bitterly. "When it's you who were the ca use of it a ll. Re fusing to com e  to m y pa rty a nd so turning the m  a ll a ga inst m e !" He  kne w tha t wha t he wa s sa ying wa s a bsurd in its injustice;  he a dm itted inwa rdly, a nd a t la st e ve n a loud, the  truth of a ll tha t the  Sa va ge  now sa id a bout the  worthle ssne ss of frie nds who could be  turne d upon so slight a  provoca tion into pe rse cuting e ne m ie s. But in spite  of this knowle dge  a nd the se  a dm issions, in spite  of the  fa ct tha t his frie nd's support a nd sym pa thy we re  now his only com fort, Be rna rd continue d pe rve rse ly to nourish, a long with his quite  ge nuine  a ffe ction, a  se cre t grie va nce  a ga inst the  Sa va ge , to m e dia te  a  ca m pa ign of sm a ll re ve nge s to be  wre a ke d upon him . Nourishing a  grie va nce  a ga inst the  Arch-Com m unity-Songste r wa s use le ss;  the re  wa s no possibility of be ing re ve nge d on the  Chie f Bottle r or the  Assista nt Pre de stina tor. As a  victim , the  Sa va ge  posse sse d, for Be rna rd, this e norm ous supe riority ove r the  othe rs:  tha t he  wa s a cce ssible . One  of the  principa l functions of a  frie nd is to suffe r (in a  m ilde r a nd sym bolic form ) the  punishm e nts tha t we  should like , but a re  una ble , to inflict upon our e ne m ie s.


Be rna rd's othe r victim -frie nd wa s He lm holtz. Whe n, discom fite d, he  ca m e  a nd a ske d once m ore for the friendship which, in his prosperity, he ha d not thought it worth his while to preserve. Helm holtz ga ve it;  a nd ga ve it without a  reproa ch, without a  com m e nt, a s though he  ha d forgotte n tha t the re  ha d e ve r be e n a  qua rre l. Touche d, Be rna rd fe lt him se lf a t the  sa m e  tim e  hum ilia te d by this m a gna nim ity–a  m a gna nim ity the  m ore  e xtra ordina ry a nd the re fore  the  m ore  hum ilia ting in tha t it owe d nothing to som a a nd e ve rything to He lm holtz's cha ra cte r. It wa s the  He lm holtz of da ily life  who forgot a nd forga ve , not the  He lm holtz of a  ha lf-gra m m e  holida y. Be rna rd wa s duly gra te ful (it wa s a n e norm ous com fort to ha ve  his frie nd a ga in) a nd a lso duly re se ritful (it would be  ple a sure  to ta ke  som e  re ve nge  on He lm holtz for his ge ne rosity).



At the ir first m e e ing a fte r the  e stra nge m e nt, Be rna rd poure d out the  ta le  of his m ise rie s a nd a cce pte d consola tion. It wa s not till som e  da ys la te r tha t he  le a rne d, to his surprise  a nd with a  twinge  of sha m e , tha t he  wa s not the  only one  who ha d be e n in trouble . He lm holtz ha d a lso com e  into conflict with Authority.

"It wa s ove r som e  rhym e s," he  e xpla ine d. "I wa s giving m y usua l course  of Adva nced Em otiona l Engineering for Third Yea r Students. Twelve lectures, of which the  se ve nth is a bout rhym e s. 'On the  Use  of Rhym e s in Mora l Propa ga nda  a nd Advertisem ent,' to be precise. I a lwa ys illustra te m y lecture with a  lot of technica l e xa m ple s. This tim e  I thought I'd give  the m  one  I'd just writte n m yse lf. Pure  m a dne ss, of course ;  but I couldn't re sist it." He  la ughe d. "I wa s curious to se e  wha t the ir re a ctions would be . Be side s," he  a dde d m ore  gra ve ly, "I wa nte d to do a  bit of propa ga nda ;  I wa s trying to e ngine e r the m  into fe e ling a s I'd fe lt whe n I wrote  the  rhym e s. Ford!" He  la ughe d a ga in. "Wha t a n outcry the re  wa s! The  Principa l ha d m e  u p a n d th re a te n e d to h a n d m e  th e  im m e dia te  sa ck. l'm  a  m a rke d m a n ."

"But wha t were your rhym es?" Berna rd a sked.

"The y we re  a bout be ing a lone ."

Bernard's eyebrows went up.

"I'll re cite  the m  to you, if you like ." And He lm holtz be ga n:

"Ye ste rda y's com m itte e ,

Sticks, but a  broke n drum ,

Midnight in the City,

Flute s in a  va cuum ,

Shut lips, sle e ping fa ce s,

Eve ry stoppe d m a chine ,

The  dum b a nd litte re d pla ce s

Whe re  crowds ha ve  be e n:  …

All silences rejoice,

We e p (loudly or low),Spea k–but with the voice

Of whom , I do not know.

Abse nce , sa y, of Susa n's,

Abse ne e  of Ege ria 's

Arm s a nd re spe ctive  bosom s,

Lips a nd, a h, poste riors,

Slowly form  a  presence;

Whose ? a nd, I a sk, of wha t

So a bsurd a n e sse nce ,

Tha t som e thing, which is not,Ne ve rthe le ss should popula te

Em pty night m ore  solidly

Than that with which we copulate,

Why should it se e m  so squa lidly?

We ll, I ga ve  the m  tha t a s a n e xa m ple , a nd the y re porte d m e  to the  Principa l."

"I'm  not surprise d," sa id Be rna rd. "It's fla tly a ga inst a ll the ir sle e p-te a ching. 

Re m e m be r, the y've  ha d a t le a st a  qua rte r of a  m illion wa rnings a ga inst solitude ."


"I know. But I thought I'd like  to se e  wha t the  e ffe ct would be ."

"We ll, you've  se e n now."

He lm holtz only la ughe d. "I fe e l," he  sa id, a fte r a  sile nce , a s though I we re  just be ginning to ha ve  som e thing to write  a bout. As though I we re  be ginning to be  a ble  se e m s to be  com ing to m e ." In spite  of a ll his trouble s, he  se e m e d, Be rna rd to use  tha t powe r I fe e l I've  got inside  m e –tha t e xtra , la te nt powe r. Som e thing thought, profoundly ha ppy.

He lm holtz a nd the  Sa va ge  took to one  a nothe r a t once . So cordia lly inde e d tha t Be rna rd fe lt a  sha rp pa ng of je a lousy. In a ll the se  we e ks he  ha d ne ve r com e  to so close  a n intim a cy with the  Sa va ge  a s He lm holtz im m e dia te ly a chie ve d. Wa tching the m , liste ning to the ir ta lk, he  found him se lf som e tim e s re se ntfully wishing tha t he  ha d ne ve r brought the m  toge the r. He  wa s a sha m e d of his je a lousy a nd a lte rna te ly m a de  e fforts of will a nd took som a to ke e p him se lf from  fe e ling it. But the  e fforts were not very successful;  a nd between the som a-holida ys the re  we re , of ne ce ssity, inte rva ls. The  odius se ntim e nt ke pt on re turning.

At his third m e e ting with the  Sa va ge , He lm holtz re cite d his rhym e s on Solitude .

"Wha t do you think of the m ?" he  a ske d whe n he  ha d done .

The  Sa va ge  shook his he a d. "Liste n to this," wa s his a nswe r;  a nd unlocking the  dra we r in which he  ke pt his m ouse -e a te n book, he  ope ne d a nd re a d:

"Le t the  bird of loude st la y

On the  sole  Ara bia n tre e ,He ra ld sa d a nd trum pe t be  …"

He lm holtz liste ne d with a  growing e xcite m e nt. At "sole  Ara bia n tre e " he  sta rte d;  a t "thou shrie king ha rbinge r" he  sm ile d with sudde n ple a sure ;  a t "e ve ry fowl of tyra nt wing" the  blood rushe d up into his che e ks;  but a t "de functive  m usic" he  turne d pa le  a nd tre m ble d with a n unpre ce de nte d e m otion. The  Sa va ge  re a d on:

"Prope rty wa s thus a ppa ll'd,Tha t the  se lf wa s not the  sa m e ;Single  na ture 's double  na m eNeither two nor one was call'dRe a son in itse lf confounde dSaw division grow together …"

"Orgy-porgy!" sa id Be rna rd, inte rrupting the  re a ding with a  loud, unple a sa nt la ugh. "It's just a  Solida rity Service hym n." He wa s revenging him self on his two friends for liking one  a nothe r m ore  tha n the y like d him .

In the  course  of the ir ne xt two or thre e  m e e tings he  fre que ntly re pe a te d this little  a ct of ve nge a nce . It wa s sim ple  a nd, since  both He lm holtz a nd the  Sa va ge  we re  dre a dfully pa ine d by the  sha tte ring a nd de file m e nt of a  fa vourite  poe tic crysta l, e xtre m e ly e ffe ctive . In the  e nd, He lm holtz thre a te ne d to kick him  out of the  room  if he  da re d to inte rrupt a ga in. And ye t, stra nge ly e nough, the  ne xt inte rruption, the  m ost disgra ce ful of a ll, ca m e  from  He lm holtz him se lf.

The  Sa va ge  wa s re a ding Rom eo and Juliet a loud–re a ding (for a ll the  tim e  he  wa s se e ing him se lf a s Rom e o a nd Le nina  a s Julie t) with a n inte nse  a nd quive ring pa ssion. He lm holtz ha d liste ne d to the  sce ne  of the  love rs' first m e e ting with a  puzzle d inte re st. The  sce ne  in the  orcha rd ha d de lighte d him  with its poe try;  but the  se ntim e nts e xpre sse d ha d m a de  him  sm ile . Ge tting into such a  sta te  a bout ha ving a  girl–it se e m e d ra the r ridiculous. But, ta ke n de ta il by ve rba l de ta il, wha t a  supe rb pie ce  of e m otiona l e ngine e ring! "Tha t old fe llow," he  sa id, "he  m a ke s our be st propa ga nda  te chnicia ns look a bsolute ly silly." The  Sa va ge  sm ile d trium pha ntly a nd Ca pule t a nd La dy Ca pule t be ga n to bully Julie t to m a rry Pa ris. He lm holtz ha d be e n resum ed his rea ding. All went tolera bly well until, in the la st scene of the third a ct, re stle ss throughout the  e ntire  sce ne ;  but whe n, pa the tica lly m im e d by the  Sa va ge , Juliet cried out:


"Is the re  no pity sitting in the  clouds,

Tha t se e s into the  bottom  of m y grie f?

O swe e t m y m othe r, ca st m e  not a wa y:De la y this m a rria ge  for a  m onth, a  we e k;Or, if you do not, m a ke  the  brida l be d

In tha t dim  m onum e nt whe re  Tyba lt lie s …"

whe n Julie t sa id this, He lm holtz broke  out in a n e xplosion of uncontrolla ble  

guffawing.

The  m othe r a nd fa the r (grote sque  obsce nity) forcing the  da ughte r to ha ve  som e  one  she  didn't wa nt! And the  idiotic girl not sa ying tha t she  wa s ha ving som e  one  e lse  whom  (for the  m om e nt, a t a ny ra te ) she  pre fe rre d! In its sm utty a bsurdity the  situa tion wa s irre sistibly com ica l. He  ha d m a na ge d, with a  he roic e ffort, to hold down the  m ounting pre ssure  of his hila rity;  but "swe e t m othe r" (in the  Sa va ge 's tre m ulous tone  of a nguish) a nd the  re fe re nce  to Tyba lt lying de a d, but e vide ntly uncre m a te d a nd wa sting his phosphorus on a  dim  m onum e nt, we re  too m uch for him . He  la ughe d a nd la ughe d till the  te a rs stre a m e d down his fa ce –que nchle ssly of his book a nd the n, a s the  la ughte r still continue d, close d it indigna ntly, got up la ughe d while , pa le  with a  se nse  of outra ge , the  Sa va ge  looke d a t him  ove r the  top a nd, with the  ge sture  of one  who re m ove s his pe a rl from  be fore  swine , locke d it away in its drawer.

"And ye t," sa id He lm holtz whe n, ha ving re cove re d bre a th e nough to a pologize , he  ha d m ollifie d the  Sa va ge  into liste ning to his e xpla na tions, "I know quite  we ll tha t one  ne e ds ridiculous, m a d situa tions like  tha t;  one  ca n't write  re a lly we ll a bout a nything e lse . Why wa s tha t old fe llow such a  m a rve llous propa ga nda  te chnicia n? Be ca use  he  ha d so m a ny insa ne , e xcrucia ting things to ge t e xcite d a bout. You've  got to be  hurt a nd upse t;  othe rwise  you ca n't think of the  re a lly good, pe ne tra ting, X-ra yish phra se s. But fa the rs a nd m othe rs!" He  shook his he a d. "You ca n't e xpe ct m e  to ke e p a  stra ight fa ce  a bout fa the rs a nd m othe rs. And who's going to ge t e xcite d a bout a  boy ha ving a  girl or not ha ving he r?" (The  Sa va ge  wince d;  but He lm holtz, who wa s sta ring pe nsive ly a t the  floor, sa w nothing.) "No." he  conclude d, with a  sigh, "it won't do. We  ne e d som e  othe r kind of m a dne ss a nd viole nce . But wha t? Wha t? Whe re  ca n one  find it?" He  wa s sile nt;  the n, sha king his he a d, "I don't know," he  sa id a t la st, "I don't know."

Chapte r Thirte e n

HENRY FOSTER loom ed up through the twilight of the Em bryo Store.

"Like  to com e  to a  fe e ly this e ve ning?"

Le nina  shook he r he a d without spe a king.

"Going out with som e  one  e lse ?" It inte re ste d him  to know which of his frie nds wa s 

be ing ha d by which othe r. "Is it Be nito?" he  que stione d.

Sh e  s h ook h e r h e a d a ga in .

He nry de te cte d the  we a rine ss in those  purple  e ye s, the  pa llor be ne a th tha t gla ze  of lupus, the  sa dne ss a t the  corne rs of the  unsm iling crim son m outh. "You're  not fe e ling ill, a re  you?" he  a ske d, a  trifle  a nxiously, a fra id tha t she  m ight be  suffe ring from  one  of the  fe w re m a ining infe ctious dise a se s.

Ye t once  m ore  Le nina  shook he r he a d.



"Anyhow, you ought to go a nd se e  the  doctor," sa id He nry. "A doctor a  da y ke e ps the  jim -ja m s a wa y," he  a dde d he a rtily, driving hom e  his hypnopæ dic a da ge  with a  cla p on the  shoulde r. "Pe rha ps you ne e d a  Pre gna ncy Substitute ," he  sugge ste d. "Or e lse  a n e xtra -strong V.P.S. tre a tm e nt. Som e tim e s, you know, the  sta nda rd pa ssion surroga te  isn't quite  …"

"Oh, for Ford's sa ke ," sa id Le nina , bre a king he r stubborn sile nce , "shut up!" And 


she  turne d ba ck to he r ne gle cte d e m bryos.

A V.P.S. tre a tm e nt inde e d! She  would ha ve  la ughe d, if she  ha dn't be e n on the  point of crying. As though she  ha dn't got e nough V. P. of he r own! She  sighe d profoundly a s she  re fille d he r syringe . "John," she  m urm ure d to he rse lf, "John …" The n "My 

Ford," she  wonde re d, "ha ve  I give n this one  its sle e ping sickne ss inje ction, or risk of le tting it ha ve  a  se cond dose , a nd m ove d down the  line  to the  ne xt bottle .ha ve n't I?" She  sim ply couldn't re m e m be r. In the  e nd, she  de cide d not to run the  

Twe nty-two ye a rs, e ight m onths, a nd four da ys from  tha t m om e nt, a  prom ising young Alpha -Minus a dm inistra tor a t Mwa nza -Mwa nza  wa s to die  of trypa nosom ia sis–the first ca se for over ha lf a  century. Sighing, Lenina  went on with her work.



An hour la te r, in the  Cha nging Room , Fa nny wa s e ne rge tica lly prote sting. "But it's a bsurd to le t yourse lf ge t into a  sta te  like  this. Sim ply a bsurd," she  re pe a te d. "And wha t a bout? A m a n–one m a n ."



"But he 's the  one  I wa nt."



"As though the re  we re n't m illions of othe r m e n in the  world."

"But I don't wa nt them ."

"How can you know till you've tried?"

"I ha ve  trie d."

"But how m a ny?" a ske d Fa nny, shrugging he r shoulde rs conte m ptuously. "One , two?"

"Doze ns. But," sha king he r he a d, "it wa sn't a ny good," she  a dde d.

"We ll, you m ust pe rse ve re ," sa id Fa nny se nte ntiously. But it wa s obvious tha t he r confide nce  in he r own pre scriptions ha d be e n sha ke n. "Nothing ca n be  a chie ve d without persevera nce."

"But m ea nwhile …"



"Don't think of him ."

"I ca n't help it."

"Ta ke  som a, the n."

"I do."



"We ll, go on."

"But in the  inte rva ls I still like  him . I sha ll a lwa ys like  him ."

"We ll, if tha t's the  ca se ," sa id Fa nny, with de cision, "why don't you just go a nd ta ke  

him . Whe the r he  wa nts it or no."



"But if you knew how terribly queer he was!"

"All the  m ore  re a son for ta king a  firm  line ."

"It's all very well to say tha t."

"Don't sta nd a ny nonse nse . Act." Fa nny's voice  wa s a  trum pe t;  she  m ight ha ve  be e n a  Y.W.F.A. le cture r giving a n e ve ning ta lk to a dole sce nt Be ta -Minuse s. "Ye s, a ct–a t 

once. Do it now."


"I'd be  sca re d," sa id Le nina

"We ll, you've  only got to ta ke  ha lf a  gra m m e  of som a first. And now I'm  going to 

ha ve  m y ba th." She  m a rche d off, tra iling he r towe l.



The  be ll ra ng, a nd the  Sa va ge , who wa s im pa tie ntly hoping tha t He lm holtz would com e  tha t a fte rnoon (for ha ving a t la st m a de  up his m ind to ta lk to He lm holtz a bout Le nina , he  could not be a r to postpone  his confide nce s a  m om e nt longe r), jum pe d up a nd ra n to the  door.

"I ha d a  pre m onition it wa s you, He lm holtz," he  shoute d a s he  ope ne d.

On the threshold, in a  white a ceta te-sa tin sa ilor suit,a nd with a  round white ca p ra kishly tilte d ove r he r le ft e a r, stood Le nina .

"Oh!" sa id the  Sa va ge , a s though som e  one  ha d struck him  a  he a vy blow.

Ha lf a  gra m m e  ha d be e n e nough to m a ke  Le nina  forge t he r fe a rs a nd he r e m ba rra ssm e nts. "Hullo, John," she  sa id, sm iling, a nd wa lke d pa st him  into the  room . Autom a tica lly he  close d the  door a nd followe d he r. Le nina  sa t down. The re  wa s a  long sile nce .

"You don't se e m  ve ry gla d to se e  m e , John," she  sa id a t la st.

"Not gla d?" The  Sa va ge  looke d a t he r re proa chfully;  the n sudde nly fe ll on his kne e s be fore  he r a nd, ta king Le nina 's ha nd, re ve re ntly kisse d it. "Not gla d? Oh, if you only kne w," he  whispe re d a nd, ve nturing to ra ise  his e ye s to he r fa ce , "Adm ire d Le nina ," he  we nt on, "inde e d the  top of a dm ira tion, worth wha t's de a re st in the  world." She  sm ile d a t him  with a  luscious te nde rne ss. "Oh, you so pe rfe ct" (she  wa s le a ning towa rds him  with pa rte d lips), "so pe rfe ct a nd so pe e rle ss a re  cre a te d" (ne a re r a nd his fe e t. "Tha t's why," he  sa id spe a king with a ve rte d fa ce , "I wa nte d to ne a re r) "of e ve ry cre a ture 's be st." Still ne a re r. The  Sa va ge  sudde nly scra m ble d to do

som ething first … I m ea n, to show I wa s worthy of you. Not tha t I could ever rea lly 

be tha t. But a t a ny ra te to show I wa sn't a bsolutely un-worthy. I wanted to do som ething."

"Why should you think it ne ce ssa ry …" Le nina  be ga n, but le ft the  se nte nce  unfinishe d. The re  wa s a  note  of irrita tion in he r voice . Whe n one  ha s le a nt forwa rd, ne a re r a nd ne a re r, with pa rte d lips–only to find one se lf, quite  sudde nly, a s a  clum sy oa f scra m ble s to his fe e t, le a ning towa rds nothing a t a ll–we ll, the re  is a  re a son, e ve n with ha lf a  gra m m e  of som a circula ting in one 's blood-stre a m , a  ge nuine  re a son for a nnoya nce .



of a  m ounta in lion–I m e a n, whe n you wa nte d to m a rry som e  one . Or e lse  a  wolf.""At Ma lpa is," the  Sa va ge  wa s incohe re ntly m um bling, "you ha d to bring he r the  skin 

"The re  a re n't a ny lions in Engla nd," Le nina  a lm ost sna ppe d.

"And e ve n if the re  we re ," the  Sa va ge  a dde d, with sudde n conte m ptuous re se ntm e nt, "pe ople  would kill the m  out of he licopte rs, I suppose , with poison ga s or som e thing. I wouldn't do that, Le nina ." He  squa re d his shoulde rs, he  ve nture d to look a t he r a nd wa s m e t with a  sta re  of a nnoye d incom pre he nsion. Confuse d, "I'll do a nything," he  we nt on, m ore  a nd m ore  incohe re ntly. "Anything you te ll m e . The re  be  som e  sports a re  pa inful–you know. But the ir la bour de light in the m  se ts off. Tha t's wha t I fe e l. I m e a n I'd swe e p the  floor if you wa nte d."

"But we 've  got va cuum  cle a ne rs he re ," sa id Le nina  in be wilde rm e nt. "It isn't 

ne ce ssa ry."

"No, of course it isn't necessary. But som e  kinds of ba se ne ss a re  nobly unde rgone . 

I'd like  to unde rgo som e thing nobly. Don't you se e ?"

"But if the re  a re  va cuum  cle a ne rs …"


"Tha t's not the  point."

"And Epsilon Sem i-Morons to work them ," she went on, "well, rea lly, why?"

"Why? But for you, for you. Just to show tha t I …"

"And wha t on e a rth va cuum  cle a ne rs ha ve  got to do with lions …"

"To show how m uch …"



"Or lions with be ing gla d to se e  m e …" She  wa s ge tting m ore  a nd m ore  e xa spe ra te d.

"How m uch I love  you, Le nina ," he  brought out a lm ost de spe ra te ly.

An e m ble m  of the  inne r tide  of sta rtle d e la tion, the  blood rushe d up into Le nina 's che e ks. "Do you m e a n it, John?"

"But I ha dn't m e a nt to sa y so," crie d the  Sa va ge , cla sping his ha nds in a  kind of 

a gony. "Not until … Liste n, Le nina ;  in Ma lpa is pe ople  ge t m a rrie d."

"Ge t wha t?" The  irrita tion ha d be gun to cre e p ba ck into he r voice . Wha t wa s he  

ta lking a bout now?

"For a lwa ys. The y m a ke  a  prom ise  to live  toge the r for a lwa ys."

"Wha t a  horrible  ide a !" Le nina  wa s ge nuine ly shocke d.

"Outliving bea uty's outwa rd with a  m ind tha t cloth renew swifter tha n blood deca ys."

"What?"



"It's like  tha t in Sha ke spe a re  too. 'If thou cost bre a k he r virgin knot be fore  a ll 

sa nctim onious ce re m onie s m a y with full a nd holy rite  …'"

"For Ford's sa ke , John, ta lk se nse . I ca n't unde rsta nd a  word you sa y. First it's va cuum  cle a ne rs;  the n it's knots. You're  driving m e  cra zy." She  jum pe d up a nd, a s though a fra id tha t he m ight run a wa y from  her physica lly, a s well a s with his m ind, ca ught him  by the  wrist. "Answe r m e  this que stion:  do you re a lly like  m e , or don't you?"

The re  wa s a  m om e nt's sile nce ;  the n, in a  ve ry low voice , "I love  you m ore  tha n a nything in the  world," he  sa id.

"The n why on e a rth didn't you sa y so?" she  crie d, a nd so inte nse  wa s he r e xa spe ra tion tha t she  drove  he r sha rp na ils into the  skin of his wrist. "Inste a d of drive lling a wa y a bout knots a nd va cuum  cle a ne rs a nd lions, a nd m a king m e  m ise ra ble  for we e ks a nd we e ks."



She  re le a se d his ha nd a nd flung it a ngrily a wa y from  he r.

"If I didn't like  you so m uch," she  sa id, "I'd be  furious with you."

And sudde nly he r a rm s we re  round his ne ck;  he  fe lt he r lips soft a ga inst his own. So de liciously soft, so wa rm  a nd e le ctric tha t ine vita bly he  found him se lf thinking of the  e m bra ce s in Three Weeks in a Helicopter. Ooh! ooh! the  ste re oscopic blonde  a nd a nh! the  m ore  tha n re a l bla ck-a m oor. Horror, horror, horror … he  fire d to dise nga ge  him se lf;  but Le nina  tighte ne d he r e m bra ce .

"Why didn't you sa y so?" she  whispe re d, dra wing ba ck he r fa ce  to look a t him . He r 

eyes were tenderly reproa chful.

"The  m urkie st de n, the  m ost opportune  pla ce " (the  voice  of conscie nce  thunde re d poe tica lly), "the  stronge st sugge stion our worse r ge nius ca n, sha ll ne ve r m e lt m ine  


honour into lust. Ne ve r, ne ve r!" he  re solve d.

"You silly boy!" she  wa s sa ying. "I wa nte d you so m uch. And if you wa nte d m e  too, 

why didn't you? …"

"But, Le nina  …" he  be ga n prote sting;  a nd a s she  im m e dia te ly untwine d he r a rm s, a s she  ste ppe d a wa y from  him , he  thought, for a  m om e nt, tha t she  ha d ta ke n his unspoke n hint. But whe n she  unbuckle d he r white  pa te nt ca rtridge  be lt a nd hung it ca re fully ove r the  ba ck of a  cha ir, he  be ga n to suspe ct tha t he  ha d be e n m ista ke n.

"Le nina !" he  re pe a te d a ppre he nsive ly.

She  put he r ha nd to he r ne ck a nd ga ve  a  long ve rtica l pull;  he r white  sa ilor's blouse  wa s rippe d to the  he m ;  suspicion conde nse d into a  too, too solid ce rta inty. "Le nina , what are you doing?"

Zip, zip! He r a nswe r wa s wordle ss. She  ste ppe d out of he r be ll-bottom e d trouse rs. He r zippica m iknicks we re  a  pa le  she ll pink. The  Arch-Com m unity-Songste r's golde n T da ngle d a t he r bre a st.

"For those  m ilk pa ps tha t through the  window ba rs bore  a t m e n's e ye s...." The  singing, thunde ring, m a gica l words m a de  he r se e m  doubly da nge rous, doubly a lluring. Soft, soft, but how piercing! boring a nd drilling into rea son, tunnelling through re solution. "The  stronge st oa ths a re  stra w to the  fire  i' the  blood. Be  m ore  a bste m ious, or e lse  …"

Zip! The  rounde d pinkne ss fe ll a pa rt like  a  ne a tly divide d a pple . A wriggle  of the  a rm s, a  lifting first of the  right foot, the n the  le ft:  the  zippica m iknicks we re  lying life le ss a nd a s though de fla te d on the  floor.

Still we a ring he r shoe s a nd socks, a nd he r ra kishly tilte d round white  ca p, she  a dva nce d towa rds him . "Da rling. Da rling! If only you'd sa id so be fore !" She  he ld out he r a rm s.



But inste a d of a lso sa ying "Da rling!" a nd holding out his a rm s, the  Sa va ge  re tre a te d in te rror, fla pping his ha nds a t he r a s though he  we re  trying to sca re  a wa y som e  intruding a nd da nge rous a nim a l. Four ba ckwa rds ste ps, a nd he  wa s brought to ba y a ga inst the wa ll.

"Swe e t!" sa id Le nina  a nd, la ying he r ha nds on his shoulde rs, pre sse d he rse lf a ga inst him . "Put your a rm s round m e ," she  com m a nde d. "Hug m e  till you drug m e , hone y." She  too ha d poe try a t he r com m a nd, kne w words tha t sa ng a nd we re  spe lls a nd be a t drum s. "Kiss m e ";  she  close d he r e ye s, she  le t he r voice  sink to a  sle e py m urm ur, "Kiss m e  till I'm  in a  com a . Hug m e , hone y, snuggly …"

The  Sa va ge  ca ught he r by the  wrists, tore  he r ha nds from  his shoulde rs, thrust he r roughly a wa y a t a rm 's le ngth.

"Ow, you're  hurting m e , you're  … oh!" She  wa s sudde nly sile nt. Te rror ha d m a de  he r forge t the  pa in. Ope ning he r e ye s, she  ha d se e n his fa ce –no, not his fa ce , a  fe rocious stra nge r's, pa le , distorte d, twitching with som e  insa ne , ine xplica ble  fury. Agha st, "But wha t is it, John?" she whispered. He did not a nswer, but only sta red into he r fa ce  with those  m a d e ye s. The  ha nds tha t he ld he r wrists we re  tre m bling. He  bre a the d de e ply a nd irre gula rly. Fa int a lm ost to im pe rce ptibility, but a ppa lling, she  sudde nly he a rd the  gne ding of his te e th. "Wha t is it?" she  a lm ost scre a m e d.

And a s though a wa ke ne d by he r cry he  ca ught he r by the  shoulde rs a nd shook he r. 

"Whore !" he  shoute d "Whore ! Im pude nt strum pe t!"

"Oh, don't, do-on't," she  prote ste d in a  voice  m a de  grote sque ly tre m ulous by his 

s h a kin g.

"Whore !"


"Ple a -e a s e ."



"Da m ne d whore !"



"A gra -a m m e  is be -e tte r …" she  be ga n.

The  Sa va ge  pushe d he r a wa y with such force  tha t she  sta gge re d a nd fe ll. "Go," he  shoute d, sta nding ove r he r m e na cingly, "ge t out of m y sight or I'll kill you." He  cle nche d his fists.



Le nina  ra ise d he r a rm  to cove r he r fa ce . "No, ple a se  don't, John …"

"Hurry up. Quick!"

One  a rm  still ra ise d, a nd following his e ve ry m ove m e nt with a  te rrifie d e ye , she  scra m ble d to he r fe e t a nd still crouching, still cove ring he r he a d, m a de  a  da sh for the  ba throom .



The  noise  of tha t prodigious sla p by which he r de pa rture  wa s a cce le ra te d wa s like  a  pistol shot.

"Ow!" Lenina  bounded forwa rd.



Sa fe ly locke d into the  ba throom , she  ha d le isure  to ta ke  stock of he r injurie s. Sta nding with he r ba ck to the  m irror, she  twiste d he r he a d. Looking ove r he r le ft shoulde r she  could se e  the  im print of a n ope n ha nd sta nding out distinct a nd crim son on the  pe a rly fle sh. Ginge rly she  rubbe d the  wounde d spot.

Outside , in the  othe r room , the  Sa va ge  wa s striding up a nd down, m a rching, m a rching to the  drum s a nd m usic of m a gica l words. "The  wre n goe s to't a nd the  sm a ll gilde d fly doe s le che r in m y sight." Ma dde ningly the y rum ble d in his e a rs. "The  fitche w nor the  soile d horse  goe s to't with a  m ore  riotous a ppe tite . Down from  the  wa ist the y a re  Ce nta urs, though wom e n a ll a bove . But to the  girdle  do the  gods inhe rit. Be ne a th is a ll the  fie nd's. The re 's he ll, the re 's da rkne ss, the re  is the  m e  a n ounce  of cive t, good a pothe ca ry, to swe e te n m y im a gina tion."sulphurous pit, burning sca lding, ste nch, consum ption;  fie , fie , fie , pa in, pa in! Give  

"John!" ve nture d a  sm a ll ingra tia ting voice  from  the  ba throom . "John!"

"O thou we e d, who a re  so love ly fa ir a nd sm e ll'st so swe e t tha t the  se nse  a che s a t the e . Wa s this m ost goodly book m a de  to write  'whore ' upon? He a ve n stops the  nose  a t it …"

But her perfum e still hung a bout him , his ja cket wa s white with the powder tha t ha d sce nte d he r ve lve ty body. "Im pude nt strum pe t, im pude nt strum pe t, im pude nt strum pe t." The  ine xora ble  rhythm  be a t itse lf out. "Im pude nt …"



"John, do you think I m ight ha ve  m y clothe s?"

He  picke d up the  be ll-bottom e d trouse rs, the  blouse , the  zippica m iknicks.

"Ope n!" he  orde re d, kicking the  door.

"No, I won't." The  voice  wa s frighte ne d a nd de fia nt.

"We ll, how do you e xpe ct m e  to give  the m  to you?"

"Push the m  through the  ve ntila tor ove r the  door."

He  did wha t she  sugge ste d a nd re turne d to his une a sy pa cing of the  room . "Im pude nt strum pe t, im pude nt strum pe t. The  de vil Luxury with his fa t rum p a nd pota to finge r …"

"John."


He  would not a nswe r. "Fa t rum p a nd pota to finge r."

"John."

"Wha t is it?" he  a ske d gruffly. 

"I wonde r if you'd m ind giving m e  m y Ma lthusia n be lt."

Le nina  sa t, liste ning to the  footste ps in the  othe r room , wonde ring, a s she  liste ne d, how long he  wa s like ly to go tra m ping up a nd down like  tha t;  whe the r she  would ha ve  to wa it until he  le ft the  fla t;  or if it would be  sa fe , a fte r a llowing his m a dne ss a  re a sona ble  tim e  to subside , to ope n the  ba throom  door a nd m a ke  a  da sh for it.

She  wa s inte rrupte d in the  m idst of the se  une a sy spe cula tions by the  sound of the  te le phone  be ll ringing in the  othe r room . Abruptly the  tra m ping ce a se d. She  he a rd the  voice  of the  Sa va ge  pa rle ying with sile nce .



"Hullo."



. . . . .



"Ye s."



. . . . .



"If I do not usurp m yse lf, I a m ."



. . . . .



"Ye s, didn't you he a r m e  sa y so? Mr. Sa va ge  spe a king."



. . . . .



"Wha t? Who's ill? Of course  it inte re sts m e ."



. . . . .



"But is it se rious? Is she  re a lly ba d? I'll go a t once  …"

. . . . .



"Not in he r room s a ny m ore ? Whe re  ha s she  be e n ta ke n?"



. . . . .



"Oh, m y God! Wha t's the  a ddre ss?"



. . . . .



"Thre e  Pa rk La ne –is tha t it? Thre e ? Tha nks."



sla m m e d. The re  wa s sile nce . Wa s he  re a lly gone ?Le nina  he a rd the  click of the  re pla ce d re ce ive r, the n hurrying ste ps. A door 

With a n infinity of pre ca utions she  ope ne d the  door a  qua rte r of a n inch;  pe e pe d through the  cra ck;  wa s e ncoura ge d by the  vie w of e m ptine ss;  ope ne d a  little  furthe r, a nd put he r whole  he a d out;  fina lly tiptoe d into the  room ;  stood for a  fe w se conds with strongly be a ting he a rt, liste ning, liste ning;  the n da rte d to the  front door, a ctua lly dropping down the  we ll tha t she  be ga n to fe e l he rse lf se cure .ope ne d, slippe d through, sla m m e d, ra n. It wa s not till she  wa s in the  lift a nd 

Chapte r Fourte e n


THE Pa rk La ne Hospita l for the Dying wa s a  sixty-story tower of prim rose tiles. As the  Sa va ge  ste ppe d out of his ta xicopte r a  convoy of ga ily-coloure d a e ria l he a rse s rose whirring from  the roof a nd da rted a wa y a cross the Pa rk, westwa rds, bound for the  Slough Cre m a torium . At the  lift ga te s the  pre siding porte r ga ve  him  the  inform a tion he  re quire d, a nd he  droppe d down to Wa rd 81 (a  Ga lloping Se nility wa rd, the  porte r e xpla ine d) on the  se ve nte e nth floor.

It wa s a  la rge room  bright with sunshine a nd yellow pa int, a nd conta ining twenty be ds, a ll occupie d. Linda  wa s dying in com pa ny–in com pa ny a nd with a ll the  m ode rn conve nie nce s. The  a ir wa s continuously a live  with ga y synthe tic m e lodie s. At the  foot of e ve ry be d, confronting its m oribund occupa nt, wa s a  te le vision box. Te le vision wa s le ft on, a  running ta p, from  m orning till night. Eve ry qua rte r of a n hour the  pre va iling pe rfum e  of the  room  wa s a utom a tica lly cha nge d. "We  try," e xpla ine d the  nurse , who ha d ta ke n cha rge  of the  Sa va ge  a t the  door, "we  try to cre a te  a  thoroughly ple a sa nt a tm osphe re  he re –som e thing be twe e n a  first-cla ss hote l a nd a  fe e ly-pa la ce , if you ta ke  m y m e a ning."

"Whe re  is she ?" a ske d the  Sa va ge , ignoring the se  polite  e xpla na tions.

The  nurse  wa s offe nde d. "You a re  in a  hurry," she  sa id.

"Is the re  a ny hope ?" he  a ske d.

"You m e a n, of he r not dying?" (He  nodde d.) "No, of course  the re  isn't. Whe n som e body's se nt he re , the re 's no …" Sta rtle d by the  e xpre ssion of distre ss on his pa le  fa ce , she  sudde nly broke  off. "Why, wha te ve r is the  m a tte r?" she  a ske d. She  wa s not a ccustom ed to this kind of thing in visitors. (Not tha t there were m a ny visitors a nyhow:  or a ny re a son why the re  should be  m a ny visitors.) "You're  not fe e ling ill, a re  you?"

He  shook his he a d. "She 's m y m othe r," he  sa id in a  sca rce ly a udible  voice .

The  nurse  gla nce d a t him  with sta rtle d, horrifie d e ye s;  the n quickly looke d a wa y. 

From  throa t to te m ple  she  wa s a ll one  hot blush.

"Ta ke  m e  to he r," sa id the  Sa va ge , m a king a n e ffort to spe a k in a n ordina ry tone .

Still blushing, she led the wa y down the wa rd. Fa ces still fresh a nd unwithered (for se nility ga llope d so ha rd tha t it ha d no tim e  to a ge  the  che e ks–only the  he a rt a nd bra in) turne d a s the y pa sse d. The ir progre ss wa s followe d by the  bla nk, incurious e ye s of se cond infa ncy. The  Sa va ge  shudde re d a s he  looke d.

Linda  wa s lying in the  la st of the  long row of be ds, ne xt to the  wa ll. Proppe d up on pillows, she  wa s wa tching the  Se m i-fina ls of the  South Am e rica n Rie m a nn-Surfa ce  Te nnis Cha m pionship, which we re  be ing pla ye d in sile nt a nd dim inishe d re production on the  scre e n of the  te le vision box a t the  foot of the  be d. Hithe r a nd like  fish in a n a qua rium –the  sile nt but a gita te d inha bita nts of a nothe r world.thithe r a cross the ir squa re  of illum inte d gla ss the  little  figure s noise le ssly da rte d, 

Linda  looke d on, va gue ly a nd uncom pre he ndingly sm iling. He r pa le , bloa te d fa ce  wore  a n e xpre ssion of im be cile  ha ppine ss. Eve ry now a nd the n he r e ye lids close d, a nd for a  fe w se conds she  se e m e d to be  dozing. The n with a  little  sta rt she  would wa ke  up a ga in–wa ke  up to the  a qua rium  a ntics of the  Te nnis Cha m pions, to the  wa rm  dra ught of ve rbe na  tha t ca m e  blowing through the  ve ntila tor a bove  he r Supe r-Vox-Wurlitze ria na  re nde ring of "Hug m e  till you drug m e , hone y," to the  he a d–would wa ke  to the se  things, or ra the r to a  dre a m  of which the se  things, tra nsform e d a nd e m be llishe d by the  som a in he r blood, we re  the  m a rve llous constitue nts, a nd sm ile  once  m ore  he r broke n a nd discoloure d sm ile  of infa ntile  

conte ntm e nt.



"We ll, I m ust go," sa id the  nurse . "I've  got m y ba tch of childre n com ing. Be side s, the re 's Num be r 3." She  pointe d up the  wa rd. "Might go off a ny m inute  now. We ll, m a ke  yourse lf com forta ble ." She  wa lke d briskly a wa y.


The  Sa va ge  sa t down be side  the  be d.

"Linda ," he  whispe re d, ta king he r ha nd.

At the  sound of he r na m e , she  turne d. He r va gue  e ye s brighte ne d with re cognition. She  sque e ze d his ha nd, she  sm ile d, he r lips m ove d;  the n quite  sudde nly he r he a d fe ll forwa rd. She  wa s a sle e p. He  sa t wa tching he r–se e king through the  tire d fle sh, se e king a nd finding tha t young, bright fa ce  which ha d stoope d ove r his childhood in Ma lpa is, re m e m be ring (a nd he  close d his e ye s) he r voice , he r m ove m e nts, a ll the  e ve nts of the ir life  toge the r. "Stre ptocock-Ge e  to Ba nbury T …" How be a utiful he r singing ha d be e n! And those  childish rhym e s, how m a gica lly stra nge  a nd m yste rious!



A, B, C, vita m in D:

The  fa t's in the  live r, the  cod's in the  se a .

He  fe lt the  hot te a rs we lling up be hind his e ye lids a s he  re ca lle d the  words a nd Linda 's voice  a s she  re pe a te d the m . And the n the  re a ding le ssons:  The  tot is in the  pot, the  ca t is on the  m a t;  a nd the  Ele m e nta ry Instructions for Be ta  Worke rs in the  Em bryo Store . And long e ve nings by the  fire  or, in sum m e rtim e , on the  roof of the  little  house , whe n she  told him  those  storie s a bout the  Othe r Pla ce , outside  the  Re se rva tion:  tha t be a utiful, be a utiful Othe r Pla ce , whose  m e m ory, a s of a  he a ve n, a  pa ra dise  of goodne ss a nd love line ss, he  still ke pt whole  a nd inta ct, unde file d by conta ct with the  re a lity of this re a l London, the se  a ctua l civilize d m e n a nd wom e n.

A sudde n noise  of shrill voice s m a de  him  ope n his e ye s a nd, a fte r ha stily brushing a wa y the  te a rs, look round. Wha t se e m e d a n inte rm ina ble  stre a m  of ide ntica l eight-year-old m ale twins was pouring into the room . Twin after twin, twin after twin, the y ca m e –a  nightm a re . The ir fa ce s, the ir re pe a te d fa ce –for the re  wa s only one  uniform  wa s kha ki. All the ir m ouths hung ope n. Sque a ling a nd cha tte ring the y be twe e n the  lot of the m –puggishly sta re d, a ll nostrils a nd pa le  goggling e ye s. The ir e nte re d. In a  m om e nt, it se e m e d, the  wa rd wa s m a ggoty with the m . The y swa rm e d be twe e n the  be ds, cla m be re d ove r, cra wle d unde r, pe e pe d into the  te le vision boxe s, m a de  fa ce s a t the  pa tie nts.

Linda  a stonishe d a nd ra the r a la rm e d the m . A group stood cluste re d a t the  foot of he r be d, sta ring with the  frighte ne d a nd stupid curiosity of a nim a ls sudde nly confronte d by the  unknown.



"Oh, look, look!" The y spoke  in low, sca re d voice s. "Wha te ve r is the  m a tte r with 

he r? Why is she  so fa t?"

The y ha d ne ve r se e n a  fa ce  like  he rs be fore –ha d ne ve r se e n a  fa ce  tha t wa s not youthful a nd ta ut-skinne d, a  body tha t ha d ce a se d to be  slim  a nd upright. All the se  m oribund se xa ge na ria ns ha d the  a ppe a ra nce  of childish girls. At forty-four, Linda  se e m e d, by contra st, a  m onste r of fla ccid a nd distorte d se nility.

"Isn't she  a wful?" ca m e  the  whispe re d com m e nts. "Look a t he r te e th!"

Sudde nly from  unde r the  be d a  pug-fa ce d twin poppe d up be twe e n John's cha ir a nd the  wa ll, a nd be ga n pe e ring into Linda 's sle e ping fa ce .

"I sa y …" he  be ga n;  but the  se nte nce  e nde d pre m a ture ly in a  sque a l. The  Sa va ge  ha d se ize d him  by the  colla r, lifte d him  cle a r ove r the  cha ir a nd, with a  sm a rt box on the  e a rs, se nt him  howling a wa y.

His ye lls brought the  He a d Nurse  hurrying to the  re scue .

"Wha t ha ve  you be e n doing to him ?" she  de m a nde d fie rce ly. "I won't ha ve  you 

striking the children."

"We ll the n, ke e p the m  a wa y from  this be d." The  Sa va ge 's voice  wa s tre m bling with 

indiga tion. "Wha t a re  the se  filthy little  bra ts doing he re  a t a ll? It's disgra ce ful!"

"Disgra ce ful? But wha t do you m e a n? The y're  be ing de a th-conditione d. And I te ll 


you," she wa rned him  truculently, "if I ha ve a ny m ore of your interference with their 

conditioning, I'll se nd for the  porte rs a nd ha ve  you thrown out."

The  Sa va ge  rose  to his fe e t a nd took a  couple  of ste ps towa rds he r. His m ove m e nts a nd the  e xpre ssion on his fa ce  we re  so m e na cing tha t the  nurse  fe ll ba ck in te rror. With a  gre a t e ffort he  che cke d him se lf a nd, without spe a king, turne d a wa y a nd sa t down a ga in by the  be d.

Rea ssured, but with a  dignity tha t wa s a  trifle shrill a nd uncerta in, "I've wa rned you," sa id the  nurse , "I've  wa rne d you," sa id the  nurse , "so m ind." Still, she  le d the  too inquisitive  twins a wa y a nd m a de  the m  join in the  ga m e  of hunt-the -zippe r, which ha d be e n orga nize d by one  of he r colle a gue s a t the  othe r e nd of the  room .

"Run a long now a nd ha ve  your cup of ca ffe ine  solution, de a r," she  sa id to the  othe r nurse . The  e xe rcise  of a uthority re store d he r confide nce , m a de  he r fe e l be tte r. "Now childre n!" she  ca lle d.



Linda  ha d stirre d une a sily, ha d ope ne d he r e ye s for a  m om e nt, looke d va gue ly a round, a nd the n once  m ore  droppe d off to sle e p. Sitting be side  he r, the  Sa va ge  trie d ha rd to re ca pture  his m ood of a  fe w m inute s be fore . "A, B, C, vita m in D," he  re pe a te d to him se lf, a s though the  words we re  a  spe ll tha t would re store  the  de a d pa st to life . But the  spe ll wa s ine ffe ctive . Obstina te ly the  be a utiful m e m orie s re fuse d to rise ;  the re  wa s only a  ha te ful re surre ction of je a lousie s a nd ugline sse s a nd m ise rie s. Popé  with the  blood trickling down from  his cut shoulde r;  a nd Linda  hide ously a sle e p, a nd the  flie s buzzing round the  spilt m e sca l on the  floor be side  his e ye s, he  shook his he a d in stre nuous de nia l of the se  m e m orie s. "A, B, C, the  be d;  a nd the  boys ca lling those  na m e s a s she  pa sse d. … Ah, no, no! He  shut vita m in D …" He  trie d to think of those  tim e s whe n he  sa t on he r kne e s a nd she  put he r a rm s a bout him  a nd sa ng, ove r a nd ove r a ga in, rocking him , rocking him  to sle e p. "A, B, C, vita m in D, vita m in D, vita m in D …"

The  Supe r-Vox-Wurlitze ria na  ha d rise n to a  sobbing cre sce ndo;  a nd sudde nly the  ve rbe na  ga ve  pla ce , in the  sce nt-circula ting syste m , to a n inte nse  pa tchouli. Linda  stirre d, woke  up, sta re d for a  fe w se conds be wilde rly a t the  Se m i-fina lists, the n, lifting he r fa ce , sniffe d once  or twice  a t the  ne wly pe rfum e d a ir a nd sudde nly sm ile d–a  sm ile  of childish e cta sy.

"Popé !" she  m urm ure d, a nd close d he r e ye s. "Oh, I do so like  it, I do …" She  

sighe d a nd le t he rse lf sink ba ck into the  pillows.

"But, Linda !" The  Sa va ge  spoke  im ploringly, "Don't you know m e ?" He  ha d trie d so 

ha rd, ha d done  his ve ry be st;  why woudn't she  a llow him  to forge t? He  sque e ze d he r 

lim p ha nd a lm ost with viole nce , a s though he  would force  he r to com e  ba ck from  

this dre a m  of ignoble  ple a sure s, from  the se  ba se  a nd ha te ful m e m orie s– ba ck into 

the  pre se nt, ba ck into re a lity:  the  a ppa lling pre se nt, the  a wful re a lity–but sublim e , 

but significa nt, but de spe ra te ly im porta nt pre cise ly be ca use  of the  im m ie nce  of tha t which m a de  the m  so fe a rful. "Don't you know m e , Linda ?"



He  fe lt the  fa int a nswe ring pre ssure  of he r ha nd. The  te a rs sta rte d into his e ye s. He  be nt ove r he r a nd kisse d he r.



He r lips m ove d. "Popé !" she  whispe re d a ga in, a nd it wa s a s though he  ha d ha d a  pa ilful of ordure thrown in his fa ce.

Ange r sudde nly boile d up in him . Ba lke d for the  se cond tim e , the  pa ssion of his grie f ha d found a nothe r outle t, wa s tra nsform e d into a  pa ssion of a gonize d ra ge .



"But I'm  John!" he  shoute d. "I'm  John!" And in his furious m ise ry he  a ctua lly ca ught 

he r by the  shoude r a nd shook he r.

Linda 's e ye s flutte re d ope n;  she  sa w him , kne w him –"John!"–but situa te d the  re a l fa ce , the  re a l a nd viole nt ha nds, in a n im a gina ry world–a m ong the  inwa rd a nd priva te  e quiva le nts of pa tchouli a nd the  Supe r-Wurlitze r, a m ong the  tra nsfigure d m e m orie s a nd the  stra nge ly tra nspose d se nsa tions tha t constitute d the  unive rse  of he r dre a m . She  kne w him  for John, he r son, but fa ncie d him  a n intrude r into tha t 


pa ra disa l Ma lpa is whe re  she  ha d be e n spe nding he r som a-holida y with Popé. He wa s a ngry be ca use  she  like d Popé , he  wa s sha king he r be ca use  Popé  wa s the re  in the  be d–a s though the re  we re  som e thing wrong, a s though a ll civilize d pe ople  didn't do the  sa m e . "Eve ry one  be longs to e ve ry …" He r voice  sudde nly die d into a n a lm ost ina udible  bre a thle ss croa king. He r m outh fe ll ope n:  she  m a de  a  de spe ra te  e ffort to fill her lungs with a ir. But it wa s a s though she ha d forgotten how to brea the. She trie d to cry out–but no sound ca m e ;  only the  te rror of he r sta ring e ye s re ve a le d wha t she wa s suffering. Her ha nds went to her throa t, then cla wed a t the a ir–the a ir she  coud no longe r bre a the , the  a ir tha t, for he r, ha d ce a se d to e xist.

The  Sa va ge  wa s on his fe e t, be nt ove r he r. "Wha t is it, Linda ? Wha t is it?" His voice  wa s im ploring;  it wa s a s though he  we re  be gging to be  re a ssure d.

The  look she  ga ve  him  wa s cha rge d with a n unspe a ka ble  te rror–with te rror a nd, it se e m e d to him , re proa ch.

She  trie d to ra ise  he rse lf in be d, but fe ll ba ck on to the  pillows. He r fa ce  wa s horribly distorte d, he r lips blue .

The  Sa va ge  turne d a nd ra n up the  wa rd.

"Quick, quick!" he  shoute d. "Quick!"

Sta nding in the  ce ntre  of a  ring of zippe r-hunting twins, the  He a d Nurse  looke d round. The  first m om e nt's a stonishm e nt ga ve  pla ce  a lm ost insta ntly to disa pprova l. "Don't shout! Think of the  little  one s," she  sa id, frowning. "You m ight de condition … But wha t a re  you doing?" He  ha d broke n through the  ring. "Be  ca re ful!" A child wa s yelling.

"Quick, quick!" He  ca ught he r by the  sle e ve , dra gge d he r a fte r him . "Quick! 

Som e thing's ha ppe ne d. I've  kille d he r."

By the  tim e  the y we re  ba ck a t the  e nd of the  wa rd Linda  wa s de a d.

The  Sa va ge  stood for a  m om e nt in froze n sile nce , the n fe ll on his kne e s be side  the  be d a nd, cove ring his fa ce  with his ha nds, sobbe d uncontrolla bly.

The  nurse  stood irre solute , looking now a t the  kne e ling figure  by the  be d (the  sca nda lous e xhibition!) a nd now (poor childre n!) a t the  twins who ha d stoppe d the ir hunting of the  zippe r a nd we re  sta ring from  the  othe r e nd of the  wa rd, sta ring with a ll the ir e ye s a nd nostrils a t the  shocking sce ne  tha t wa s be ing e na cte d round Be d 20. Should she  spe a k to him ? try to bring him  ba ck to a  se nse  of de ce ncy? re m ind him  of whe re  he  wa s? of wha t fa ta l m ischie f he  m ight do to the se  poor innoce nts? Undoing a ll the ir whole som e  de a th-conditioning with this disgusting outcry–a s though de a th we re  som e thing te rrible , a s though a ny one  m a tte re d a s m uch a s a ll tha t! It m ight give  the m  the  m ost disa strous ide a s a bout the  subje ct, m ight upse t them  into reacting in the entirely wrong, the utterly anti-social way.

She  ste ppe d forwa rd, she  touche d him  on the  shoulde r. "Ca n't you be ha ve ?" she  sa id in a  low, a ngry voice . But, looking a round, she  sa w tha t ha lf a  doze n twins we re  a lrea dy on their feet a nd a dva ncing down the wa rd. The circle wa s distintegra ting. In a nothe r m om e nt … No, the  risk wa s too gre a t;  the  whole  Group m ight be  put ba ck six or se ve n m onths in its conditioning. She  hurrie d ba ck towa rds he r m e na ce d cha rge s.

"Now, who wa nts a  chocola te  é cla ir?" she  a ske d in a  loud, che e rful tone .

"Me !" ye lle d the  e ntire  Boka novsky Group in chorus. Be d 20 wa s com ple te ly 

forgotte n.

"Oh, God, God, God …" the  Sa va ge  ke pt re pe a ting to him se lf. In the  cha os of grie f a nd re m orse  tha t fille d his m ind it wa s the  one  a rticula te  word. "God!" he  whispe re d 

it a loud. "God …"



"Wha te ve r is he  sa ying?" sa id a  voice , ve ry ne a r, distinct a nd shrill through the  


wa rblings of the Super-Wurlitzer.

The  Sa va ge  viole ntly sta rte d a nd, uncove ring his fa ce , looke d round. Five  kha ki twins, e a ch with the  stum p of a  long é cla ir in his right ha nd, a nd the ir ide ntica l fa ce s va riously sm ea red with liquid chocola te, were sta nding in a  row, puggily goggling a t him .



The y m e t his e ye s a nd sim ulta ne ously grinne d. One  of the m  pointe d with his é cla ir butt.

"Is  s h e  de a d?" h e  a s ke d.



The  Sa va ge  sta re d a t the m  for a  m om e nt in sile nce . The n in sile nce  he  rose  to his feet, in silence slowly wa lked towa rds the door.

"Is she  de a d?" re pe a te d the  inquisitive  twin trotting a t his side .

The  Sa va ge  looke d down a t him  a nd still without spe a king pushe d him  a wa y. The  twin fe ll on the  floor a nd a t once  be ga n to howl. The  Sa va ge  did not e ve n look round.



Chapte r Fifte e n

THE m e nia l sta ff of the  Pa rk La ne  Hospita l for the  Dying consiste d of one  hundre d a nd sixty-two De lta s divide d into two Boka novsky Groups of e ighty-four re d he a de d fe m a le  a nd se ve nty-e ight da rk dolychoce pha lic m a le  twins, re spe ctive ly. At six, whe n the ir working da y wa s ove r, the  two Groups a sse m ble d in the  ve stibule  of the  Hospita l a nd were served by the Deputy Sub-Bursa r with their som a ra tion.

From  the  lift the  Sa va ge  ste ppe d out into the  m idst of the m . But his m ind wa s elsewhere–with dea th, with his grief, a nd his rem orse;  m echa nica ly, without consciousne ss of wha t he  wa s doing, he  be ga n to shoulde r his wa y through the  crowd.

"Who a re  you pushing? Whe re  do you think you're  going?"

High, low, from  a  m ultitude  of se pa ra te  throa ts, only two voice s sque a ke d or growle d. Re pe a te d inde finite ly, a s though by a  tra in of m irrors, two fa ce s, one  a  ha irle ss a nd fre ckle d m oon ha loe d in ora nge , the  othe r a  thin, be a ke d bird-m a sk, stubbly with two da ys' bea rd, turned a ngrily towa rds him . Their words a nd, in his ribs, the  sha rp nudging of e lbows, broke  through his una wa re ne ss. He  woke  once  m ore  to e xte rna l re a lity, looke d round him , kne w wha t he  sa w–kne w it, with a  sinking se nse  of horror a nd disgust, for the  re curre nt de lirium  of his da ys a nd nights, the  nightm a re  of swa rm ing indistinguisha ble  sa m e ne ss. Twins, twins. … Like  m a ggots the y ha d swa rm e d de filingly ove r the  m yste ry of Linda 's de a th. Ma ggots a ga in, but la rger, full grown, they now cra wled a cross his grief a nd his repenta nce. He  ha lte d a nd, with be wilde re d a nd horrifie d e ye s, sta re d round him  a t the  kha ki m ob, in the  m idst of which, ove rtopping it by a  full he a d, he  stood. "How m a ny goodly cre a ture s a re  the re  he re !" The  singing words m ocke d him  de risive ly. "How be a ute ous m a nkind is! O bra ve  ne w world …"



"Som a distribution!" shoute d a  loud voice . "In good orde r, ple a se . Hurry up the re ."



A door ha d be e n ope ne d, a  ta ble  a nd cha ir ca rrie d into the  ve stibule . The  voice  wa s tha t of a  ja unty young Alpha , who ha d e nte re d ca rrying a  bla ck iron ca sh-box. A m urm ur of sa tisfa ction we nt up from  the  e xpe cta nt twins. The y forgot a ll a bout the  Sa va ge . The ir a tte ntion wa s now focuse d on the  bla ck ca sh-box, which the  young m a n ha d pla ce d on the  ta ble , a nd wa s now in proce ss of unlocking. The  lid wa s lifted.



looking a t fire works."Oo-oh!" sa id a ll the  hundre d a nd sixty-two sim ulta ne ously, a s though the y we re  

The  young m a n took out a  ha ndful of tiny pill-boxe s. "Now," he  sa id pe re m ptorily, 



"ste p forwa rd, ple a se . One  a t a  tim e , a nd no shoving."

One  a t a  tim e , with no shoving, the  twins ste ppe d forwa rd. First two m a le s, the n a  fe m a le , the n a nothe r m a le , the n thre e  fe m a le s, the n …

The  Sa va ge  stood looking on. "O bra ve  ne w world, O bra ve  ne w world …" In his m ind the  singing words se e m e d to cha nge  the ir tone . The y ha d m ocke d him  through his m ise ry a nd re m orse , m ocke d him  with how hide ous a  note  of cynica l de rision! Fie ndishly la ughing, the y ha d insiste d on the  low squa lor, the  na use ous ugline ss of the nightm a re. Now, suddenly, they trum peted a  ca ll to a rm s. "O bra ve new world!" Mira nda  wa s procla im ing the  possibility of love line ss, the  possibility of tra nsform ing e ve n the  nightm a re  into som e thing fine  a nd noble . "O bra ve  ne w world!" It wa s a  cha lle nge , a  com m a nd.

"No shoving the re  now!" shoute d the  De puty Sub-Bursa r in a  fury. He  sla m m e d down 

he  lid of his ca sh-box. "I sha ll stop the  distribution unle ss I ha ve  good be ha viour."

The  De lta s m utte re d, jostle d one  a nothe r a  little , a nd the n we re  still. The  thre a t ha d be e n e ffe ctive . De priva tion of som a–a ppa lling thought!

"Tha t's be tte r," sa id the  young m a n, a nd re ope ne d his ca sh-box.

Linda  ha d be e n a  sla ve , Linda  ha d die d;  othe rs should live  in fre e dom , a nd the  world be  m a de  be a utiful. A re pa ra tion, a  duty. And sudde nly it wa s lum inously cle a r to the  Sa va ge  wha t he  m ust do;  it wa s a s though a  shutte r ha d be e n ope ne d, a  curtain drawn back.



"Now," said the Deputy Sub-Bursar.

Anothe r kha ki fe m a le  ste ppe d forwa rd.

"Stop!" ca lle d the  Sa va ge  in a  loud a nd ringing voice . "Stop!"

He  pushe d his wa y to the  ta ble ;  the  De lta s sta re d a t him  with a stonishm e nt.

"Ford!" sa id the  De puty Sub-Bursa r, be low his bre a th. "It's the  Sa va ge ." He  fe lt 

sca re d.

"Liste n, I be g of you," crie d the  Sa va ge  e a rne stly. "Le nd m e  your e a rs …" He  ha d ne ve r spoke n in public be fore , a nd found it ve ry difficult to e xpre ss wha t he  wa nte d to sa y. "Don't ta ke  tha t horrible  stuff. It's poison, it's poison."

"I sa y, Mr. Sa va ge ," sa id the  De puty Sub-Bursa r, sm iling propitia tingly. "Would you 

m ind le tting m e  …"

"Poison to soul a s we ll a s body."

"Ye s, but le t m e  ge t on with m y distribution, won't you? The re 's a  good fe llow." With the  ca utious te nde rne ss of one  who stroke s a  notoriously vicious a nim a l, he  pa tte d 

the  Sa va ge 's a rm . "Just le t m e  …"

"Never!" cried the Sa va ge.

"But look he re , old m a n …"

"Throw it all away, that horrible poison."

The words "Throw it a ll a wa y" pierced through the enfolding la yers of incom pre he nsion to the  quick of the  De lta 's consciousne ss. An a ngry m urm ur we nt up from  the crowd.

"I com e  to bring you fre e dom ," sa id the  Sa va ge , turning ba ck towa rds the  twins. "I 

com e  …"


The  De puty Sub-Bursa r he a rd no m ore ;  he  ha d slippe d out of the  ve stibule  a nd wa s lookin g u p a  n u m be r in  th e  te le ph on e  book.



"Not in his own room s," Be rna rd sum m e d up. "Not in m ine , not in yours. Not a t the  

Aphrodita um ;  not a t the  Ce ntre  or the  Colle ge . Whe re  ca n he  ha ve  got to?"

He lm holtz shrugge d his shoulde rs. The y ha d com e  ba ck from  the ir work e xpe cting to find the  Sa va ge  wa iting for the m  a t one  or othe r of the  usua l m e e ting-pla ce s, a nd the re  wa s no sign of the  fe llow. Which wa s a nnoying, a s the y ha d m e a nt to nip a cross to Bia rritz in He lm holtz's four-se a te r sporticopte r. The y'd be  la te  for dinne r if he  didn't com e  soon.



"We 'll give  him  five  m ore  m inute s," sa id He lm holtz. "If he  doe sn't turn up by the n, 

we'll …"

The  ringing of the  te le phone  be ll inte rrupte d him . He  picke d up the  re ce ive r. "Hullo. Spe a king." The n, a fte r a  long inte rva l of liste ning, "Ford in Flivve r!" he  swore . "I'll com e  a t once ."



"Wha t is it?" Be rna rd a ske d.



"A fe llow I know a t the  Pa rk La ne  Hospita l," sa id He lm holtz. "The  Sa va ge  is the re . 

Se e m s to ha ve  gone  m a d. Anyhow, it's urge nt. Will you com e  with m e ?"

Toge the r the y hurrie d a long the  corridor to the  lifts.



"But do you like  be ing sla ve s?" the  Sa va ge  wa s sa ying a s the y e nte re d the  Hospita l. His fa ce  wa s flushe d, his e ye s bright with a rdour a nd indigna tion. "Do you like  be ing ba bie s? Ye s, ba bie s. Me wling a nd puking," he  a dde d, e xa spe ra te d by the ir be stia l stupidity into throwing insults a t those  he  ha d com e  to sa ve . The  insults bounce d off the ir ca ra pa ce  of thick stupidity;  the y sta re d a t him  with a  bla nk e xpre ssion of dull a nd sulle n re se ntm e nt in the ir e ye s. "Ye s, puking!" he  fa irly shoute d. Grie f a nd re m orse , com pa ssion a nd duty–a ll we re  forgotte n now a nd, a s it we re , a bsorbe d into a n inte nse  ove rpowe ring ha tre d of the se  le ss tha n hum a n m onste rs. "Don't you 

wa nt to be  fre e  a nd m e n? Don't you e ve n unde rsta nd wha t m a nhood a nd fre e dom  a re ?" Ra ge  wa s m a king him  flue nt;  the  words ca m e  e a sily, in a  rush. "Don't you?" 

he  re pe a te d, but got no a nswe r to his que stion. "Ve ry we ll the n," he  we nt on grim ly. "I'll tea ch you;  I'll m ake you be  fre e  whe the r you wa nt to or not." And pushing ope n a  window tha t looke d on to the  inne r court of the  Hospita l, he  be ga n to throw the  little  pill-boxe s of som a ta ble ts in ha ndfuls out into the  a re a .

For a  m om e nt the  kha ki m ob wa s sile nt, pe trifie d, a t the  spe cta cle  of this wa nton sa crile ge , with a m a ze m e nt a nd horror.

"He 's m a d," whispe re d Be rna rd, sta ring with wide  ope n e ye s. "The y'll kill him . The y'll 

…" A gre a t shout sudde nly we nt up from  the  m ob;  a  wa ve  of m ove m e nt drove  it 

m e na cingly towa rds the  Sa va ge . "Ford he lp him !" sa id Be rna rd, a nd a ve rte d his 

e ye s.



e xulta tion, He lm holtz Wa tson pushe d his wa y through the  crowd."Ford he lps those  who he lp the m se lve s." And with a  la ugh, a ctua lly a  la ugh of 

"Fre e , fre e !" the  Sa va ge  shoute d, a nd with one  ha nd continue d to throw the  som a

into the  a re a  while , with the  othe r, he  punche d the  indistinguisha ble  fa ce s of his 

a ssa ila nts. "Fre e !" And sudde nly the re  wa s He lm holtz a t his side –"Good old 

poison out by ha ndfuls through the  ope n window. "Ye s, m e n! m e n!" a nd the re  wa s He lm holtz!"–a lso punching–"Me n a t la st!"–a nd in the  inte rva l a lso throwing the  

no m ore  poison le ft. He  picke d up the  ca sh-box a nd showe d the m  its bla ck 

e m ptine ss. "You're  fre e !"

Howling, the Delta s cha rged with a  redoubled fury.

He sita nt on the  fringe s of the  ba ttle . "The y're  done  for," sa id Be rna rd a nd, urge d by 


a  sudde n im pulse , ra n forwa rd to he lp the m ;  the n thought be tte r of it a nd ha lte d;  the n, a sha m e d, ste ppe d forwa rd a ga in;  the n a ga in thought be tte r of it, a nd wa s sta nding in a n a gony of hum ilia te d inde cision–thinking tha t they m ight be  kille d if he  didn't he lp the m , a nd tha t he m ight be  kille d if he  did–whe n (Ford be  pra ise d!), goggle -e ye d a nd swine -snoute d in the ir ga s-m a sks, in ra n the  police .

Be rna rd da she d to m e e t the m . He  wa ve d his a rm s;  a nd it wa s a ction, he  wa s doing som e thing. He  shoute d "He lp!" se ve ra l tim e s, m ore  a nd m ore  loudly so a s to give  him se lf the  illusion of he lping. "He lp! Help! HELP!"



The  police m e n pushe d him  out of the  wa y a nd got on with the ir work. Thre e  m e n with spra ying m a chine s buckle d to the ir shoulde rs pum pe d thick clouds of som ava pour into the a ir. Two m ore were busy round the porta ble Synthetic Music Box. Ca rrying wa ter pistols cha rged with a  powerful a næ sthetic, four others ha d pushed their wa y into the crowd a nd were m ethodica lly la ying out, squirt by squirt, the m ore fe rocious of the  fighte rs.

"Quick, quick!" ye lle d Be rna rd. "The y'll be  kille d if you don't hurry. The y'll … Oh!" Annoye d by his cha tte r, one  of the  police m e n ha d give n him  a  shot from  his wa te r to ha ve  lost the ir bone s, the ir te ndons, the ir m uscle s, to ha ve  be com e  m e re  sticks pistol. Be rna rd stood for a  se cond or two wa m bling unste a dily on le gs tha t se e m e d of je lly, a nd a t la st not e ve n je lly-wa te r:  he  tum ble d in a  he a p on the  floor.

Sudde nly, from  out of the  Synthe tic Music Box a  Voice  be ga n to spe a k. The  Voice  of Re a son, the  Voice  of Good Fe e ling. The  sound-tra ck roll wa s unwinding itse lf in Synthetic Anti-Riot Speech Num ber Two (Medium  Strength). Stra ight from  the depths of a  non-e xiste nt he a rt, "My frie nds, m y frie nds!" sa id the  Voice  so pa the tica lly, with a  note  of such infinite ly te nde r re proa ch tha t, be hind the ir ga s m a sks, e ve n the  police m e n's e ye s we re  m om e nta rily dim m e d with te a rs, "wha t is the  m e a ning of this? Why a re n't you a ll be ing ha ppy a nd good toge the r? Ha ppy a nd good," the  Voice  re pe a te d. "At pe a ce , a t pe a ce ." It tre m ble d, sa nk into a  whispe r a nd m om e nta rily e xpire d. "Oh, I do wa nt you to be  ha ppy," it be ga n, with a  ye a rning e a rne stne ss. "I do so wa nt you to be  good! Ple a se , ple a se  be  good a nd …"

Two m inute s la te r the  Voice  a nd the  som a va pour ha d produce d the ir e ffe ct. In te a rs, the  De lta s we re  kissing a nd hugging one  a nothe r–ha lf a  doze n twins a t a  tim e  in a  com pre he nsive  e m bra ce . Eve n He lm holtz a nd the  Sa va ge  we re  a lm ost crying. A fresh supply of pill-boxes wa s brought in from  the Bursa ry;  a  new distribution wa s ha stily m a de  a nd, to the  sound of the  Voice 's ricuy a ffe ctiona te , ba ritone  va le dictions, the  twins dispe rse d, blubbe ring a s though the ir he a rts would bre a k. "Good-bye , m y de a re st, de a re st frie nds, Ford ke e p you! Good-bye , m y de a re st, de a re st frie nds, Ford ke e p you. Good-bye  m y de a re st, de a re st …"

Whe n the  la st of the  De lta s ha d gone  the  police m a n switche d off the  curre nt. The  a nge lic Voice  fe ll sile nt.

"Will you com e  quie tly?" a ske d the  Se rge a nt, "or m ust we  a næ sthe tize ?" He  pointe d 

his wa ter pistol m ena cingly.

"Oh, we 'll com e  quie tly," the  Sa va ge  a nswe re d, da bbing a lte rna te ly a  cut lip, a  

scra tche d ne ck, a nd a  bitte n le ft ha nd.

Still ke e ping his ha ndke rchie f to his ble e ding nose  He lm holtz nodde d in confirm a tion.

Awa ke  a nd ha ving re cove re d the  use  of his le gs, Be rna rd ha d chose n this m om e nt to m ove  a s inconspicuously a s he  could towa rds the  door.

"Hi, you the re ," ca lle d the  Se rge a nt, a nd a  swine -m a ske d police m a n hurrie d a cross 

the  room  a nd la id a  ha nd on the  young m a n's shoulde r.

Be rna rd turne d with a n e xpre ssion of indigna nt innoce nce . Esca ping? He  ha dn't dre a m e d of such a  thing. "Though wha t on e a rth you wa nt m e  for," he  sa id to the  Se rge a nt, "I re a lly ca n't im a gine ."


"You're  a  frie nd of the  prisone r's, a re n't you?"

"We ll …" sa id Be rna rd, a nd he sita te d. No, he  re a lly couldn't de ny it. "Why shouldn't I 

be ?" h e  a s ke d.



"Com e  on the n," sa id the  Se rge a nt, a nd le d the  wa y towa rds the  door a nd the  

waiting police car.

Chapte r Sixte e n

THE ROOM into which the three were ushered wa s the Controller's study.

"His fordship will be  down in a  m om e nt." The  Ga m m a  butle r le ft the m  to the m se lve s.

He lm holtz la ughe d a loud.

"It's m ore  like  a  ca ffe ine -solution pa rty tha n a  tria l," he  sa id, a nd le t him se lf fa ll into the  m ost luxurious of the  pne um a tic a rm -cha irs. "Che e r up, Be rna rd," he  a dde d, ca tching sight of his frie nd's gre e n unha ppy fa ce . But Be rna rd would not be  che e re d;  without a nswe ring, without e ve n looking a t He lm holtz, he  we nt a nd sa t down on the  m ost uncom forta ble  cha ir in the  room , ca re fully chose n in the  obscure  hope  of som e how de pre ca ting the  wra th of the  highe r powe rs.

The  Sa va ge  m e a nwhile  wa nde re d re stle ssly round the  room , pe e ring with a  va gue  supe rficia l inquisitive ne ss a t the  books in the  she lve s, a t the  sound-tra ck rolls a nd re a ding m a chine  bobbins in the ir num be re d pige on-hole s. On the  ta ble  unde r the  window la y a  m a ssive  volum e  bound in lim p bla ck le a the r-surroga te , a nd sta m pe d with la rge  golde n T's. He  picke d it up a nd ope ne d it. MY LIFE AND WORK, BY OUR FORD. The  book ha d be e n publishe d a t De troit by the  Socie ty for the  Propa ga tion of Fordia n Knowle dge . Idly he  turne d the  pa ge s, re a d a  se nte nce  he re , a  pa ra gra ph the re , a nd ha d just com e  to the  conclusion tha t the  book didn't inte re st him , whe n briskly into the  room .the  door ope ne d, a nd the  Re side nt World Controlle r for We ste rn Europe  wa lke d 

Musta pha  Mond shook ha nds with a ll thre e  of the m ;  but it wa s to the  Sa va ge  tha t he  a ddre sse d him se lf. "So you don't m uch like  civiliza tion, Mr. Sa va ge ," he  sa id.

The  Sa va ge  looke d a t him . He  ha d be e n pre pa re d to lie , to bluste r, to re m a in sulle nly unre sponsive ;  but, re a ssure d by the  good-hum oure d inte llige nce  of the  Controller's fa ce, he decided to tell the truth, stra ightforwa rdly. "No." He shook his h e a d.



Be rna rd sta rte d a nd looke d horrifie d. Wha t would the  Controlle r think? To be  

la be lle d a s the  frie nd of a  m a n who sa id tha t he  didn't like  civiliza tion–sa id it ope nly a nd, of a ll pe ople , to the  Controlle r–it wa s te rrible . "But, John," he  be ga n. A look from  Musta pha  Mond re duce d him  to a n a bje ct sile nce .



m usic in the a ir, for insta nce …""Of course ," the  Sa va ge  we nt on to a dm it, "the re  a re  som e  ve ry nice  things. All tha t 

"Som e tim e s a  thousa nd twa ngling instrum e nts will hum  a bout m y e a rs a nd 

som e tim e s voice s."



The  Sa va ge 's fa ce  lit up with a  sudde n ple a sure . "Ha ve  you re a d it too?" he  a ske d. 

"I thought nobody kne w a bout tha t book he re , in Engla nd."

"Alm ost nobody. I'm  one  of the  ve ry fe w. It's prohibite d, you se e . But a s I m a ke  the  la ws he re , I ca n a lso bre a k the m . With im punity, Mr. Ma rx," he  a dde d, turning 

to Be rna rd. "Which I'm  a fra id you can't do."



Be rna rd sa nk into a  ye t m ore  hope le ss m ise ry.

"But why is it prohibite d?" a ske d the  Sa va ge . In the  e xcite m e nt of m e e ting a  m a n 

who ha d re a d Sha ke spe a re  he  ha d m om e nta rily forgotte n e ve rything e lse .


The  Controlle r shrugge d his shoulde rs. "Be ca use  it's old;  tha t's the  chie f re a son. We  ha ve n't a ny use  for old things he re ."

"Even when they're bea utiful?"

"Pa rticula rly when they're bea utiful. Bea uty's a ttra ctive, a nd we don't wa nt people to 

be  a ttra cte d by old things. We  wa nt the m  to like  the  ne w one s."

"But the  ne w one s a re  so stupid a nd horrible . Those  pla ys, whe re  the re 's nothing but he licopte rs flying a bout a nd you feel the  pe ople  kissing." He  m a de  a  grim a ce . "Goa ts a nd m onke ys!" Only in Othe llo's word could he  find a n a de qua te  ve hicle  for his conte m pt a nd ha tre d.

"Nice  ta m e  a nim a ls, a nyhow," the  Controlle r m urm ure d pa re nthe tica lly.

"Why don't you le t the m  se e  Othello inste a d?"

"I've  told you;  it's old. Be side s, the y couldn't unde rsta nd it."

Ye s, tha t wa s true . He  re m e m be re d how He lm holtz ha d la ughe d a t Rom eo and Juliet. "We ll the n," he  sa id, a fte r a  pa use , "som e thing ne w tha t's like  Othello, a nd tha t the y could unde rsta nd."

"Tha t's wha t we 've  a ll be e n wa nting to write ," sa id He lm holtz, bre a king a  long 

sile nce .



"And it's what you never will write," said the Controller. "Because, if it were really like Othello nobody could understa nd it, however new it m ight be. And if were new, it couldn't possibly be  like  Othello."

"Why not?"

"Ye s, why not?" He lm holtz re pe a te d. He  too wa s forge tting the  unple a sa nt re a litie s of the  situa tion. Gre e n with a nxie ty a nd a ppre he nsion, only Be rna rd re m e m be re d the m ;  the  othe rs ignore d him . "Why not?"

"Be ca use  our world is not the  sa m e  a s Othe llo's world. You ca n't m a ke  flivve rs 

without ste e l–a nd you ca n't m a ke  tra ge die s without socia l insta bility. The  world's sta ble now. People a re ha ppy;  they get wha t they wa nt, a nd they never wa nt wha t they ca n't get. They're well off;  they're sa fe;  they're never ill;  they're not a fra id of de a th;  the y're  blissfully ignora nt of pa ssion a nd old a ge ;  the y're  pla gue d with no m others or fa thers;  they've got no wives, or children, or lovers to feel strongly a bout;  the y're  so conditione d tha t the y pra ctica lly ca n't he lp be ha ving a s the y ought to be ha ve . And if a nything should go wrong, the re 's som a. Which you go a nd chuck out of the  window in the  na m e  of libe rty, Mr. Sa va ge . Liberty!" He  la ughe d. "Expecting Delta s to know wha t liberty is! And now expecting them  to understa nd Othello! My good boy!"

The  Sa va ge  wa s sile nt for a  little . "All the  sa m e ," he  insiste d obstina te ly, "Othello'sgood, Othello's be tte r tha n those  fe e lie s."

"Of course  it is," the  Controlle r a gre e d. "But tha t's the  price  we  ha ve  to pa y for sta bility. You've  got to choose  be twe e n ha ppine ss a nd wha t pe ople  use d to ca ll high a rt. We 've  sa crifice d the  high a rt. We  ha ve  the  fe e lie s a nd the  sce nt orga n inste a d."

"But the y don't m e a n a nything."

"The y m e a n the m se lve s;  the y m e a n a  lot of a gre e a ble  se nsa tions to the  a udie nce ."

"But they're … they're told by a n idiot."

The  Controlle r la ughe d. "You're  not be ing ve ry polite  to your frie nd, Mr. Wa tson. 

One  of our m ost distinguishe d Em otiona l Engine e rs …"


"But he 's right," sa id He lm holtz gloom ily. "Be ca use  it is idiotic. Writing whe n the re 's 

nothing to sa y …"

"Pre cise ly. But tha t re quire  the  m ost e norm ous inge nuity. You're  m a king fiivve rs out of the  a bsolute  m inim um  of ste e l–works of a rt out of pra ctica lly nothing but pure  se nsa tion."



The  Sa va ge  shook his he a d. "It a ll se e m s to m e  quite  horrible ."

"Of course  it doe s. Actua l ha ppine ss a lwa ys looks pre tty squa lid in com pa rison with the  ove r-com pe nsa tions for m ise ry. And, of course , sta bility isn't ne a rly so spe cta cula r a s insta bility. And be ing conte nte d ha s none  of the  gla m our of a  good fight a ga inst m isfortune , none  of the  picture sque ne ss of a  struggle  with te m pta tion, or a  fa ta l ove rthrow by pa ssion or doubt. Ha ppine ss is ne ve r gra nd."

"I suppose  not," sa id the  Sa va ge  a fte r a  sile nce . "But ne e d it be  quite  so ba d a s those  twins?" He  pa sse d his ha nd ove r his e ye s a s though he  we re  trying to wipe  a wa y the  re m e m be re d im a ge  of those  long rows of ide ntica l m idge ts a t the  a sse m bling ta ble s, those  que ue d-up twin-he rds a t the  e ntra nce  to the  Bre ntford m onora il sta tion, those  hum a n m a ggots swa rm ing round Linda 's be d of de a th, the  e ndle ssly re pe a te d fa ce  of his a ssa ila nts. He  looke d a t his ba nda ge d le ft ha nd a nd shudde re d. "Horrible !"



"But how use ful! I se e  you don't like  our Boka novsky Groups;  but, I a ssure  you, the y're  the  founda tion on which e ve rything e lse  is built. The y're  the  gyroscope  tha t sta bilize s the  rocke t pla ne  of sta te  on its unswe rving course ." The  de e p voice  thrillingly vibra te d;  the  ge sticula ting ha nd im plie d a ll spa ce  a nd the  onrush of the  irre sistible  m a chine . Musta pha  Mond's ora tory wa s a lm ost up to synthe tic sta nda rds.

"I wa s wonde ring," sa id the  Sa va ge , "why you ha d the m  a t a ll–se e ing tha t you ca n ge t wha te ve r you wa nt out of those  bottle s. Why don't you m a ke  e ve rybody a n Alpha  Double  Plus while  you're  a bout it?"

Musta pha  Mond la ughe d. "Be ca use  we  ha ve  no wish to ha ve  our throa ts cut," he  a nswe re d. "We  be lie ve  in ha ppine ss a nd sta bility. A socie ty of Alpha s couldn't fa il to be  unsta ble  a nd m ise ra ble . Im a gine  a  fa ctory sta ffe d by Alpha s–tha t is to sa y by se pa ra te  a nd unre la te d individua ls of good he re dity a nd conditione d so a s to be  ca pa ble  (within lim its) of m a king a  fre e  choice  a nd a ssum ing re sponsibilitie s. Im a gine  it!" he  re pe a te d.

The  Sa va ge  trie d to im a gine  it, not ve ry succe ssfully.

"It's a n a bsurdity. An Alpha -de ca nte d, Alpha -conditione d m a n would go m a d if he  ha d to do Epsilon Se m i-Moron work–go m a d, or sta rt sm a shing things up. Alpha s ca n be  com ple te ly socia lize d–but only on condition tha t you m a ke  the m  do Alpha  work. Only a n Epsilon ca n be  e xpe cte d to m a ke  Epsilon sa crifice s, for the  good re a son tha t for him  the y a re n't sa crifice s;  the y're  the  line  of le a st re sista nce . His conditioning ha s la id down ra ils a long which he 's got to run. He  ca n't he lp him se lf;  he 's fore doom e d. Eve n a fte r de ca nting, he 's still inside  a  bottle –a n invisible  bottle  of infa ntile  a nd e m bryonic fixa tions. Ea ch one  of us, of course ," the  Controlle r m e dita tive ly continue d, "goe s through life  inside  a  bottle . But if we  ha ppe n to be  Alpha s, our bottle s a re , re la tive ly spe a king, e norm ous. We  should suffe r a cute ly if we were confined in a  na rrower spa ce. You ca nnot pour upper-ca ste cha m pa gne -surroga te  into lowe r-ca ste  bottle s. It's obvious the ore tica lly. But it ha s a lso be e n prove d in a ctua l pra ctice . The  re sult of the  Cyprus e xpe rim e nt wa s convincing."

"Wha t wa s tha t?" a ske d the  Sa va ge .

Musta pha  Mond sm ile d. "We ll, you ca n ca ll it a n e xpe rim e nt in re bottling if you like . It be ga n in A.F. 473. The  Controlle rs ha d the  isla nd of Cyprus cle a re d of a ll its existing inha bita nts a nd re-colonized with a  specia lly prepa red ba tch of twenty-two thousa nd Alpha s. All a gricultura l a nd industria l e quipm e nt wa s ha nde d ove r to the m  a nd the y we re  le ft to m a na ge  the ir own a ffa irs. The  re sult e xa ctly fulfille d a ll the  theoretica l prediotions. The la nd wa sn't properly worked;  there were strikes in a ll the 


fa ctorie s;  the  la ws we re  se t a t na ught, orde rs disobe ye d;  a ll the  pe ople  de ta ile d for a  spe ll of low-gra de  work we re  pe rpe tua lly intriguing for high-gra de  jobs, a nd a ll the  people with high-gra de jobs were counter-intriguing a t a ll costs to sta y where they were. Within six yea rs they were ha ving a  first-cla ss civil wa r. When nineteen out of the  twe nty-two thousa nd ha d be e n kille d, the  survivors una nim ously pe titione d the  World Controlle rs to re sum e  the  gove rnm e nt of the  isla nd. Which the y did. And tha t wa s the  e nd of the  only socie ty of Alpha s tha t the  world ha s e ve r se e n."

The  Sa va ge  sighe d, profoundly.

"The  optim um  popula tion," sa id Musta pha  Mond, "is m ode lle d on the  

ice be rg–e ight-ninths be low the  wa te r line , one -ninth a bove ."

"And they're ha ppy below the wa ter line?"

"Ha ppie r tha n a bove  it. Ha ppie r tha n your frie nd he re , for e xa m ple ." He  pointe d.

"In spite of tha t a wful work?"

"Awful? They don't find it so. On the contra ry, they like it. It's light, it's childishly sim ple . No stra in on the  m ind or the  m uscle s. Se ve n a nd a  ha lf hours of m ild, une xha usting la bour, a nd the n the  som a ra tion a nd ga m e s a nd unre stricte d copula tion a nd the  fe e lie s. Wha t m ore  ca n the y a sk for? True ," he  a dde d, "the y m ight a sk for shorte r hours. And of course  we  could give  the m  shorte r hours. Technica lly, it would be perfectly sim ple to reduce a ll lower-ca ste working hours to three or four a  da y. But would they be a ny the ha ppier for tha t? No, they wouldn't. The  e xpe rim e nt wa s trie d, m ore  tha n a  ce ntury a nd a  ha lf a go. The  whole  of Ire la nd wa s put on to the  four-hour da y. Wha t wa s the  re sult? Unre st a nd a  la rge  incre a se  in the  consum ption of som a;  tha t wa s a ll. Those  thre e  a nd a  ha lf hours of e xtra  le isure  we re  so fa r from  be ing a  source  of ha ppine ss, tha t pe ople  fe lt constra ine d to ta ke  a  holida y from  the m . The  Inve ntions Office  is stuffe d with pla ns for la bour-sa ving proce sse s. Thousa nds of the m ." Musta pha  Mond m a de  a  la vish ge sture . "And why don't we  put the m  into e xe cution? For the  sa ke  of the  la boure rs;  it would be  she e r cruelty to a fflict them  with excessive leisure. It's the sa m e with a griculture. We could synthe size  e ve ry m orse l of food, if we  wa nte d to. But we  don't. We  pre fe r to ke e p a  third of the  popula tion on the  la nd. For the ir own sa ke s–be ca use  it ta ke s longer to ge t food out of the  la nd tha n out of a  fa ctory. Be side s, we  ha ve  our sta bility to think of. We  don't wa nt to cha nge . Eve ry cha nge  is a  m e na ce  to sta bility. Tha t's a nothe r rea son why we're so cha ry of a pplying new inventions. Every discovery in pure scie nce  is pote ntia lly subve rsive ;  e ve n scie nce  m ust som e tim e s be  tre a te d a s a  possible  e ne m y. Ye s, e ve n scie nce ."

Science? The Sa va ge frowned. He knew the word. But wha t it exa ctly signified he could not sa y. Sha ke spe a re  a nd the  old m e n of the  pue blo ha d ne ve r m e ntione d scie nce , a nd from  Linda  he  ha d only ga the re d the  va gue st hints:  scie nce  wa s som e thing you m a de  he licopte rs with, som e  thing tha t ca use d you to la ugh a t the  Corn Da nce s, som e thing tha t pre ve nte d you from  be ing wrinkle d a nd losing your te e th. He  m a de  a  de spe ra te  e ffort to ta ke  the  Controlle r's m e a ning.

"Ye s," Musta pha  Mond wa s sa ying, "tha t's a nothe r ite m  in the  cost of sta bility. It isn't only a rt tha t's incom pa tible  with ha ppine ss;  it's a lso scie nce . Scie nce  is da nge rous;  we  ha ve  to ke e p it m ost ca re fully cha ine d a nd m uzzle d."

"Wha t?" sa id He lm holtz, in a stonishm e nt. "But we 're  a lwa ys sa ying tha t scie nce  is 

e ve rything. It's a  hypnopæ dic pla titude ."

"Thre e  tim e s a  we e k be twe e n thirte e n a nd se ve nte e n," put in Be m a rd.

"And a ll the  scie nce  propa ga nda  we  do a t the  Colle ge  …"

"Ye s;  but wha t sort of scie nce ?" a ske d Musta pha  Mond sa rca stica lly. "You've  ha d no scie ntific tra ining, so you ca n't judge . I wa s a  pre tty good physicist in m y tim e . Too good–good e nough to re a lize  tha t a ll our scie nce  is just a  cooke ry book, with a n orthodox the ory of cooking tha t nobody's a llowe d to que stion, a nd a  list of re cipe s tha t m ustn't be  a dde d to e xce pt by spe cia l pe rm ission from  the  he a d cook. I'm  the  


he a d cook now. But I wa s a n inquisitive  young scullion once . I sta rte d doing a  bit of cooking on m y own. Unorthodox cooking, illicit cooking. A bit of re a l scie nce , in fa ct." He wa s silent.



"Wh a t h a ppe n e d?" a s ke d He lm h oltz Wa ts on .

The  Controlle r sighe d. "Ve ry ne a rly wha t's going to ha ppe n to you young m e n. I wa s on the  point of be ing se nt to a n isla nd."

The  words ga lva nize d Be rna rd into viole nt a nd unse e m ly a ctivity. "Se nd m e to a n isla nd?" He  jum pe d up, ra n a cross the  room , a nd stood ge sticula ting in front of the  Controlle r. "You ca n't se nd m e. I ha ve n't done  a nything. lt wa s the  othe rs. I swe a r it wa s the  othe rs." He  pointe d a ccusingly to He lm holtz a nd the  Sa va ge . "Oh, ple a se  don't se nd m e  to Ice la nd. I prom ise  I'll do wha t I ought to do. Give  m e  a nothe r cha nce . Ple a se  give  m e  a nothe r cha nce ." The  te a rs be ga n to flow. "I te ll you, it's the ir fa ult," he  sobbe d. "And not to Ice la nd. Oh ple a se , your fordship, ple a se  …" And in a  pa roxysm  of a bje ction he  thre w him se lf on his kne e s be fore  the  Controlle r. Musta pha  Mond trie d to m a ke  him  ge t up;  but Be rna rd pe rsiste d in his grove lling;  the  stre a m  of words poure d out ine xha ustibly. In the  e nd the  Controlle r ha d to ring for his fourth secretary.

"Bring thre e  m e n," he  orde re d, "a nd ta ke  Mr. Ma rx into a  be droom . Give  him  a  

g ood  som a va poriza tion a nd the n put him  to be d a nd le a ve  him ."

The fourth secreta ry went out a nd returned with three green-uniform ed twin footm e n. Still shouting a nd sobbing. Be rna rd wa s ca rrie d out.

"One  would think he  wa s going to ha ve  his throa t cut," sa id the  Controlle r, a s the  

door close d. "Whe re a s, if he  ha d the  sm a lle st se nse , he 'd unde rsta nd tha t his 

punishm e nt is re a lly a  re wa rd. He 's be ing se nt to a n isla nd. Tha t's to sa y, he 's 

be ing se nt to a  pla ce  whe re  he 'll m e e t the  m ost inte re sting se t of m e n a nd wom e n 

to be  found a nywhe re  in the  world. All the  pe ople  who, for one  re a son or a nothe r, 

ha ve  got too se lf-consciously individua l to fit into com m unity-life . All the  pe ople  who 

a ren't sa tisfied with orthodoxy, who've got independent idea s of their own. Every 

one , in a  word, who's a ny one . I a lm ost e nvy you, Mr. Wa tson."

He lm holtz la ughe d. "The n why a re n't you on a n isla nd yourse lf?"

"Be ca use , fina lly, I pre fe rre d this," the  Controlle r a nswe re d. "I wa s give n the  choice :  to be  se nt to a n isla nd, whe re  I could ha ve  got on with m y pure  scie nce , or to be  ta ke n on to the  Controlle rs' Council with the  prospe ct of succe e ding in due  course  to a n a ctua l Controlle rship. I chose  this a nd le t the  scie nce  go." Afte r a  little  sile nce , "Som e tim e s," he  a dde d, "I ra the r re gre t the  scie nce . Ha ppine ss is a  ha rd m a ste r–pa rticula rly othe r pe ople 's ha ppine ss. A m uch ha rde r m a ste r, if one  isn't conditione d to a cce pt it unque stioningly, tha n truth." He  sighe d, fe ll sile nt a ga in, the n continue d in a  briske r tone , "We ll, duty's duty. One  ca n't consult one 's own pre fe re nce . I'm  inte re ste d in truth, I like  scie nce . But truth's a  m e na ce , scie nce  is a  public da nge r. As da nge rous a s it's be e n be ne fice nt. It ha s give n us the  sta ble st e quilibrium  in history. China 's wa s hope le ssly inse cure  by com pa rison;  e ve n the  prim itive m a tria rchies weren't stea dier tha n we a re. Tha nks, l repea t, to science. But we can't allow science to undo its own good work. That's why we so carefully lim it the scope  of its re se a rche s–tha t's why I a lm ost got se nt to a n isla nd. We  don't a llow it to de a l with a ny but the  m ost im m e dia te  proble m s of the  m om e nt. All othe r e nquirie s a re  m ost se dulously discoura ge d. It's curious," he  we nt on a fte r a  little  pa use , "to re a d wha t pe ople  in the  tim e  of Our Ford use d to write  a bout scie ntific progre ss. The y se e m e d to ha ve  im a gine d tha t it could be  a llowe d to go on inde finite ly, re ga rdle ss of e ve rything e lse . Knowle dge  wa s the  highe st good, truth the  supre m e  va lue ;  a ll the  re st wa s se conda ry a nd subordina te . True , ide a s we re  be ginning to cha nge  e ve n the n. Our Ford him se lf did a  gre a t de a l to shift the  e m pha sis from  truth a nd be a uty to com fort a nd ha ppine ss. Ma ss production de m a nde d the  shift. Unive rsa l ha ppine ss ke e ps the  whe e ls ste a dily turning;  truth a nd be a uty ca n't. And, of course , whe ne ve r the  m a sse s se ize d politica l powe r, the n it wa s ha ppine ss ra the r tha n truth a nd be a uty tha t m a tte re d. Still, in spite  of everytung, unrestricted scientific resea rch wa s still perm itted. People still went on ta lking a bout truth a nd be a uty a s though the y we re  the  sove re ign goods. Right up to the  tim e  of the  Nine  Ye a rs' Wa r. That m a de  the m  cha nge  the ir tune  a ll right. 


Wha t's the  point of truth or be a uty or knowle dge  whe n the  a nthra x bom bs a re  popping a ll a round you? Tha t wa s whe n scie nce  first be ga n to be  controlle d–a fte r the  Nine  Ye a rs' Wa r. Pe ople  we re  re a dy to ha ve  e ve n the ir a ppe tite s controlle d the n. Anything for a  quie t life . We 've  gone  on controlling e ve r since . It ha sn't be e n ve ry good for truth, of course . But it's be e n ve ry good for ha ppine ss. One  ca n't ha ve  som e thing for nothing. Ha ppine ss ha s got to be  pa id for. You're  pa ying for it, Mr. Wa tson–pa ying be ca use  you ha ppe n to be  too m uch inte re ste d in be a uty. I wa s too m uch inte re ste d in truth;  I pa id too."

"But you didn't go to a n isla nd," sa id the  Sa va ge , bre a king a  long sile nce .

The  Controlle r sm ile d. "Tha t's how I pa id. By choosing to se rve  ha ppine ss. Othe r pe ople 's–not m ine . It's lucky," he  a dde d, a fte r a  pa use , "tha t the re  a re  such a  lot of isla nds in the world. I don't know wha t we should do without them . Put you a ll in the  le tha l cha m be r, I suppose . By the  wa y, Mr. Wa tson, would you like  a  tropica l clim a te ? The  Ma rque sa s, for e xa m ple ;  or Sa m oa ? Or som e thing ra the r m ore  bra cing?"

He lm holtz rose  from  his pne um a tic cha ir. "I should like  a  thoroughly ba d clim a te ," he a nswered. "I believe one would write better if the clim a te were ba d. If there were a  lot of wind a nd storm s, for e xa m ple  …"

The  Controlle r nodde d his a pproba tion. "I like  your spirit, Mr. Wa tson. I like  it ve ry m uch inde e d. As m uch a s I officia lly disa pprove  of it." He  sm ile d. "Wha t a bout the  Fa lkla nd Isla nds?"



"Ye s, I think tha t will do," He lm holtz a nswe re d. "And now, if you don't m ind, I'll go 

a nd se e  how poor Be rna rd's ge tting on."

Chapte r Se ve nte e n

ART, SCIENCE–you se e m  to ha ve  pa id a  fa irly high price  for your ha ppine ss," sa id the  Sa va ge , whe n the y we re  a lone . "Anything e lse ?"

"We ll, re ligion, of course ," re plie d the  Controlle r. "The re  use d to be  som e thing ca lle d God–be fore  the  Nine  Ye a rs' Wa r. But I wa s forge tting;  you know a ll a bout God, I suppose ."

"We ll …" The  Sa va ge  he sita te d. He  would ha ve  like d to sa y som e thing a bout solitude , a bout night, a bout the  m e sa  lying pa le  unde r the  m oon, a bout the  pre cipice , the  plunge  into sha dowy da rkne ss, a bout de a th. He  would ha ve  like d to spe a k;  but the re  we re  no words. Not e ve n in Sha ke spe a re .

The  Controlle r, m e a nwhile , ha d crosse d to the  othe r side  of the  room  a nd wa s unlocking a  la rge  sa fe  se t into the  wa ll be twe e n the  bookshe lve s. The  he a vy door swung ope n. Rum m a ging in the  da rkne ss within, "It's a  subje ct," he  sa id, "tha t ha s a lwa ys ha d a  gre a t inte re st for m e ." He  pulle d out a  thick bla ck volum e . "You've  ne ve r re a d this, for e xa m ple ."

The  Sa va ge  took it. "The Holy Bible, containing the Old and New Testam ents," he  re a d a loud from  the  title -pa ge .

"Nor this." It wa s a  sm a ll book a nd ha d lost its cove r.

"The Im itation of Christ."

"Nor this." He  ha nde d out a nothe r volum e .



"The Varieties of Religious Experience. By Willia m  Ja m e s." 



"And I've  got ple nty m ore ," Musta pha  Mond continue d, re sum ing his se a t. "A whole  colle ction of pornogra phic old books. God in the  sa fe  a nd Ford on the  she lve s." He  pointe d with a  la ugh to his a vowe d libra ry–to the  she lve s of books, the  ra ck full of re a ding-m a chine  bobbins a nd sound-tra ck rolls.


"But if you know a bout God, why don't you te ll the m ?" a ske d the  Sa va ge  

indigna ntly. "Why don't you give  the m  the se  books a bout God?"

"For the  sa m e  re a son a s we  don't give  the m  Othello:  the y're  old;  the y're  a bout God 

hundre ds of ye a rs a go. Not a bout God now."

"But God doe sn't cha nge ."

"Me n do, though."

"Wha t diffe re nce  doe s tha t m a ke ?"

"All the  diffe re nce  in the  world," sa id Musta pha  Mond. He  got up a ga in a nd wa lke d to the  sa fe . "The re  wa s a  m a n ca lle d Ca rdina l Ne wm a n," he  sa id. "A ca rdina l," he  e xcla im e d pa re nthe tica lly, "wa s a  kind of Arch-Com m unity-Songste r."

"'I Pa ndulph, of fa ir Mila n, ca rdina l.' I've  re a d a bout the m  in Sha ke spe a re ."

"Of course  you ha ve . We ll, a s I wa s sa ying, the re  wa s a  m a n ca lle d Ca rdina l Ne wm a n. Ah, he re 's the  book." He  pulle d it out. "And while  I'm  a bout it I'll ta ke  this one  too. It's by a  m a n ca lle d Ma ine  de  Bira n. He  wa s a  philosophe r, if you know what that was."



"A m a n who dre a m s of fe we r things tha n the re  a re  in he a ve n a nd e a rth," sa id the  

Sa va ge  prom ptly.

"Quite  so. I'll re a d you one  of the  things he  did dre a m  of in a  m om e nt. Me a nwhile , liste n to wha t this old Arch-Com m unity-Songste r sa id." He  ope ne d the  book a t the  pla ce  m a rke d by a  slip of pa pe r a nd be ga n to re a d. "'We  a re  not our own a ny m ore  tha n wha t we  posse ss is our own. We  did not m a ke  ourse lve s, we  ca nnot be  

supre m e  ove r ourse lve s. We  a re  not our own m a ste rs. We  a re  God's prope rty. Is it not our ha ppine ss thus to vie w the  m a tte r? Is it a ny ha ppine ss or a ny com fort, to consider that we are our own? It m a y be  thought so by the  young a nd prospe rous. The se  m a y think it a  gre a t thing to ha ve  e ve rything, a s the y suppose , the ir own wa y–to de pe nd on no one –to ha ve  to think of nothing out of sight, to be  without the  irksom e ne ss of continua l a cknowle dgm e nt, continua l pra ye r, continua l re fe re nce  of wha t the y do to the  will of a nothe r. But a s tim e  goe s on, the y, a s a ll m e n, will find tha t inde pe nde nce  wa s not m a de  for m a n–tha t it is a n unna tura l sta te –will do for a  while , but will not ca rry us on sa fe ly to the  e nd …'" Musta pha  Mond pa use d, put 

down the  first book a nd, picking up the  othe r, turne d ove r the  pa ge s. "Ta ke  this, for e xa m ple ," he  sa id, a nd in his de e p voice  once  m ore  be ga n to re a d:  "'A m a n grows old;  he  fe e ls in him se lf tha t ra dica l se nse  of we a kne ss, of listle ssne ss, of discom fort, which a ccom pa nie s the  a dva nce  of a ge ;  a nd, fe e ling thus, im a gine s him se lf m e re ly sick, lulling his fe a rs with the  notion tha t this distre ssing condition is due  to som e  pa rticula r ca use , from  which, a s from  a n illne ss, he  hope s to re cove r. Va in im a ginings! Tha t sickne ss is old a ge ;  a nd a  horrible  dise a se  it is. The y sa y 

tha t it is the  fe a r of de a th a nd of wha t com e s a fte r de a th tha t m a ke s m e n turn to re ligion a s the y a dva nce  in ye a rs. But m y own e xpe rie nce  ha s give n m e  the  conviction tha t, quite  a pa rt from  a ny such te rrors or im a ginings, the  re ligious se ntim e nt te nds to de ve lop a s we  grow olde r;  to de ve lop be ca use , a s the  pa ssions grow ca lm , a s the  fa ncy a nd se nsibilitie s a re  le ss e xcite d a nd le ss e xcita ble , our re a son be com e s le ss trouble d in its working, le ss obscure d by the  im a ge s, de sire s a nd distra ctions, in which it use d to be  a bsorbe d;  whe re upon God e m e rge s a s from  be hind a  cloud;  our soul fe e ls, se e s, turns towa rds the  source  of a ll light;  turns na tura lly a nd ine vita bly;  for now tha t a ll tha t ga ve  to the  world of se nsa tions its life  a nd cha rm s ha s be gun to le a k a wa y from  us, now tha t phe nom e na l e xiste nce  is no m ore  bolste re d up by im pre ssions from  within or from  without, we  fe e l the  ne e d to le a n on som e thing tha t a bide s, som e thing tha t will ne ve r pla y us fa lse –a  re a lity, a n a bsolute  a nd e ve rla sting truth. Ye s, we  ine vita bly turn to God;  for this re ligious se ntim e nt is of its na ture  so pure , so de lightful to the  soul tha t e xpe rie nce s it, tha t it m a ke s up to us for a ll our othe r losse s.'" Musta pha  Mond shut the  book a nd le a ne d ba ck in his cha ir. "One  of the  num e rous things in he a ve n a nd e a rth tha t the se  philosophe rs didn't dre a m  a bout wa s this" (he  wa ve d his ha nd), "us, the  m ode rn world. 'You ca n only be  inde pe nde nt of God while  you've  got youth a nd prospe rity;  inde pe nde nce  won't ta ke  you sa fe ly to the  e nd.' We ll, we 've  now got 


youth a nd prosperity right up to the end. Wha t follows? Evidently, tha t we ca n be inde pe nde nt of God. 'The  re ligious se ntim e nt will com pe nsa te  us for a ll our losse s.' But the re  a re n't a ny losse s for us to com pe nsa te ;  re ligious se ntim e nt is supe rfluous. And why should we  go hunting for a  substitute  for youthful de sire s, when youthful desires never fa il? A substitute for distra ctions, when we go on e njoying a ll the  old foole rie s to the  ve ry la st? Wha t ne e d ha ve  we  of re pose  whe n our m inds a nd bodie s continue  to de light in a ctivity? of consola tion, whe n we  ha ve  som a? of som e thing im m ova ble , whe n the re  is the  socia l orde r?"

"The n you think the re  is no God?"

"No, I think the re  quite  proba bly is one ."

"Then why? …"

Musta pha  Mond che cke d him . "But he  m a nife sts him se lf in diffe re nt wa ys to diffe re nt m e n. In pre m ode rn tim e s he  m a nife ste d him se lf a s the  be ing tha t's de scribe d in the se  books. Now …"



"How doe s he  m a nife st him se lf now?" a ske d the  Sa va ge .

"We ll, he  m a nife sts him se lf a s a n a bse nce ;  a s though he  we re n't the re  a t a ll."

"Tha t's your fa ult."

"Ca ll it the fa ult of civiliza tion. God isn't com pa tible with m a chinery a nd scientific m e dicine  a nd unive rsa l ha ppine ss. You m ust m a ke  your choice . Our civiliza tion ha s chose n m a chine ry a nd m e dicine  a nd ha ppine ss. Tha t's why I ha ve  to ke e p the se  books locke d up in the  sa fe . The y're  sm ut. Pe ople  would be  shocke d it …"

The  Sa va ge  inte rrupte d him . "But isn't it natural to fe e l the re 's a  God?"



"You m ight a s we ll a sk if it's na tura l to do up one 's trouse rs with zippe rs," sa id the  Controlle r sa rca stica lly. "You re m ind m e  of a nothe r of those  old fe llows ca lle d Bra dle y. He  de fine d philosophy a s the  finding of ba d re a son for wha t one  be lie ve s by instinct. As if one  be lie ve d a nything by instinct! One  be lie ve s things be ca use  one  ha s be e n conditione d to be lie ve  the m . Finding ba d re a sons for wha t one  be lie ve s for othe r ba d re a sons–tha t's philosophy. Pe ople  be lie ve  in God be ca use  the y've  be e n conditione d to.

"But a ll the  sa m e ," insiste d the  Sa va ge , "it is na tura l to be lie ve  in God whe n you're  

a lone –quite  a lone , in the  night, thinking a bout de a th …"

"But pe ople  ne ve r a re  a lone  now," sa id Musta pha  Mond. "We  m a ke  the m  ha te  solitude ;  a nd we  a rra nge  the ir live s so tha t it's a lm ost im possible  for the m  e ve r to ha ve  it."



The  Sa va ge  nodde d gloom ily. At Ma lpa is he  ha d suffe re d be ca use  the y ha d shut him  out from  the  com m una l a ctivitie s of the  pue blo, in civilize d London he  wa s suffe ring be ca use  he  could ne ve r e sca pe  from  those  com m una l a ctivitie s, ne ve r be  quie tly a lone .

"Do you re m e m be r tha t bit in King Lear?" sa id the  Sa va ge  a t la st. "'The  gods a re  just a nd of our ple a sa nt vice s m a ke  instrum e nts to pla gue  us;  the  da rk a nd vicious pla ce  whe re  the e  he  got cost him  his e ye s,' a nd Edm und a nswe rs–you re m e m be r, he 's wounde d, he 's dying–'Thou ha st spoke n right;  'tis true . The  whe e l ha s com e  full circle ;  I a m  he re .' Wha t a bout tha t now? Doe sn't the re  se e m  to be  a  God m a na ging things, punishing, re wa rding?"

"We ll, doe s the re ?" que stione d the  Controlle r in his turn. "You ca n indulge  in a ny num be r of ple a sa nt vice s with a  fre e m a rtin a nd run no risks of ha ving your e ye s put out by your son's m istre ss. 'The  whe e l ha s com e  full circle ;  I a m  he re .' But whe re  would Edm und be nowa da ys? Sitting in a  pneum a tic cha ir, with his a rm  round a  girl's wa ist, sucking a wa y a t his se x-horm one  che wing-gum  a nd looking a t the  fe e lie s. The  gods a re  just. No doubt. But the ir code  of la w is dicta te d, in the  la st re sort, by 


the  pe ople  who orga nize  socie ty;  Provide nce  ta ke s its cue  from  m e n."

"Are  you sure ?" a ske d the  Sa va ge . "Are  you quite  sure  tha t the  Edm und in tha t pne um a tic cha ir ha sn't be e n just a s he a vily punishe d a s the  Edm und who's wounde d a nd ble e ding to de a th? The  gods a re  just. Ha ve n't the y use d his ple a sa nt vice s a s a n instrum e nt to de gra de  him ?"

"De gra de  him  from  wha t position? As a  ha ppy, ha rd-working, goods-consum ing citize n he 's pe rfe ct. Of course , if you choose  som e  othe r sta nda rd tha n ours, the n pe rha ps you m ight sa y he  wa s de gra de d. But you've  got to stick to one  se t of postula te s. You ca n't pla y Ele ctro-m a gne tic Golf a ccording to the  rule s of Ce ntrifuga l Bum ble -puppy."

"But va lue  dwe lls not in pa rticula r will," sa id the  Sa va ge . "It holds his e stim a te  a nd 

dignity a s well wherein 'tis precious of itself a s in the prizer."

"Com e , com e ," prote ste d Musta pha  Mond, "tha t's going ra the r fa r, isn't it?"

"If you a llowe d yourse lve s to think of God, you wouldn't a llow yourse lve s to be  de gra de d by ple a sa nt vice s. You'd ha ve  a  re a son for be a ring things pa tie ntly, for doing things with coura ge . I've  se e n it with the  India ns."

"l'm  sure  you ha ve ," sa id Musta pha  Mond. "But the n we  a re n't India ns. The re  isn't a ny ne e d for a  civilize d m a n to be a r a nything tha t's se riously unple a sa nt. And a s for doing things–Ford forbid tha t he  should ge t the  ide a  into his he a d. It would upse t the  whole  socia l orde r if m e n sta rte d doing things on the ir own."

"Wha t a bout se lf-de nia l, the n? If you ha d a  God, you'd ha ve  a  re a son for 

se lf-de nia l."



"But industria l civiliza tion is only possible  whe n the re 's no se lf-de nia l. 

Se lf-indulge nce  up to the  ve ry lim its im pose d by hygie ne  a nd e conom ics. Othe rwise  the  whe e ls stop turning."



"You'd ha ve  a  re a son for cha stity!" sa id the  Sa va ge , blushing a  little  a s he  spoke  

the words.



"But cha stity m e a ns pa ssion, cha stity m e a ns ne ura sthe nia . And pa ssion a nd ne ura sthe nia  m e a n insta bility. And insta bility m e a ns the  e nd of civiliza tion. You ca n't ha ve a  la sting civiliza tion without plenty of plea sa nt vices."

"But God's the  re a son for e ve rything noble  a nd fine  a nd he roic. If you ha d a  God …"

"My de a r young frie nd," sa id Musta pha  Mond, "civiliza tion ha s a bsolute ly no ne e d of nobility or he roism . The se  things a re  sym ptom s of politica l ine fficie ncy. In a  prope rly orga nize d socie ty like  ours, nobody ha s a ny opportunitie s for be ing noble  or he roic. Conditions ha ve  got to be  thoroughly unsta ble  be fore  the  occa sion ca n a rise . Whe re  the re  a re  wa rs, whe re  the re  a re  divide d a lle gia nce s, whe re  the re  a re  te m pta tions to be  re siste d, obje cts of love  to be  fought for or de fe nde d–the re , obviously, nobility a nd he roism  ha ve  som e  se nse . But the re  a re n't a ny wa rs nowa da ys. The  gre a te st ca re  is ta ke n to pre ve nt you from  loving a ny one  too m uch. The re 's no such thing a s a  divide d a lle gia nce ;  you're  so conditione d tha t you ca n't he lp doing wha t you ought to do. And wha t you ought to do is on the  whole  so ple a sa nt, so m a ny of the  na tura l im pulse s a re  a llowe d fre e  pla y, tha t the re  re a lly a re n't a ny te m pta tions to re sist. And if e ve r, by som e  unlucky cha nce , a nything unple a sa nt should som e how ha ppe n, why, the re 's a lwa ys som a to give  you a  holida y from  the fa cts. And there's a lwa ys som a to ca lm  your a nger, to reconcile you to your e ne m ie s, to m a ke  you pa tie nt a nd long-suffe ring. In the  pa st you could only a ccom plish the se  things by m a king a  gre a t e ffort a nd a fte r ye a rs of ha rd m ora l tra ining. Now, you swa llow two or three ha lf-gra m m e ta blets, a nd there you a re. Anybody ca n be virtuous now. You ca n ca rry a t lea st ha lf your m orta lity a bout in a  bottle. Christianity without tears–that's what som a is."

"But the  te a rs a re  ne ce ssa ry. Don't you re m e m be r wha t Othe llo sa id? 'If a fte r e ve ry 

te m pe st ca m e  such ca lm s, m a y the  winds blow till the y ha ve  wa ke ne d de a th.' 


The re 's a  story one  of the  old India ns use d to te ll us, a bout the  Girl of Má ta ski. The  young m e n who wa nte d to m a rry he r ha d to do a  m orning's hoe ing in he r ga rde n. It se e m e d e a sy;  but the re  we re  flie s a nd m osquitoe s, m a gic one s. Most of the  young m e n sim ply couldn't sta nd the  biting a nd stinging. But the  one  tha t could–he  got the girl."

"Cha rm ing! But in civilized countries," sa id the Controller, "you ca n ha ve girls without hoe ing for the m , a nd the re  a re n't a ny flie s or m osquitoe s to sting you. We  got rid 

of the m  a ll ce nturie s a go."

The  Sa va ge  nodde d, frowning. "You got rid of the m . Ye s, tha t's just like  you. Ge tting rid of e ve rytfung unple a sa nt inste a d of le a rning to put up with it. Whe the r 'tis be tte r in the  m ind to suffe r the  slings a nd a rrows of outra ge ous fortune , or to ta ke  a rm s a ga inst a  se a  of trouble s a nd by opposing e nd the m  … But you don't do e ithe r. Ne ithe r suffe r nor oppose . You just a bolish the  slings a nd a rrows. It's too e a sy."

He  wa s sudde nly sile nt, thinking of his m othe r. In he r room  on the  thirty-se ve nth floor, Linda  ha d floa te d in a  se a  of singing lights a nd pe rfum e d ca re sse s–floa te d a wa y, out of spa ce , out of tim e , out of the  prison of he r m e m orie s, he r ha bits, he r a ge d a nd bloa te d body. And Tom a kin, e x-Dire ctor of Ha tche rie s a nd Conditioning, Tom a kin wa s still on holida y–on holida y from  hum ilia tion a nd pa in, in a  world whe re  he  could not he a r those  words, tha t de risive  la ughte r, could not se e  tha t hide ous fa ce , fe e l those  m oist a nd fla bby a rm s round his ne ck, in a  be a utiful world …

"Wha t you ne e d," the  Sa va ge  we nt on, "is som e thing with te a rs for a  cha nge . Nothing costs e nough he re ."



("Twe lve  a nd a  ha lf m illion dolla rs," He nry Foste r ha d prote ste d whe n the  Sa va ge  told him  tha t. "Twe lve  a nd a  ha lf m illion–tha t's wha t the  ne w Conditioning Ce ntre  cost. Not a  cent less.")

"Exposing wha t is m orta l a nd unsure  to a ll tha t fortune , de a th a nd da nge r da re , e ve n for a n e ggshe ll. Isn't the re  som e thing in tha t?" he  a ske d, looking up a t Musta pha  Mond. "Quite  a pa rt from  God–though of course  God would be  a  re a son for it. Isn't the re  som e thing in living da nge rously?"

"The re 's a  gre a t de a l in it," the  Controlle r re plie d. "Me n a nd wom e n m ust ha ve  the ir 

a dre na ls stim ula te d from  tim e  to tim e ."



"Wha t?" que stione d the  Sa va ge , uncom pre he nding.

"It's one  of the  conditions of pe rfe ct he a lth. Tha t's why we 've  m a de  the  V.P.S. 

tre a tm e nts com pulsory."

"V.P.S.?"



"Viole nt Pa ssion Surroga te . Re gula rly once  a  m onth. We  flood the  whole  syste m  with a dre nin. It's the  com ple te  physiologica l e quiva le nt of fe a r a nd ra ge . All the  tonic e ffe cts of m urde ring De sde m ona  a nd be ing m urde re d by Othe llo, without a ny of the  inconve nie nce s."



"But I like  the  inconve nie nce s."

"We  don't," sa id the  Controlle r. "We  pre fe r to do things com forta bly."

"But I don't want com fort. I want God, I want poetry, I want real danger, I want 

fre e dom , I wa nt goodne ss. I wa nt sin."

"In fa ct," sa id Musta pha  Mond, "you're  cla im ing the  right to be  unha ppy."

"All right the n," sa id the  Sa va ge  de fia ntly, "I'm  cla im ing the  nght to be  unha ppy."

"Not to m e ntion the  right to grow old a nd ugly a nd im pote nt;  the  right to ha ve  


syphilis a nd ca nce r;  the  right to ha ve  too little  to e a t;  the  right to be  lousy;  the  right to live  in consta nt a ppre he nsion of wha t m a y ha ppe n to-m orrow;  the  right to ca tch typhoid;  the  right to be  torture d by unspe a ka ble  pa ins of e ve ry kind." The re  wa s a  long sile nce .

"I cla im  the m  a ll," sa id the  Sa va ge  a t la st.

Musta pha  Mond shrugge d his shoulde rs. "You're  we lcom e ," he  sa id.

Chapte r Eighte e n

THE DOOR wa s a ja r;  the y e nte re d.

"John!"



From  the  ba throom  ca m e  a n unple a sa nt a nd cha ra cte ristic sound.

"Is the re  a nything the  m a tte r?" He lm holtz ca lle d.

The re  wa s no a nswe r. The  unple a sa nt sound wa s re pe a te d, twice ;  the re  wa s sile nce . 

The n, with a  click the  ba throom  door ope ne d a nd, ve ry pa le , the  Sa va ge  e m e rge d.

"I sa y," He lm holtz e xcla im e d solicitously, "you do look ill, John!"

"Did you e a t som e thing tha t didn't a gre e  with you?" a ske d Be rna rd.

The  Sa va ge  nodde d. "I a te  civiliza tion."

"Wha t?"



"It poisone d m e ;  I wa s de file d. And the n," he  a dde d, in a  lowe r tone , "I a te  m y own 

wicke dne ss."



"Yes, but wha t exa ctly? … I m ea n, just now you were …"

"Now I a m  purifie d," sa id the  Sa va ge . "I dra nk som e  m usta rd a nd wa rm  wa te r."

The  othe rs sta re d a t him  in a stonishm e nt. "Do you m e a n to sa y tha t you we re  doing it on purpose ?" a ske d Be rna rd.

"Tha t's how the  India ns a lwa ys purify the m se lve s." He  sa t down a nd, sighing, pa sse d his ha nd a cross his fore he a d. "I sha ll re st for a  fe w m inute s," he  sa id. "I'm  rather tired."



"We ll, I'm  not surprise d," sa id He lm holtz. Afte r a  sile nce , "We 've  com e  to sa y 

good-bye ," he  we nt on in a nothe r tone . "We 're  off to-m orrow m orning."

"Ye s, we 're  off to-m orrow," sa id Be rna rd on whose  fa ce  the  Sa va ge  re m a rke d a  ne w e xpre ssion of de te rm ine d re signa tion. "And by the  wa y, John," he  continue d, le a ning forwa rd in his cha ir a nd la ying a  ha nd on the  Sa va ge 's kne e , "I wa nt to sa y how sorry I a m  a bout e ve rything tha t ha ppe ne d ye ste rda y." He  blushe d. "How a sha m e d," he  we nt on, in spite  of the  unste a dine ss of his voice , "how re a lly …"

The  Sa va ge  cut him  short a nd, ta king his ha nd, a ffe ctiona te ly pre sse d it.



be e n for him , I should …""He lm holtz wa s wonde rful to m e ," Be rna rd re sum e d, a fte r a  little  pa use . "If it ha dn't 

"Now, now," Helm holtz protested.

The re  wa s a  sile nce . In spite  of the ir sa dne ss–be ca use  of it, e ve n;  for the ir sa dne ss wa s the  sym ptom  of the ir love  for one  a nothe r–the  thre e  young m e n we re  ha ppy.


"I we nt to se e  the  Controlle r this m orning," sa id the  Sa va ge  a t la st.

"Wha t for?"



"To a sk if I m ightn't go to the  isla nds with you."

"And wha t did he  sa y?" a ske d He lm holtz e a ge rly.

The  Sa va ge  shook his he a d. "He  wouldn't le t m e ."

"Why not?"

"He  sa id he  wa nte d to go on with the  e xpe rim e nt. But I'm  da m ne d," the  Sa va ge  a dde d, with sudde n fury, "I'm  da m ne d if I'll go on be ing e xpe rim e nte d with. Not for a ll the Controllers in the world. l sha ll go a wa y to-m orrow too."

"But whe re ?" the  othe rs a ske d in unison.



The  Sa va ge  shrugge d his shoulde rs. "Anywhe re . I don't ca re . So long a s I ca n be  a lone ."



From  Guildford the  down-line  followe d the  We y va lle y to Goda lm ing, the n, ove r Milford a nd Witle y, proce e de d to Ha sle m e re  a nd on through Pe te rsfie ld towa rds Portsm outh. Roughly pa ra lle l to it, the  upline  pa sse d ove r Worple sde n, Tongha m , Putte nha m , Elste a d a nd Gra yshott. Be twe e n the  Hog's Ba ck a nd Hindhe a d the re  we re  points whe re  the  two line s we re  not m ore  tha n six or se ve n kilom e tre s a pa rt. The  dista nce  wa s too sm a ll for ca re le ss flye rs–pa rticula rly a t night a nd whe n the y ha d be e n de cide d to de fle ct the  upline  a  fe w kilom e tre s to the  we st. Be twe e n ha d ta ke n ha lf a  gra m m e  too m uch. The re  ha d be e n a ccide nts. Se rious one s. It Gra yshott a nd Tongha m  four a ba ndone d a ir-lighthouse s m a rke d the  course  of the  old Portsm outh-to-London roa d. The  skie s a bove  the m  we re  sile nt a nd de se rte d. It 

wa s ove r Se lborne , Bordon a nd Fa rnha m  tha t the  he licopte rs now ce a se le ssly 

h u m m e d a n d roa re d.

The  Sa va ge  ha d chose n a s his he rm ita ge  the  old light-house  which stood on the  cre st of the  hill be twe e n Putte nha m  a nd Elste a d. The  building wa s of fe rro-concre te  a nd in e xce lle nt condition–a lm ost too com forta ble  the  Sa va ge  ha d thought whe n he  first e xplore d the  pla ce , a lm ost too civilize dly luxurious. He  pa cifie d his conscie nce  by prom ising him se lf a  com pe nsa tingly ha rde r se lf-discipline , purifica tions the  m ore  com ple te  a nd thorough. His first night in the  he rm ita ge  wa s, de libe ra te ly, a  sle e ple ss one . He  spe nt the  hours on his kne e s pra ying, now to tha t He a ve n from  which the guilty Cla udius ha d begged forgiveness, now in Zuñi to Awona wilona , now to Je sus a nd Pookong, now to his own gua rdia n a nim a l, the  e a gle . From  tim e  to tim e  he  stre tche d out his a rm s a s though he  we re  on the  Cross, a nd he ld the m  thus through long m inute s of a n a che  tha t gra dua lly incre a se d till it be ca m e  a  tre m ulous a nd e xcrucia ting a gony;  he ld the m , in volunta ry crucifixion, while  he  re pe a te d, through cle nche d te e th (the  swe a t, m e a nwhile , pouring down his fa ce ), "Oh, forgive  m e ! Oh, m a ke  m e  pure ! Oh, he lp m e  to be  good!" a ga in a nd a ga in, till he  wa s on the  point of fa inting from  the  pa in.

Whe n m orning ca m e , he  fe lt he  ha d e a rne d the  right to inha bit the  lighthouse ;  ye t, e ve n though the re  still wa s gla ss in m ost of the  windows, e ve n though the  vie w from  the  pla tform  wa s so fine . For the  ve ry re a son why he  ha d chose n the  lighthouse  ha d be com e  a lm ost insta ntly a  re a son for going som e whe re  e lse . He  ha d de cide d to live  the re  be ca use  the  vie w wa s so be a utiful, be ca use , from  his va nta ge  point, he  se e m e d to be  looking out on to the  inca rna tion of a  divine  be ing. But who wa s he  to be  pa m pe re d with the  da ily a nd hourly sight of love line ss? Who wa s he  to be  living in the  visible  pre se nce  of God? All he  de se rve d to live  in wa s som e  filthy sty, som e  blind hole  in the  ground. Stiff a nd still a ching a fte r his long night of pa in, but for tha t ve ry re a son inwa rdly re a ssure d, he  clim be d up to the  pla tform  of his towe r, he  looke d out ove r the  bright sunrise  world which he  ha d re ga ine d the  right to inha bit. On the  north the  vie w wa s bounde d by the  long cha lk ridge  of the  Hog's Ba ck, from  be hind whose  e a ste rn e xtre m ity rose  the  towe rs of the  se ve n skyscra pe rs which constitute d Guildford. Se e ing the m , the  Sa va ge  m a de  a  grim a ce ;  but he  wa s to 



be com e  re concile d to the m  in course  of tim e ;  for a t night the y twinue d ga ily with ge om e trica l conste lla tions, or e lse , flood-lighte d, pointe d the ir lum inous finge rs (with a  ge sture  whose  significa nce  nobody in Engla nd but the  Sa va ge  now unde rstood) sole m nly towa rds the  plum ble ss m yste rie s of he a ve n.

In the  va lle y which se pa ra te d the  Hog's Ba ck from  the  sa ndy hill on which the  lighthouse  stood, Putte nha m  wa s a  m ode st little  villa ge  nine  storie s high, with silos, a  poultry fa rm , a nd a  sm a ll vita m in-D fa ctory. On the  othe r side  of the  lighthouse , towa rds the  South, the  ground fe ll a wa y in long slope s of he a the r to a  cha in of pon ds .

Be yond the m , a bove  the  inte rve ning woods, rose  the  fourte e n-story towe r of 

Elste a d. Dim  in the  ha zy English a ir, Hindhe a d a nd Se lborne  invite d the  e ye  into a  blue  rom a ntic dista nce . But it wa s not a lone  the  dista nce  tha t ha d a ttra cte d the  

Sa va ge  to his lighthouse ;  the  ne a r wa s a s se ductive  a s the  fa r. The  woods, the  ope n stre tche s of he a the r a nd ye llow gorse , the  clum ps of Scotch firs, the  shining ponds with their overha nging birch trees, their wa ter lilies, their beds of rushe s–the se  we re  be a utiful a nd, to a n e ye  a ccustom e d to the  a riditie s of the  Am e rica n de se rt, a stonishing. And the n the  solitude ! Whole  da ys pa sse d during which he  ne ve r sa w a  hum a n be ing. The  lighthouse  wa s only a  qua rte r of a n hour's flight from  the  Cha ring-T Towe r;  but the  hills of Ma lpa is we re  ha rdly m ore  de se rte d tha n this Surrey hea th. The crowds tha t da ily left London, left it only to pla y Rie m a nn-surfa ce s we re  a t Guildford. Flowe rs a nd a  la ndsca pe  we re  the  only Ele ctro-m a gne tic Golf or Te nnis. Putte nha m  posse sse d no links;  the  ne a re st a ttra ctions he re . And so, a s the re  wa s no good re a son for com ing, nobody ca m e . During the  first da ys the  Sa va ge  live d a lone  a nd undisturbe d.

Of the  m one y which, on his first a rriva l, John ha d re ce ive d for his pe rsona l e xpe n s e s , m os t h a d be e n  s pe n t on  h is  e qu ipm e n t. Be fore  le a vin g Lon don  h e  h a d bought four viscose -woolle n bla nke ts, rope  a nd string, na ils, glue , a  fe w tools, m a tche s (though he  inte nde d in due  course  to m a ke  a  fire  drill), som e  pots a nd pa ns, two doze n pa cke ts of se e ds, a nd te n kilogra m m e s of whe a t flour. "No, notsynthe tic sta rch a nd cotton-wa ste  flour-substitute ," he  ha d insiste d. "Eve n though it is m ore  nourishing." But whe n it ca m e  to pa n-gla ndula r biscuits a nd vita m inize d be e f-surroga te , he  ha d not be e n a ble  to re sist the  shopm a n's pe rsua sion. Looking a t the  tins now, he  bitte rly re proa che d him se lf for his we a kne ss. Loa the som e  civilize d stuff! He  ha d m a de  up his m ind tha t he  would ne ve r e a t it, e ve n if he  we re  sta rving. "Tha t'll te a ch the m ," he  thought vindictive ly. It would a lso te a ch him .

He  counte d his m one y. The  little  tha t re m a ine d would be  e nough, he  hope d, to tide  him  ove r the  winte r. By ne xt spring, his ga rde n would be  producing e nough to m a ke  him  inde pe nde nt of the  outside  world. Me a nwhile , the re  would a lwa ys be  ga m e . He  ha d se e n ple nty of ra bbits, a nd the re  we re  wa te rfowl on the  ponds. He  se t to work a t once  to m a ke  a  bow a nd a rrows.



The re  we re  a sh tre e s ne a r the  lighthouse  a nd, for a rrow sha fts, a  whole  copse  full of be a utifully stra ight ha ze l sa plings. He  be ga n by fe lling a  young a sh, cut out six fe e t of unbra nche d ste m , strippe d off the  ba rk a nd, pa ring by pa ring, sha ve d a wa y the  white  wood, a s old Mitsim a  ha d ta ught him , until he  ha d a  sta ve  of his own he ight, stiff a t the  thicke ne d ce ntre , live ly a nd quick a t the  sle nde r tips. The  work ga ve  him  a n inte nse  ple a sure . Afte r those  we e ks of idle ne ss in London, with nothing to do, whenever he wa nted a nything, but to press a  switch or turn a  ha ndle, it wa s pure de light to be  doing som e thing tha t de m a nde d skill a nd pa tie nce .

He  ha d a lm ost finishe d whittling the  sta ve  into sha pe , whe n he  re a lize d with a  sta rt tha t he  wa s singing-singing! It wa s a s though, stum bling upon him se lf from  the  outside , he  ha d sudde nly ca ught him se lf out, ta ke n him se lf fla gra ntly a t fa ult. Guiltily he  blushe d. Afte r a ll, it wa s not to sing a nd e njoy him se lf tha t he  ha d com e  he re . It wa s to e sca pe  furthe r conta m ina tion by the  filth of civilize d life ;  it wa s to be  purifie d a nd m a de  good;  it wa s a ctive ly to m a ke  a m e nds. He  re a lize d to his dism a y tha t, a bsorbe d in the  whittling of his bow, he  ha d forgotte n wha t he  ha d sworn to him se lf he  would consta ntly re m e m be r–poor Linda , a nd his own m urde rous unkindne ss to he r, a nd those  loa thsom e  twins, swa rm ing like  lice  a cross the  m yste ry of he r de a th, insulting, with the ir pre se nce , not m e re ly his own grie f a nd re pe nta nce , but the  ve ry gods the m se lve s. He  ha d sworn to re m e m be r, he  ha d sworn unce a singly to m a ke  a m e nds. And the re  wa s he , sitting ha ppily ove r his 


bow-sta ve, singing, a ctua lly singing. …

He  we nt indoors, ope ne d the  box of m usta rd, a nd put som e  wa te r to boil on the  fire .

Ha lf a n hour la te r, thre e  De lta -Minus la ndworke rs from  one  of the  Putte nha m  Boka novsky Groups ha ppe ne d to be  driving to Elste a d a nd, a t the  top of the  hill, we re  a stonishe d to se e  a  young m a n sta nding 0utside  the  a ba ndone d lighthouse  stripped to the wa ist a nd hitting him self with a  whip of knotted cords. His ba ck wa s horizonta lly strea ked with crim son, a nd from  wea l to wea l ra n thin trickles of blood. The  drive r of the  lorry pulle d up a t the  side  of the  roa d a nd, with his two com pa nions, sta re d ope n-m outhe d a t the  e xtra ordina ry spe cta cle . One , two thre e –the y counte d the  stroke s. Afte r the  e ighth, the  young m a n inte rrupte d his finishe d, he  picke d up the  whip a nd be ga n hitting him se lf a ga in. Nine , te n, e le ve n, se lf-punishm e nt to run to the  wood's e dge  a nd the re  be  viole ntly sick. Whe n he  ha d twelve …



"Ford!" whispered the driver. And his twins were of the sa m e opinion.

"Forde y!" the y sa id.

Thre e  da ys la te r, like  turke y buzza rds se tthug on a  corpse , the  re porte rs ca m e .

Drie d a nd ha rde ne d ove r a  slow fire  of gre e n wood, the  bow wa s re a dy. The  Sa va ge  wa s busy on his a rrows. Thirty ha zel sticks ha d been whittled a nd dried, tipped with sha rp na ils, ca re fully nocke d. He  ha d m a de  a  ra id one  night on the  Putte nha m  poultry fa rm , a nd now ha d fe a the rs e nough to e quip a  whole  a rm oury. It wa s a t work upon the  fe a the ring of his sha fts tha t the  first of the  re porte rs found him . Noise le ss on his pne um a tic shoe s, the  m a n ca m e  up be hind him .

"Good-m orning, Mr. Sa va ge ," he  sa id. "I a m  the  re pre se nta tive  of The Hourly Radio."



a rrows, fe a the rs, glue -pot a nd brush in a ll dire ctions.Sta rtle d a s though by the  bite  of a  sna ke , the  Sa va ge  spra ng to his fe e t, sca tte ring 

"I be g your pa rdon," sa id the  re porte r, with ge nuine  com punction. "I ha d no inte ntion …" He  touche d his ha t–the  a lum inum  stove -pipe  ha t in which he  ca rrie d his wire le ss re ce ive r a nd tra nsm itte r. "Excuse  m y not ta king it off," he  sa id. "It's a  bit he a vy. We ll, a s I wa s sa ying, I a m  the  re pre se nta tive  of The Hourly …"

"Wha t do you wa nt?" a ske d the  Sa va ge , scowling. The  re porte r re turne d his m ost 

ingra tia ting sm ile .

"We ll, of course , our re a de rs would be  profoundly inte re ste d …" He  put his he a d on one  side , his sm ile  be ca m e  a lm ost coque ttish. "Just a  fe w words from  you, Mr. Sa va ge." And ra pidly, with a  series of ritua l gestures, he uncoiled two wires conne cte d to the  porta ble  ba tte ry buckle d round his wa ist;  plugge d the m  sim ulta ne ously into the  side s of his a lum inum  ha t;  touche d a  spring on the  crown–a nd a nte nnæ  shot up into the  a ir;  touche d a nothe r spring on the  pe a k of the  brim –a nd, like  a  ja ck-in-the -box, out jum pe d a  m icrophone  a nd hung the re , quive ring, six inche s in front of his nose ;  pulle d down a  pa ir of re ce ive rs ove r his e a rs;  pre sse d a  switch on the  le ft side  of the  ha t-a nd from  within ca m e  a  fa int wa spy buzzing;  turne d a  knob on the  right–a nd the  buzzing wa s inte rrupte d by a  ste thoscopic whe e ze  a nd ca ckle , by hiccoughs a nd sudde n sque a ks. "Hullo," he  sa id to the  m icrophone , "hullo, hullo …" A be ll sudde nly ra ng inside  his ha t. "Is tha t you, Edze l? Prim o Me llon spe a king. Ye s, I've  got hold of him . Mr. Sa va ge  will now ta ke  the  m icrophone  a nd sa y a  fe w words. Won't you, Mr. Sa va ge ?" He  looke d up a t the  Sa va ge  with a nothe r of those  winning sm ile s of his. "Just te ll our re a de rs why you ca m e  he re . Wha t m a de  you le a ve  London (hold on, Edze l!) so ve ry sudde nly. And, of course, tha t whip." (The Sa va ge sta rted. How did they know a bout the whip?) "We 're  a ll cra zy to know a bout the  whip. And the n som e thing a bout Civiliza tion. You know the sort of stuff. 'Wha t I think of the Civilized Girl.' Just a  few words, a  very 

few …"



The  Sa va ge  obe ye d with a  disconce rting lite ra lne ss. Five  words he  utte re d a nd no m ore -five  words, the  sa m e  a s those  he  ha d sa id to Be rna rd a bout the  


Arch-Com m unity-Songste r of Ca nte rbury. "Háni! S ons éso tse-ná!" And se izing the  re porte r by the  shoulde r, he  spun him  round (the  young m a n re ve a le d him se lf invitingly well-covered), a im ed a nd, with a ll the force a nd a ccura cy of a  cha m pion foot-a nd-m outh-ba lle r, de live re d a  m ost prodigious kick.

Eight m inute s la te r, a  ne w e dition of The Hourly Radio wa s on sa le  in the  stre e ts of London. "HOURLY RADIO REPORTER HAS COCCYX KICKED BY MYSTERY SAVAGE," ra n the  he a dline s on the  front pa ge . "SENSATION IN SURREY."

"Se nsa tion e ve n in London," thought the  re porte r whe n, on his re turn, he  re a d the  words. And a  very pa inful sensa tion, wha t wa s m ore. He sa t down gingerly to his lunche on.



Unde te rre d by tha t ca utiona ry bruise  on the ir colle a gue 's coccyx, four othe r reporters, representing the New York Tim es, the Fra nkfurt Four-Dim ensional Continuum, The Fordian Science Monitor, a nd The Delta Mirror, ca lle d tha t a fte rnoon a t the  lighthouse  a nd m e t with re ce ptions of progre ssive ly incre a sing viole nce .

From  a  sa fe  dista nce  a nd still rubbing his buttocks, "Be nighte d fool!" shoute d the  m a n  from  The Fordian Science Monitor, "why don't you ta ke som a?"

"Ge t a wa y!" The  Sa va ge  shook his fist.

The  othe r re tre a te d a  fe w ste ps the n turne d round a ga in. "Evil's a n unre a lity if you ta ke  a  cou ple  of gra m m e s."

"Kohakwa iyathtokyai!" The  tone  wa s m e na cingly de risive .

"Pa in's a  de lusion."



"Oh, is it?" sa id the  Sa va ge  a nd, picking up a  thick ha ze l switch, strode  forwa rd.

The  m a n from  The  Fordia n Scie nce  Monitor m a de  a  da sh for his he licopte r.

Afte r tha t the  Sa va ge  wa s le ft for a  tim e  in pe a ce . A fe w he licopte rs ca m e  a nd hovered inquisitively round the tower. He shot a n a rrow into the im portuna tely ne a re st of the m . It pie rce d the  a lum inum  floor of the  ca bin;  the re  wa s a  shrill ye ll, a nd the m a chine went rocketing up into the a ir with a ll the a ccelera tion tha t its supe r-cha rge r could give  it. The  othe rs, in future , ke pt the ir dista nce  re spe ctfully. Ignoring the ir tire som e  hum m ing (he  like ne d him se lf in his im a gina tion to one  of the  suitors of the  Ma ide n of Má tsa ki, unm ove d a nd pe rsiste nt a m ong the  winge d ve rm in), the  Sa va ge  dug a t wha t wa s to be  his ga rde n. Afte r a  tim e  the  ve rm in e vide ntly be ca m e  bore d a nd fle w a wa y;  for hours a t a  stre tch the  sky a bove  his he a d wa s e m pty a nd, but for the  la rks, sile nt.

The  we a the r wa s bre a thle ssly hot, the re  wa s thunde r in the  a ir. He  ha d dug a ll the  m orning a nd wa s re sting, stre tche d out a long the  floor. And sudde nly the  thought of Le nina  wa s a  re a l pre se nce , na ke d a nd ta ngible , sa ying "Swe e t!" a nd "Put your a rm s round m e !"–in shoe s a nd socks, pe rfum e d. Im pude nt strum pe t! But oh, oh, he r a rm s round his ne ck, the  lifting of he r bre a sts, he r m outh! Ete rnity wa s in our lips a nd e ye s. Le nina  … No, no, no, no! He  spra ng to his fe e t a nd, ha lf na ke d a s he  wa s, ra n out of the  house . At the  e dge  of the  he a th stood a  clum p of hoa ry junipe r bushe s. He  flung him se lf a ga inst the m , he  e m bra ce d, not the  sm ooth body of his de sire s, but a n a rm ful of gre e n spike s. Sha rp, with a  thousa nd points, the y pricke d him . He  trie d to think of poor Linda , bre a thle ss a nd dum b, with he r clutching ha nds a nd the  unutte ra ble  te rror in he r e ye s. Poor Linda  whom  he  ha d sworn to re m e m be r. But it wa s still the  pre se nce  of Le nina  tha t ha unte d him . Le nina  whom  he  ha d prom ise d to forge t. Eve n through the  sta b a nd stm g of the  junipe r ne e dle s, his wincing fiesh wa s a wa re of her, unesca pa bly rea l. "Sweet, sweet … And if you wa nted m e too, why didn't you …"

The  whip wa s ha nging on a  na il by the  door, re a dy to ha nd a ga inst the  a rriva l of re porte rs. In a  fre nzy the  Sa va ge  ra n ba ck to the  house , se ize d it, whirle d it. The  knotte d cords bit into his fle sh.


"Strum pe t! Strum pe t!" he  shoute d a t e ve ry blow a s though it we re  Le nina  (a nd how frantically, without knowing it, he wished it were), white, warm , scented, infam ous Le nina  tha t he  wa s dogging thus. "Strum pe t!" And the n, in a  voice  of de spa ir, "Oh, Linda , forgive  m e . Forgive  m e , God. I'm  ba d. I'm  wicke d. I'm  … No, no, you strum pe t, you strum pe t!"

From  his ca refully constructed hide in the wood three hundred m etres a wa y, Da rwin Bona pa rte , the  Fe e ly Corpora tion's m ost e xpe rt big ga m e  photogra phe r ha d wa tche d the  whole  proce e dings. Pa tie nce  a nd skill ha d be e n re wa rde d. He  ha d spe nt thre e  da ys sitting inside  the  bole  of a n a rtificia l oa k tre e , thre e  nights cra wling on his be lly through the  he a the r, hiding m icrophone s in gorse  bushe s, burying wire s in the  soft gre y sa nd. Se ve nty-two hours of profound discom fort. But now m e  gre a t m om e nt ha d com e –the  gre a te st, Da rwin Bona pa rte  ha d tim e  to re fle ct, a s he  m ove d a m ong his instrum e nts, the  gre a te st since  his ta king of the  fa m ous a ll-howling ste re oscopic fe e ly of the  gorilla s' we dding. "Sple ndid," he  sa id to him se lf, a s the  Sa va ge  sta rte d his a stonishing pe rform a nce . "Sple ndid!" He  ke pt his te le scopic ca m e ra s ca re fully a im e d–glue d to the ir m oving obje ctive ;  cla ppe d on a  highe r powe r to ge t a  close -up of the  fra ntic a nd distorte d fa ce  (a dm ira ble !);  switche d ove r, for ha lf a  m inute , to slow m otion (a n e xquisite ly com ica l e ffe ct, he  prom ise d him se lf);  liste ne d in, m e a nwhile , to the  blows, the  groa ns, the  wild a nd ra ving words tha t we re  be ing re corde d on the  sound-tra ck a t the  e dge  of his film , tried the effect of a  little a m plifica tion (yes, tha t wa s decidedly better);  wa s de lighte d to he a r, in a  m om e nta ry lull, the  shrill singing of a  la rk;  wishe d the  Sa va ge  would turn round so tha t he  could ge t a  good close -up of the  blood on his ba ck–a nd a lm ost insta ntly (wha t a stonishing luck!) the  a ccom m oda ting fe llow did turn round, a nd he  wa s a ble  to ta ke  a  pe rfe ct close -up.

"We ll, tha t wa s gra nd!" he  sa id to him se lf whe n it wa s a ll ove r. "Re a lly gra nd!" He  m oppe d his fa ce . Whe n the y ha d put in the  fe e ly e ffe cts a t the  studio, it would be  a  wonde rful film . Alm ost a s good, thought Da rwin Bona pa rte , a s the  Sperm  Whale's Love-Life–a nd tha t, by Ford, wa s sa ying a  good de a l!

Twe lve  da ys la te r The  Sa va ge  of Surre y ha d be e n re le a se d a nd could be  se e n, he a rd a nd fe lt in e ve ry first-cla ss fe e ly-pa la ce  in We ste rn Europe .

The  e ffe ct of Da rwin Bona pa rte 's film  wa s im m e dia te  a nd e norm ous. On the  a fte rnoon which followe d the  e ve ning of its re le a se  John's rustic solitude  wa s sudde nly broke n by the  a rriva l ove rhe a d of a  gre a t swa rm  of he licopte rs.

He  wa s digging in his ga rde n–digging, too, in his own m ind, la boriously turning up the  substa nce  of his thought. De a th–a nd he  drove  in his spa de  once , a nd a ga in, a nd ye t a ga in. And a ll our ye ste rda ys ha ve  lighte d fools the  wa y to dusty de a th. A convincing thunde r rum ble d through the  words. He  lifte d a nothe r spa de ful of e a rth. Why ha d Linda  die d? Why ha d she  be e n a llowe d to be com e  gra dua lly le ss tha n hum a n a nd a t la st … He  shudde re d. A good kissing ca rrion. He  pla nte d his foot on his spa de  a nd sta m pe d it fie rce ly into the  tough ground. As flie s to wa nton boys a re  we  to the  gods;  the y kill us for the ir sport. Thunde r a ga in;  words tha t procla im e d the m se lve s true –true r som e how tha n truth itse lf. And ye t tha t sa m e  Glouce ste r ha d ca lle d the m  e ve r-ge ntle  gods. Be side s, thy be st of re st is sle e p a nd tha t thou oft provok'st;  ye t grossly fe a r'st thy de a th which is no m ore . No m ore  tha n sle e p. 

Sle e p. Pe rcha nce  to dre a m . His spa de  struck a ga inst a  stone ;  he  stoope d to pick it up. For in tha t sle e p of de a th, wha t dre a m s? …

A hum m ing ove rhe a d ha d be com e  a  roa r;  a nd sudde nly he  wa s in sha dow, the re  wa s som e thing be twe e n the  sun a nd him . He  looke d up, sta rtle d, from  his digging, from  his thoughts;  looke d up in a  da zzle d be wilde rm e nt, his m ind still wa nde ring in tha t othe r world of true r-tha n-truth, still focuse d on the  im m e nsitie s of de a th a nd de ity;  looke d up a nd sa w, close  a bove  him , the  swa rm  of hove ring m a chine s. Like  locusts the y ca m e , hung poise d, de sce nde d a ll a round him  on the  he a the r. And from  out of the  be llie s of the se  gia nt gra sshoppe rs ste ppe d m e n in white  viscose -fla nne ls, wom e n (for the  we a the r wa s hot) in a ce ta te -sha ntung pyja m a s or ve lve te e n shorts a nd sle e ve le ss, ha lf-unzippe re d single ts–one  couple  from  e a ch. In a  fe w m inute s the re  we re  doze ns of the m , sta nding in a  wide  circle  round the  lighthouse , sta ring, la ughing, clicking the ir ca m e ra s, throwing (a s to a n a pe ) pe a nuts, pa cke ts of se x-horm one  che wing-gum , pa n-gla ndua r petite beurres. And e ve ry m om e nt–for a cross the  Hog's Ba ck the  stre a m  of tra ffic now flowe d 


unce a singly–the ir num be rs incre a se d. As in a  nightm a re , the  doze ns be ca m e  

score s, the  score s hundre ds.

The  Sa va ge  ha d re tre a te d towa rds cove r, a nd now, in the  posture  of a n a nim a l a t ba y, stood with his ba ck to the  wa ll of the  lighthouse , sta ring from  fa ce  to fa ce  in spe e chle ss horror, like  a  m a n out of his se nse s.

From  this stupor he  wa s a rouse d to a  m ore  im m e dia te  se nse  of re a lity by the  im pa ct on his che e k of a  we ll-a im e d pa cke t of che wing-gum . A shock of sta rtling pa in–a nd he  wa s broa d a wa ke , a wa ke  a nd fie rce ly a ngry.

"Go a wa y!" he  shoute d.

The  a pe  ha d spoke n;  the re  wa s a  burst of la ughte r a nd ha nd-cla pping. "Good old Sa va ge ! Hurra h, hurra h!" And through the  ba be l he  he a rd crie s of:  "Whip, whip, the  whip!"

Acting on the  word's sugge stion, he  se ize d the  bunch of knotte d cords from  its na il be hind the  door a nd shook it a t his torm e ntors.



The re  wa s a  ye ll of ironica l a ppla use .

Me na cingly he  a dva nce d towa rds the m . A wom a n crie d out in fe a r. The  line  wa ve re d a t its m ost im m e dia te ly thre a te ne d point, the n stiffe ne d a ga in, stood firm . The  consciousne ss of be ing in ove rwhe lm ing force  ha d give n the se  sightse e rs a  coura ge  which the  Sa va ge  ha d not e xpe cte d of the m . Ta ke n a ba ck, he  ha lte d a nd looke d round.



"Why don't you le a ve  m e  a lone ?" The re  wa s a n a lm ost pla intive  note  in his a nge r.

"Ha ve  a  fe w m a gne sium -sa lte d a lm onds!" sa id the  m a n who, if the  Sa va ge  we re  to a dva nce , would be  the  first to be  a tta cke d. He  he ld out a  pa cke t. "The y're  re a lly ve ry good, you know," he  a dde d, with a  ra the r ne rvous sm ile  of propita tion. "And the  m a gne sium  sa lts will he lp to ke e p you young."

The  Sa va ge  ignore d his offe r. "Wha t do you wa nt with m e ?" he  a ske d, turning from  one  grinning fa ce  to a nothe r. "Wha t do you wa nt with m e ?"

"The  whip," a nswe re d a  hundre d voice s confuse dly. "Do the  whipping stunt. Le t's se e  

the whipping stunt."

The n, in unison a nd on a  slow, he a vy rhythm , "We -wa nt-the  whip," shoute d a  group a t the  e nd of the  line . "We –wa nt–the  whip."

Othe rs a t once  took up the  cry, a nd the  phra se  wa s re pe a te d, pa rrot-fa shion, a ga in a nd a ga in, with a n e ve r-growing volum e  of sound, until, by the  se ve nth or e ighth reitera tion, no other word wa s being spoken. "We–wa nt–the whip."

The y we re  a ll crying toge the r;  a nd, intoxica te d by the  noise , the  una nim ity, the  se nse  of rhythm ica l a tone m e nt, the y m ight, it se e m e d, ha ve  gone  on for hours-a lm ost inde finite ly. But a t a bout the  twe nty-fifth re pe tition the  proce e dings were sta rtlingly interrupted. Yet a nother helicopter ha d a rrived from  a cross the Hog's Ba ck, hung poise d a bove  the  crowd, the n droppe d within a  fe w ya rds of whe re  the  Sa va ge  wa s sta nding, in the  ope n spa ce  be twe e n the  line  of sightse e rs a nd the  lighthouse . The  roa r of the  a ir scre ws m om e nta rily drowne d the  shouting;  the n, a s the  m a chine  touche d the  ground a nd the  e ngine s we re  turne d off:  "We –wa nt–the  whip;  we –wa nt–the  whip," broke  out a ga in in the  sa m e  loud, insiste nt m onotone .

The  door of the  he licopte r ope ne d, a nd out ste ppe d, first a  fa ir a nd ruddy-fa ce d young m a n, the n, in gre e n ve lve te e n shorts, white  shirt, a nd jocke y ca p, a  young 

wom a n.



At the  sight of the  young wom a n, the  Sa va ge  sta rte d, re coile d, turne d pa le .


The  young wom a n stood, sm iling a t him –a n unce rta in, im ploring, a lm ost a bje ct sm ile . The  se conds pa sse d. He r lips m ove d, she  wa s sa ying som e thing;  but the  sound of he r voice  wa s cove re d by the  loud re ite ra te d re fra in of the  sightse e rs.

"We–want–the whip! We–want–the whip!"

The  young wom a n pre sse d both ha nds to he r le ft side , a nd on tha t pe a ch-bright, doll-be a utiful fa ce  of he rs a ppe a re d a  stra nge ly incongrous e xpre ssion of ye a rning distre ss. He r blue  e ye s se e m e d to grow la rge r, brighte r;  a nd sudde nly two te a rs rolle d down he r che e ks. Ina udibly, she  spoke  a ga in;  the n, with a  quick, im pa ssione d ge sture  stre tche d out he r a rm s towa rds the  Sa va ge , ste ppe d forwa rd.

"We–want–the whip! We–want …"

And a ll of a  sudde n the y ha d wha t the y wa nte d.

"Strum pe t!" The  Sa va ge  ha d rushe d a t he r like  a  m a dm a n. "Fitche w!" Like  a  

m a dm a n, he  wa s sla shing a t he r with his whip of sm a ll cords.

Te rrifie d, she  ha d turne d to fle e , ha d trippe d a nd fa lle n in the  he a the r. "He nry, He nry!" she  shoute d. But he r ruddy-fa ce d com pa nion ha d bolte d out of ha rm 's wa y be hind the  he licopte r.

With a  whoop of de lighte d e xcite m e nt the  line  broke ;  the re  wa s a  conve rge nt sta m pe de  towa rds tha t m a gne tic ce ntre  of a ttra ction. Pa in wa s a  fa scina ting horror.

"Fry, le che ry, fry!" Fre nzie d, the  Sa va ge  sla she d a ga in.

Hungrily the y ga the re d round, pushing a nd scra m bling like  swine  a bout the  trough.

"Oh, the  fle sh!" The  Sa va ge  ground his te e th. This tim e  it wa s on his shoulde rs tha t 

the whip descended. "Kill it, kill it!"

Dra wn by the  fa scina tion of the  horror of pa in a nd, from  within, im pe lle d by tha t ha bit of coope ra tion, tha t de sire  for una nim ity a nd a tone m e nt, which the ir conditioning ha d so ine ra dica bly im pla nte d in the m , the y be ga n to m im e  the  fre nzy of his ge sture s, striking a t one  a nothe r a s the  Sa va ge  struck a t his own re be llious fle sh, or a t tha t plum p inca rna tion of turpitude  writhing in the  he a the r a t his fe e t.

"Kill it, kill it, kill it …" The Sa va ge went on shouting.

The n sudde nly som e body sta rte d singing "Orgy-porgy" a nd, in a  m om e nt, the y ha d a ll ca ught up the  re fra in a nd, singing, ha d be gun to da nce . Orgy-porgy, round a nd round a nd round, be a ting one  a nothe r in six-e ight tim e . Orgy-porgy …

It wa s a fte r m idnight whe n the  la st of the  he licopte rs took its flight. Stupe fie d by som a , a nd e xha uste d by a  long-dra wn fre nzy of se nsua lity, the  Sa va ge  la y sle e ping in the  he a the r. The  sun wa s a lre a dy high whe n he  a woke . He  la y for a  m om e nt, blinking in owlish incom pre he nsion a t the  light;  the n sudde nly re m e m be re d–e ve rything.

"Oh, m y God, m y God!" He  cove re d his e ye s with his ha nd.



Tha t e ve ning the  swa rm  of he licopte rs tha t ca m e  buzzing a cross the  Hog's Ba ck wa s a  da rk cloud te n kilom e tre s long. The  de scription of la st night's orgy of a tone m e nt ha d be e n in a ll the  pa pe rs.

"Sa va ge !" ca lle d the  first a rriva ls, a s the y a lighte d from  the ir m a chine . "Mr. Sa va ge !"

There wa s no a nswer.

The  door of the  lighthouse  wa s a ja r. The y pushe d it ope n a nd wa lke d into a  shuttered twilight. Through a n a rchwa y on the further side of the room  they could 


se e  the  bottom  of the  sta irca se  tha t le d up to the  highe r floors. Just unde r the  

crown of the  a rch da ngle d a  pa ir of fe e t.

"Mr. Sa va ge!"

Slowly, very slowly, like two unhurried com pa ss needles, the feet turned towa rds the right;  north, north-e a st, e a st, south-e a st, south, south-south-we st;  the n pa use d, a nd, a fte r a  fe w se conds, turne d a s unhurrie dly ba ck towa rds the  le ft. South-south-we st, south, south-e a st, e a st. …

1 9 3 2

OPS/image-232.png





OPS/image-231.png





OPS/cover.png
Brave New World
by

Aldous Leonard Husley (1894-1963)

Chapter One
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light glared through the windows. hungrly seeking some draped lay igure. some
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e boys seribbied like mad
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T Shall begin at the begining.” said the D.H.C. and the more zealous students
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