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LANARK
Alasdair Gray $20.00

The public/.+ +/ LANARK in Scotland
signalled ¢/ /7r.ry debut of a writer of
extraordi /. * power and originality. Nearly:
ten years in ¢ writing, this epic blend of
myth and autobiography was critically
acclaimed and its author compared to Dante,
William Blake, Lewis Carroll, James Joyce,
George Orwell, Aldous Huxley and
Hieronymous Bosch. Anthony Burgess has
called Gray the best Scottish novelist since
Walter Scott and chose LANARK as one of
the best 99 novels of our time.

Gray’s modernist fable opens in the city of
Unthank, a drab, rain-shrouded place where
people fall prey to strange diseases, turn into
crustaceans, are plagued by an omnipresent
bureaucracy, or suddenly disappear. Lanark
is one who disappears; he finds himself in the
Institute where those who are saved attempt
to save those who are diseased, but where the
many are sacrificed to benefit the few.
Consulting the Oracle about a past he cannot
remember, Lanark learns of the tragic life of
his alter ego, the young artist Duncan Thaw.
His youth in Glasgow, his struggles with his
artistic temperament and his uncertain
growth toward manhood form a moving,
naturalistic portrait of adolescence,
reminiscent of D. H. Lawrence’s Sons and
Lovers and Joyce’s Portrait of the Artist.

With Thaw’s death, the tale returns to
Lanark’s escape from the Institute and his
travels through the mist and time chaos of the
Intercalendrical Zone to the thriving city of
Provan. Through Lanark’s adventures —
grotesque, nightmarish, visionary, touching
— and the rich range of characters he meets,
the novel builds up a remarkable picture of the
hopes and ills of the modern world.
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Creatures shall be seen on the earth who will always be fighting
one another, with the greatest losses and frequent deaths on
either side. There will be no bounds to their malice; by their
strong limbs the vast forests of the world shall be laid low;
and when they are filled with food they shall gratify their desires
by dealing out death,affliction,labour, terror, and banishment
to every living thing; and from their boundless pride they will
desire to rise towards heaven, but the excessive weight of their
limbs will hold them down. Nothing shall remain on the earth
or under the earth or in the waters that shall not be pursued,
disturbed, or spoiled, and that which is in one country removed
into another. And their bodies shall be made the tomb and the
means of transit of all the living bodies they have slain.

O earth, why do you not open and hurl them into the deep
fissures of thy vast abysses and caverns, and no longer display
in the sight of heaven so cruel and horrible a monster?

—From Leonardo da Vinci’s Notebooks
VLADIMIR: Suppose we repented.
ESTRAGON: Repented what?

VLADIMIR: Oh . . . (he reflects) We wouldn’t have to go into
the details.

—From Beckett’s Waiting for Godot
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CHAPTER 1. The Elite

The Elite Café was entered by a staircase from the foyer of a
cinema. A landing two thirds of the way up had a door into
the cinema itself, but people going to the Elite climbed farther
and came to a large dingy-looking room full of chairs and low
coffee tables. The room seemed dingy, not because it was un-
clean but because of the lighting. A crimson carpet covered
the floor, the chairs were upholstered in scarlet, the low ceiling
was patterned with whorled pink plaster, but ‘dim green wall
lights turned these colours into varieties of brown and made
the skins of the customers look greyish and dead. The entrance
was in a corner of the room, and the opposite corner held a
curved chromium and plastic counter where a bald fat smiling
man stood behind the glittering handles of a coffee machine.
He wore black trousers, white shirt and black bow tie and
was either dumb or unusually reticent. He never spoke; the
customers only addressed him to order coffee or cigarettes,
and when not serving these he stood so still that the counter
seemed an extension of him, like the ring round Saturn. A
door by the bar opened onto a narrow outdoor balcony above
the cinema entrance. This had room for three crowded-together
metal-topped tables with parasols through the middle. Coffee
was not drunk here because the sky was often dark with strong
wind and frequent rain. The tabletops had little puddles on
them, the collapsed cloth of the parasols flapped soddenly
against the poles, the seats were dank, yet a man of about
twenty-four usually sat here, huddled in a black raincoat with
the collar turned up. Sometimes he gazed in a puzzled way
at the black sky, sometimes he bit thoughtfully on the knuckle

of his thumb. Nobody else used the balcony.
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When the Elite was full most languages and dialects could
be heard there. The customers were under thirty and sat in
cliques of five or six. There were political cliques, religious
cliques, artistic cliques, homosexual cliques and criminal cliques.
Some cliques talked about athletics, others about motor cars,
others about jazz. Some cliques were centred on particular peo-
ple, the biggest being dominated by Sludden. His clique usually
occupied a sofa by the balcony door. An adjacent clique con-
tained people who had belonged to Sludden’s clique but grown
tired of it (as they claimed) or been expelled from it (as Sludden
claimed). The cliques disliked each other and none liked the
café much. It was common for a customer to put down his
coffee cup and say, ““The Elite is a hellish place. I don’t know
why we come here. The coffee’s bad, the lighting’s bad, the
whole dump teems with poofs and wogs and Jews. Let’s start
a fashion for going somewhere else.”” And someone would
answer, ‘‘There is nowhere else. Galloway’s Tearoom is too
bourgeois, all businessmen and umbrella stands and stuffed
stags’ heads. The Shangri-la has a jukebox that half deafens
you, and anyway it’s full of hardmen. Armstrong had his face
slashed there. There are pubs, of course, but we can’t always
be drinking. No, this may be a hellish place but it’s all we
have. It’s central, it’s handy for the cinema and at least it’s a
change from home.”

The café was often crowded and never completely empty,
but on one occasion it nearly emptied. The man in the black
raincoat came in from the balcony and saw nobody but the
waiter and Sludden, who sat on his usual sofa. The man hung
his coat on a hook and ordered a coffee. When he left the
counter he saw Sludden watching him with amusement.
Sludden said, “Did you find it, Lanark?”

“Find what? What do you mean?”’

“Find what you were looking for on the balcony? Or do you
go there to avoid us? I'd like to know. You interest me.”
“How do you know my name?”’

“Oh, we all know your name. One of us is usually in the queue
when they shout it at the security place. Sit down.”

Sludden patted the sofa beside him. Lanark hesitated, then put
his cup on the table and sat. Sludden said, “Tell me why you
use the balcony.”

“I'm looking for daylight.”

Sludden pursed his mouth as if tasting sourness. ““This is hardly
a season for daylight.”
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“You're wrong. I saw some not long ago and it lasted while
I counted over four hundred, and it used to last longer. Do
you mind my talking about this?”’

“Go on! You couldn’t discuss it with many people, but I've
thought things out. Now you are trying to think things out
and that interests me. Say what you like.”

Lanark was pleased and annoyed. He was lonely enough to
feel flattered when people spoke to him but he disliked condes-
cension. He said coldly, “There’s not much to say.”

“But why do you like daylight? We’re well lit by the usual
means.”’

“I can measure time with it. I've counted thirty days since
coming here, maybe I've missed a few by sleeping or drinking
coffee, but when I remember something I can say, ‘It happened
two days ago,’ or ten, or twenty. This gives my life a feeling
of erdeg

“And how do you spend your . . . days?”

“I walk and visit libraries and cinemas. When short of money
I go to the security place. But most of the time I watch the
sky from the balcony.”

“And are you happy?”’

“No, but I'm content. There are nastier ways of living.”’
Sludden laughed. ““No wonder you’ve a morbid obsession with
daylight. Instead of visiting ten parties since you came here,
laying ten women and getting drunk ten times, you’'ve watched
thirty days go by. Instead of making life a continual feast you
chop it into days and swallow them regularly, like pills.”
Lanark looked sideways at Sludden. “‘Is your life a continual
feast?”

“I enjoy myself. Do you?”

“No. But I'm content.”

“Why are you content with so little?”

“What else can I have?”’

Customers had been arriving and the café was nearly full.
Sludden was more casual than when the conversation started.
He said carelessly, “Moments of vivid excitement are what
make life worth living, moments when a man feels exalted
and masterful. We can get them from drugs, crime and gam-
bling, but the price is rather high. We can get them from a
special interest, like sports, music or religion. Have you a special
interest?”’

“No."’

“And we get them from work and love. By work I don’t mean
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shovelling coal or teaching children; I mean work which gives
you a conspicuous place in the world. And by love I don’t
mean marriage or friendship, I mean independent love which
stops when the excitement stops. Perhaps I've surprised you
by putting work and love in the same category, but both are
ways of mastering other people.”

Lanark brooded on this. It seemed logical. He said abruptly,
“What work could I do?”’

“Have you visited Galloway’s Tearoom?”’

“Yes.”

“Did you speak to anyone there?”’

“No.”

“Then you can’t be a businessman. I'm afraid you’ll have to
take up art. Art is the only work open to people who can’t
get along with others and still want to be special.”

“I could never be an artist. ['ve nothing to tell people.”
Sludden started laughing. “You haven’t understood a word
['ve spoken.”

Lanark had an inner restraint which stopped him displaying
much resentment or anger. He pressed his lips together
and frowned at the coffee cup. Sludden said, ““An artist doesn’t
tell people things, he expresses himself. If the self is unusual
his work shocks or excites people. Anyway, it forces his person-
ality on them. Here comes Gay at last. Would you mind making
room for her?”’

A thin, tired-looking, pretty girl approached them between
the crowded tables. She smiled shyly at Lanark and sat beside
Sludden, saying anxiously, “Am I late? I came as soon as—""
He said coldly, ““You kept me waiting.”

“Oh, I'm sorry, I really am sorry. I came as fast as [ could. I
didn’t mean to—"

“Get me cigarettes.”’

Lanark looked embarrassedly at the tabletop. When Gay had
gone to the counter he said, ““What do you do?”’

“Eh?”

“Are you a businessman? Or an artist?”’

“Oh, I do nothing, with fantastic ability.”

Lanark looked hard at Sludden’s face for some trace of a smile.
Sludden said, ““Occupations are ways of imposing yourself on
others. I can impose myself without doing a thing. I'm not
boasting. It just happens to be the truth.”

“It’s modest of you to say so,” said Lanark, “‘but you're wrong
to say you do nothing. You talk very well.”
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Sludden smiled and received a cigarette from Gay, who had
returned meekly to his side. He said, ‘I don’t often talk as
frankly as this; my ideas would be wasted on most people.
But I think I can help you. Do you know any women here?”
“None.”

“I’ll introduce you to some.”

Sludden turned to Gay and lightly pinched the lobe of her
ear, asking amiably, ““Who will we give to him? Frankie?”
Gay lzughed and at once looked happy. She said, ““Oh no Slud-
den, Frankie’s noisy and vulgar and Lanark’s the thoughtful
type. Not Frankie.”

“What about Nan, then? She’s quiet, in a will-’0o-be-my-daddy
sort of way.”

“But Nan'’s crazy about you!”

“I know, and it’s a nuisance. I'm tired of seeing her weep in
the corner whenever you touch my knee. Let’s give her to
Lanark. No. I've a better idea. I'll take Nan and Lanark can
have you. How would you like that?”’

Gay leaned toward Sludden and kissed him daintily on the
cheek. He said, ‘“‘No. We’ll give him Rima.”

Gay frowned and said, ‘I don’t like Rima. She’s sly.”

“Not sly. Self-contained.”

“But Toal is keen on her. They go around together.”

“That means nothing. He has a sister fixation on her and she
has a brother fixation on him. Their relationship is purely inces-
tuous. Anyway, she despises him. We’'ll give her to Lanark.”
Lanark smiled and said, “You're very kind.”

He had heard somewhere that Gay and Sludden were engaged.
A fur gauntlet on Gay’s left hand stopped him seeing if she
wore a ring, but she and Sludden exhibited the sort of public
intimacy proper to an engaged couple. Lanark had been im-
pressed unwillingly by Sludden but now Gay had come he
felt comfortable with him. In spite of the talk about “‘indepen-
dent love” he seemed to practise a firmer sort than was usual
in the Elite.

Sludden’s clique arrived from the cinema. Frankie was
plump and vivacious and wore a tight pale-blue skirt and had
pale-blue hair bunched round her head. Nan was a small shy
uncombed blonde of about sixteen. Rima had an interesting,
not pretty face with black hair drawn smoothly from her brow
and fixed in a ponytail at the back. Toal was small, haggard,
and pleasant, with a young pointed red beard, and there was
a large stout pale boy called McPake in the uniform of a first
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lieutenant. Sludden, an arm round Gay’s waist, neither paused
nor glanced at his fnends but_continued .talking to Lanark as
they sat down on each side of him. Frankie was the only one
who paid Lanark special attention. She stood staring at him
with feet apart and hands on hips and when Sludden stopped
talking she said loudly, “It’s the mystery man! We’'ve been
joined by the mystery man!”’ She stuck her stomach forward
and said, “What do you think of my belly, mystery man?”’
“It probably does its work,’” said Lanark.

Sludden smiled slightly and the others looked amused.

“Oh! He makes little jokes!” said Frankie. ““Good. I'll sit beside
him and make McPake jealous.”

She sat beside Lanark and rested her hand on his thigh. He
tried not to look embarrassed and managed to look confused.
Frankie said, ““God! He’s gone as tense as . . . hm. I'd better
not say. Relax, son, can’t you? No, he can’t relax. Rima, I'll
change seats with you. I want to sit with McPake after all.
He’s fat, but he responds.”

She changed seats with Rima. Lanark felt relieved and insulted.

Two or three conversations began around him but he
lacked the confidence to join one. Rima offered a cigarette.
He said, “Thank you. Is your friend drunk?”’

“Frankie? No, she’s usually like that. She’s not really my friend.
Did she upset you?”’

“Yes.”

“You’'ll get used to her. She’s amusing if you don’t take her
seriously.”

Rima spoke in an odd, mewing, monotonous voice, as if no
words were worth emphasis. Lanark looked sideways at her
profile. He saw black glossy hair drawn back from a white
brow, a large perfect eye slightly emphasized by mascara, a
big straightish nose, a small straight mouth without lipstick, a
small firm chin, a neat little bust under a black sweater. If
she felt his glance she pretended not to but tilted her head
back to breathe smoke from her nostrils. This so reminded
him of a little girl trying to smoke like a woman that he felt
an ache of unexpected tenderness. He said, ““What was the
film about?”’

“It was about people who undressed soon after the beginning
and then did everything they could think of in the circum-
stances.”’

“Do you enjoy those films?”’

“No, but they don’t bore me. Do they bore you?”
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“I've never seen one.”’

“Why not?”’

“I’'m afraid of enjoying them.”

“I enjoy them,” said Sludden. ‘I get genuine pleasure from
imagining how the actors would look wearing flannel under-
wear and thick tweed skirts.”

Nan said, ‘I enjoy them too. Except the best bits. I can’t help
closing my eyes during those, aren’t I silly?”

Frankie said, I find them all very disappointing. I keep hoping
to see a really surprising perversion but there don’t seem to
be any.’

A discussion began about the forms a surprising perversion
might take. Frankie, Toal and McPake made suggestions. Gay
and Nan punctuated these with little screaming protests of hor-
ror and amusement. Sludden sometimes contributed a remark,
and Lanark and Rima remained silent. Lanark was embarrassed
by the conversation and thought Rima disliked it too. This
made him feel nearer her.

Later Sludden whispered to Gay and stood up. He said,
“Gay and I are leaving. We’ll see you all later.”
Nan, who had been watching him anxiously, suddenly folded
her arms upon her knees and hid her face in them. Toal, who
was seated beside her, put a comforting arm around her shoul-
ders and smiled at the company in a humorous mournful way.
Sludden looked at Lanark and said casually, “You'll consider
what I said?”
“Oh, yes. You gave me a lot to think about.”
“We’'ll discuss it later. Come on, Gay.”
They went out between the crowded tables. Frankie said mock-
ingly, “The mystery man seems to be replacing you as court
favourite, Toal. I hope not, for your sake. You’'d have to take
up your old job of court jester. Rima never sleeps with the
court jester.”’
Without taking his arm from Nan’s trembling shoulders Toal
grinned and said, ““‘Shut up, Frankie. You’re the court jester
and always will be.”” He said apologetically to Lanark, ‘‘Pay
no attention to what she says.”
Rima took her handbag from the seat beside her and said,
“I'm going.”
Lanark said, ‘““Wait a bit, so am 1.”
He edged round the table to where his coat hung and put it
on. The others said they would see him later and as he and
Rima went out Frankie shouted after them, ““Have fun!”



CHAPTER 2.
Dawn and Lodgings

The foyer downstairs was empty apart from the girl at the
cash desk. Through the glass doors Lanark saw lamplight re-
flected in a rain-wet street. Sometimes the wind dunted the
doors extra hard and made them swing inward and admit a
hissing draught. Rima took a plastic raincoat from her handbag.
He helped her put it on and said, “Where do you get your
tram?”’

“At the cross.”

“Good. So do 1.”

Outside they had to struggle against the wind. He took her
hand and forced himself to go fast enough to feel he was drag-
ging her. The cross was not far away and the tram stop was
near the mouth of a close. Laughing breathlessly they stepped
into this and sheltered from the wind. Rima'’s hair had unloosed
from its clasps and her composed, large-eyed face glanced at
him between two falls of moist hair. She combed it back with
her fingers, grimacing and saying, “A bother.”

“I like your hair that way.”

They were silent for a while, standing against opposite walls
and looking out into the street. At last Lanark cleared his throat.
“That Frankie is a bitch.”

Rima smiled

He said, ° She was very nasty to Toal.”

Rima sald ‘She was under a strain, you know.”

“Why?”

“She feels the same about Sludden as Nan does. Whenever
Sludden and Gay go off together, Nan weeps and Frankie is
rude to people. Sludden says it’s because Nan has a negative
ego and Frankie a positive one.”
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“My God!” said Lanark. “Do all of Sludden’s girlfriends love

him?”’

“I don’t.”

“I'm glad to hear it. Oh, look! Look!”
“Look at what?”

“Look!”’

The cross was a place where several broad streets met
and they could see down two of them, though the dark had
made it difficult to see far. And now, about a mile away, where
the streets reached the crest of a wide shallow hill, each was
silhouetted against a pearly paleness. Most of the sky was still
black for the paleness did not reach above the tenement roofs,
so it seemed that two little days were starting, one at the end
of each street. Rima said again, “Look at what?”’

“Can’t you see it? Can’t you see that . . . what’s the word?
There was once a special word for it. . . .’

Rima looked in the direction of his forefinger and said coldly,
“Are you talking about the light in the sky?”’

“Dawn. That’s what it was called. Dawn.”

“Isn’t that a rather sentimental word? It’s fading already.”
The wind had fallen. Lanark stepped onto the pavement and
stood leaning forward and staring along each street in turn,
as if wanting to jump to the end of one but unable to decide
which. Rima’s indifference to his excitement had made him
forget her for the moment. She said with slight distaste, “‘I
didn’t know you were keen on that kind of thing,”’ then, after
a pause, ‘‘Good, here’s my tram.”

She went past him into the road. An antique-looking almost-
empty tramcar came groaning along the track and stopped be-
tween Lanark and the view. It would have taken him to his
lodgings. Rima boarded it. He took a step to follow her, then
hesitated and said, “‘Look, I'll see you again, won’t I?”

As the tram started moving Rima waved ofthandedly from
the platform. He watched her settle in an upstairs seat, hoping
she would turn and wave again. She didn’t. He looked along
the two streets. The wan watery light was perceptibly fading
from the ends of them. He abruptly crossed over to the broadest
and started running up the middle of it.

He ran with his gaze on the skyline, having an obscure
idea that the day would last longer if he reached it before
the light completely faded. The wind rose. Great gusts shoved
at his back making it easier to run than walk. This race with
the wind toward a fading dawn was the finest thing he had
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done since coming to that city. Whén the sky had grown alto-
gether black he stopped, rested up a close mouth to recover
his breath, then trudged back to the tramstop at the cross.

The next tram took him along a succession of similar tene-
ment-lined streets. The stop where he got off had tenements
on one side and a blank factory wall on the other. He entered
a close, climbed ill-lit steps to a top landing and let himself
quietly into the lobby of his lodgings. This was a bare room
with six doors leading from it. One led to Lanark’s bedroom,
one to the lavatory and one to the kitchen where the landlady
lived. The other doors led to empty rooms where bits of the
ceiling had fallen in opening them to the huge draughty loft
under the roof. As Lanark opened his bedroom door the land-
lady shouted from the kitchen, “‘Is that you, Lanark?”’

“Yes, Mrs. Fleck.”

“Come here and see this.”

The kitchen was a clean, very cluttered room. It contained
armchairs, a sideboard, a scrubbed white table, a clumsy gas
cooker with shelves of pots above it. An iron range filled most
of one wall and there was a sink and draining board under
the window. All horizontal surfaces were covered with brass
and china ornaments and bottles and jam-jars of artificial low-
ers, some made of plastic, some of coloured wax, some of paper.
One wall had a bed recess and Mrs. Fleck, a small middle-
aged lady, stood beside it. She beckoned Lanark over and said
grimly, “‘Look at this!”’

Three children with serious wide-open mouths and eyes
lay in a row under the quilt. There was a thin boy and girl
of about eight years and a plump wee girl of four or five.
Lanark recognized them as children from the house across the
landing. He said, ““Hullo you lot.”

The older ones grinned, the young one giggled and spread
her hands on her face as if hiding behind them. Mrs. Fleck
said morosely, ““Their bloody mother’s disappeared.”
“Disappeared? Where to?”’

“How do I know where folk disappear to? One minute she
was there, the next she had gone. Well, what could I do? I
couldn’t leave them to look after themselves. Look at the size
of them! But I'm too old, Lanark, to be pestered by bloody
weans.
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“But surely she’ll come back?”

“Her? She won’t come back. Nobody comes back who disap-
pears when the lights go out.”

“What do you mean?”’

“I was standing at the sink washing dishes when the lights
went out. I knew it wasn’t a power cut because I could see
the streetlights through the window, and right away I thought,
‘Somebody’s disappearing,” and then I thought, ‘Oh, what if
it's me?’ My heart was thumping like a drum, though I don’t
know why I should be scared. I get so tired and my back is
so sore that I often feel I'd be glad to disappear. Anyway,
the lights went on again, so I went and had a look in your
bedroom. I thought you were out but you might have come
back without letting me know and it might have happened to
you.’ ™

Lanark said uneasily, “Why should I disappear?”’

“I've told you already I don’t know why folk disappear.”

“If I had been in the bedroom and . . . and disappeared, how
would you have known?”’

“Oh, there’s usually a sign. My last lodger left a hell of a
mess, bedclothes all over the room, the wardrobe on its side,
half the plaster out of the ceiling—I haven’t been able to let
that room since. And his screams! They were awful. But I knew
you wouldn’t go like that, Lanark. You're the quiet type. Any-
way, you hadn’t been in so I crossed the landing. The door
was open so I stuck my head in and shouted ‘Susy!” I was
always friendly with her even if she was a tart and didn’t look
after the kids. Sweets, sweets, sweets, that was all she fed them
on, and look at the result. Open your mouth!”’ she commanded
the smallest girl, who obediently opened her mouth to show,
on the top and bottom gums, a row of little brown points
with gaps between them.

“Look at that! Hardly older than a baby and without a sound
tooth in her head.”

“What happened then?” said Lanark.

“I shouted ‘Susy!” and the kids yelled to me that their mammy
had disappeared. Isn’t that so?”

She glared at the children, who nodded vigorously.

“Well, Lanark, that house is a bloody midden. It’s like a pigsty.
I couldn’t leave them in it, could I? I brought them here and
washed them and put them to bed and now I'm washing their
clothes. But you’d better look out if I'm going to see to you!”
she told the children fiercely. “I'm not soft like your mammy!”’
They grinned at her and the youngest giggled.
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Mrs. Fleck leaned over the bed.and groaned as she tucked
the blankets round them. She said, “Oh Lanark I hate bloody
kids.”

Lanark shook his fist at the children and pulled such grotesquely
threatening faces that they shouted with laughter, then he went
back to his bedroom.

It was a high-ceilinged corridor of a room with the door
at one end and a curtainless window at the other. A chair,
camp bed and wardrobe stood against one wall, the wallpaper
and linoleum were brown, there was no carpet, and only a
small rucksack on top of the wardrobe suggested the place
was used. Lanark took off his jacket and coat together, hung
them on a hook behind the door, then lay on the bed with
his hands behind his head. Weariness would eventually make
him undress and get between the sheets, but he had a disease
which made sleep unpleasant and he usually tried to postpone
it by thinking of recent events.

There were the disappearances. The lights had gone out
and the mother of three children had vanished. Lanark knew
the woman well. She had been a friendly dirty attractive woman
who often brought strange men to her house. He could think
of no reason why she should vanish. He dismissed that matter
and thought of the Elite. He would never again go there to
sit on the balcony for now he had acquaintances who expected
his company. This was not a wholly pleasant thought. The Slud-
den clique lacked dignity. Surely it was nobler to sit outside
it, watching the sky and waiting for the light? Then he recalled
how often he had sat on the balcony pretending to watch the
sky but really wishing to sit in the warmth talking to the sexual-
looking well-dressed women. “Admit!”’ he told himself, “You
watched the sky because you were too cowardly to know peo-
ple.”

He remembered Rima, who sat with the group but seemed
aloof from it. He thought, ‘I must get to know her. Ach, why
did the damned dawn come when I might have arranged to
take her home?’

He thought of Sludden. Like Rima, Sludden seemed aloof from
the emotions around him. Though loved by three women he
was faithful to one, and Lanark thought this rather fine. Further-
more, Sludden had ideas about life and had suggested some-
thing to do. Lanark did not wish to be an artist but he felt
increasingly the need to do some kind of work, and a writer
needed only pen and paper to begin. Also he knew something
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about writing, for when wandering the city he had visited public
libraries and read enough stories to know there were two kinds.
One kind was a sort of written cinema, with plenty of action
and hardly any thought. The other kind was about clever un-
happy people, often authors themselves, who thought a lot but
didn’t do very much. Lanark supposed a good author was more
likely to write the second kind of book. He thought, ‘Sludden
said I should write to express myself. I suppose I could do it
in a story about who I am and why I have decided to write a
story. But there’s a difficulty.’

He became restless and started walking up and down the room.

This restlessness happened whenever his thoughts blun-
dered on the question of who he was. “What does it matter
who 1. am?”’ he asked aloud. *““Why should I care why I came
here?”” He went to the window and pressed his brow to the
glass, hoping the cold pressure would banish that problem. It
did the opposite. The window overlooked a district of empty
tenements, and he saw nothing through it but the black silhou-
ette of his face and the bedroom reflected dimly behind. He
remembered another window with only a reflection in it. Dis-
taste and annoyance flooded him and some sexual fantasies
about Rima.

Suddenly he went to the wardrobe and opened the single
deep drawer at the foot. It was empty but for brown paper
lining the bottom. He took the paper, folded it into neat rectan-
gles and by careful tearing along the creases produced a sheaf
of about twenty sheets. Removing the drawer he stood it on
end beside the chair and laid the paper on top, then took a
pen from the jacket pocket, sat down and wrote in small precise
letters on the first page:

The first thing I remember is

After a few more words he scored out what he had written
and started again. He did this four times, each time remember-
ing an earlier event than the one he described. At last he found
a beginning and wrote steadily until he had filled thirteen pages,
but rereading them he noticed half the words had no definite
meanings, having been added to make the sentences sound
better than they were. He scored these words out and copied
the rest onto the remaining pages with whatever improvements
occurred to him. And then, completely tired for the first time
since he came to that place, he undressed to his underwear,
slid between the sheets and fell into a profound sleep.



CHAPTER 3. Manuscript

The first thing I remember is a thumping sound, then either
I opened my eyes or the light went on for I saw I was in the
corner of an old railway compartment. The sound and the black-
ness outside the window suggested the train was going through
a tunnel. My legs were cramped but I felt very careless and
happy. I stood up and walked about and was shocked to see
my reflection in the carriage window. My head was big and
clumsy with thick hair and eyebrows and an ordinary face,
but I could not remember seeing it before. I decided to find
what other people were on this train.

A cold wind blew along the corridor from the direction
of the engine. I walked into it, looking through the windows
of the compartments. They were empty. The wind at the end
of the corridor was so strong that I had to grip the loose rubbery
stuff on the walls of the doorway which usually leads to the
next carriage. I could not go farther, for the entrance opened
on a dark surface of wooden planks rocking from side to side.
It was the back of a goods truck. I returned along the corridor
with the wind at my back and recognized my own compartment
by the open door. The compartments beyond were empty and
the far entrance opened onto a metal tank of the kind used
for transporting oil. So I returned to my compartment and
noticed, as I shut the door behind me, a small rucksack on
the rack above the corner seat. This made me wary. Since wak-
ing up I had felt wonderfully free and comfortable. I had been
pleased to see I was alone and amused to find the carriage
coupled in a goods train, but the knapsack frightened me. I
knew it was mine and held something nasty but I was reluctant
to throw it through the window. So I took it cautiously down,
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telling myself there was nobody looking and I need not be
bound by what I discovered.

I first looked in the two outside pockets and found safe
things, a shaving kit in a plastic envelope, some socks and a
magnetic compass which didn’t work. I opened the top of the
knapsack and found a rolled-up black raincoat, dirty underwear
and a suit of pyjamas. Underneath was a folded map and a
wallet stuffed with papers so I opened the window, dropped
them out and pulled the window shut. Feeling safe again, I
repacked the knapsack and returned it to the rack and then
(for the rucksack business suggested this) searched my pockets.
They all held some grit and tiny seashells. I also found a hand-
kerchief, pen, key and pocket diary. I threw the key and diary
after the wallet and map. After that the train tooted its whistle
and came out of the tunnel.

It ran along a viaduct among the roofs of a city. Rainclouds
covered the sky and the day was so dull that lamps were lit
in the streets. They were broad streets, and crossed at right
angles, and were lined with big stone buildings. I saw very
few people and no traffic. Beyond the rooftops were rows of
cranes with metal hulls among them. The train travelled toward
these and crossed a bridge over the river. It was a broad river
with stone embankments, cracked khaki-coloured mud on the
bottom and a narrow black stream trickling zigzag down the
middle. This worried me. I felt, and still feel, that a river should
be more than this. I looked down into a yard where two hulls
stood. They were metal cylinders with rusty domes on top,
and a rattle of machinery inside suggested they were being
worked on. The train entered another tunnel, slowed down,
came out into a marshalling yard and stopped. Through the
windows on either side I saw lines of goods trucks with railway
signals sticking out of them. The sky was darker now.

I sat for a while in my warm corner, not wanting to leave
it for the bad weather outside. Then the light went out, so I
shouldered the knapsack, went into the corridor, opened a door
and jumped to the ground. I stood between two lines of trucks.
Thin rain was falling, so I put down the knapsack and unpacked
my coat. As I put it on I saw a man in black overalls and
peaked cap come toward me looking closely at the trucks of
the train and pencilling in a notebook as he passed each one.
He stopped beside me, marked his book and asked if I had
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just arrived. I said I had. He said, “They needn’t have provided
a whole carriage for one passenger. They could have brought
you in the guard’s van.’

I asked what time it was. He said, “We don’t bother much
with time now. The sky is lighter than normal but that sort
of light is too chancy to be useful.”

I asked if he knew where I could go. He said someone was
coming who usually helped with that sort of thing then went
on along the train.

A small figure ran toward us and passed the railwayman
without a look. He stopped beside me and stared up with a
feeble ingratiating smile. He had a weak-chinned handsome
face and greasy hair sloping wavily back to a paltry wisp of
curl on the nape of his neck. He wore a maroon bow tie, a
jacket with maroon lapels which came down to his knees, tight
black trousers and maroon suéde shoes. His accent was soft
and whined on the vowels. He said, ““You’re new here, aren’t
you?”’

[ said yes.

“I've come to help you. You can call me Gloopy. You don’t
have a name yet, I suppose. Is anybody with you?”’

I said no.

“I'll take a look, just to be on the safe side. Give me a hitch
up, will you?”

He insisted on entering every compartment and looking under
the seats. And he giggled when I helped him down and said
[ was very strong. Then he offered to carry my knapsack but
I shouldered it and asked if he would tell me where I could
spend the night. He said, “Of course! That's why I'm here!
I’ll take you to my boardinghouse, we’ve got a spare room.”
I said a boardinghouse was no use, | had no money.

“Of course you've no money! We'll leave your knapsack in
my boardinghouse and then we’ll go to the security place and
they’ll give you money.’

We emerged from among the trucks and crossed some railway
lines. The city lights glittered between a pair of black hills
ahead of us. It was dark now and raining heavily and my guide
turned up the sodden collar of his fancy jacket. He was far
worse dressed for this weather than I was. I asked who paid
him to meet people and he said in a hurt voice, “Nobody
pays me. I do this job because I like people. I believe in friend-
ship. People ought to be nice to one another.”

I pitied him. I knew it was wrong to dislike people for their
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appearance and way of speaking but I disliked him very much.
I explained that I wanted to collect the money before I did
anything else. He said slyly, “If I take you to the security place
first, will you promise to come to my boardinghouse after?”’
I told him I promised nothing and walked fast to get away.
He trotted behind shouting, ““All right! All right! I never said
I wouldn’t take you to the security place, did 1?”

We continued side by side till the way grew narrow then
he walked in front. The path went down a steep embankment
between the two hills which seemed to be rubbish dumps.
Where it twisted sharply I sometimes walked forward and found
myself wading in what felt like ashes and rotten cloth. We
crossed the dry bed of an old canal and reached the end of a
street. The city did not seem a thriving place. Groups of adoles-
cents or old men stood in occasional close mouths, but many
closes were empty and unlit. The only shops not boarded up
were small stores selling newspapers, sweets, cigarettes and
contraceptives. After a while we came to a large square with
tramcars clanging around it. The street lamps only lit the lowest
storeys of the surrounding buildings but these looked very big
and ornamental, and people sheltered between pillars on their
facades. Some soot-black statues were arranged round a central
pillar whose top I couldn’t see in the black sky. In spite of
the wet a man stood on a high part of the pillar’s pedestal
and spoke to an angry crowd. We passed through the edge
of the crowd and I saw the speaker was an anxiously smiling
man with a clergyman’s collar and bruised brow. His words
were drowned by jeering.

A street leaving the square was blocked with long wooden
huts joined by covered passageways. The lit windows of these
huts had a cheery look when compared with the black windows
in the solider buildings. Gloopy brought me onto a porch with
a sign over it saying SOCIAL SECURITY—WELFARE DIVISION.
He said, “Here it is, then.”

I thanked him. He kicked his heels and said, “What I want
to know is, are you even going to #y and be fr1er1dly> I don’t
mind coming in and waiting for you, but it’s a hell of a long
wait and if you’re going to be nasty I don’t think I'll bother.”
I said he shouldn’t wait. He said sorrowfully, ““All right, all
right. I was only trying to help. You don’t know what it feels
like to have no friends in a big city. And I could have introduced
you to some very interesting people—businessmen, and artists,
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and glrls I've some lovely high- class girls in my boarding-
house.™

He eyed me coyly. I said goodmght and turned but he grabbed
my arm and gabbled into my ear. ““You’re right, girls are no
use, girls are cows, and even if you don’t like me I've got
men friends, mllltary gentlemen—"

I pulled myself free and stepped into the hut. He didn’t follow.

It was not a big hut but it was very long and most of
the floor was covered by people crowded together on benches.
There was a counter partitioned into cubicles along one wall,
and the cubicle near the door had a seat in it and a sign saying
ENQUIRIES. I stepped in and sat down. After a very long time
an old man with bristling eyebrows arrived behind the counter
and said, “Yes?”’

I explained that I had just arrived and had no money.

“Have you means of identifying yourself?”’

I said I had none.

“Are you sure? Have you searched your pockets thoroughly?”’
I said I had.

“What are your professional qualifications and experience?”’
I could not remember. He sighed and brought from below
the counter a yellow card and a worn, coverless telephone
directory saying, “We can’t give you a number before you've
been medically examined, but we can give you a name.”

He flicked through the directory pages in a random way, and
I saw each page had many names scored out in red ink. He
said, “Agerimzoo? Ardeer? How about Blenheim. Or Brown.”
I was shocked at this and told him that I knew my name. He
stared at me, not believing. My tongue felt for a word or syllable
from a time earlier than the train compartment, and for a mo-
ment I thought I remembered a short word starting with 7h
or Gr but it escaped me. The earliest name I could remember
had been printed under a brown photograph of spires and trees
on a hilltop on the compartment wall. I had seen it as I took
down the knapsack. I told him my name was Lanark. He wrote
on the card and handed it over saying, ‘“Take that to the medical
room and give it to the examining doctor.”

I asked the purpose of the examination. He was not used to
being questioned and said, ‘““We need records to identify you.
If you don’t want to cooperate there’s nothing we can do.”

The medical room was in a hut reached by a passageway.
I undressed behind a screen and was examined by a casual
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young doctor who whistled between his teeth as he wrote the
results on my card. I was 5 feet 7% inches high and weighed
9 stone 12 pounds 3Y2 ounces. My eyes were brown, hair black,
blood group B (111). My only bodily markings were corns
on the small toes and a patch of hard black skin on the right
elbow. The doctor measured this with a pocket ruler and made
a note saying, ‘‘Nothing exceptional there.”

I asked what the hard patch was. He said, ““We call it dragon-
hide, a name more picturesque than scientific, perhaps, but
the science of these things is in its infancy. You can dress now.”
I asked how I could get it treated. He said, ‘“There are several
so-called medical practitioners in this city who claim to have
cures for dragonhide. They advertise by small notices in tobac-
conists’ windows. Don’t waste money on them. It's a common
illness, as common as mouths or softs or twittering rigor. \What
you have there is very slight. If I were you I'd 1gnore it.’

I asked why he had not ignored it. He said cheerfully, ‘““Descrip-
tive purposes. Diseases identify people more accurately than
variable factors like height, weight, and hair colour.”

He gave me the card and told me to take it back to the enquiry
counter. And at the enquiry counter I was told to wait with
the others.

The people waiting were of most ages, none well dressed
and all (except some children playing between the benches)
stupid with boredom. Sometimes a voice cried out, “Will
Jones”—or another name—‘‘go to box forty-nine,” and one
of us would go to a cubicle, but this happened so rarely that
I stopped expecting it. My eye kept seeking a circular patch
of paler paintwork on the wall behind the counter. A clock
had been fixed there once and been removed, I felt sure, be-
cause people would not have borne such waiting had they been
able to measure it. My impatient thoughts kept returning to
their own uselessness until they stopped altogether and I grew
as unconscious as possible without actually sleeping. I could
have endured eternity in this state, but I was roused by a woman
who sat down beside me, a new arrival still in the restless
stage. Her legs were encased in tight discoloured jeans and
she kept crossing and recrossing them. She wore an army tunic
over a plain shirt, and glittery earrings, necklaces, brooches,
bangles and rings. Thick black hair lay tangled down her back,
she smelled of powder, scent and sweat and she brought several
of my senses to life again, including the sense of time, for
she kept smoking cigarettes from a handbag which seemed to
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hold several packets. When she lit, the twenty-third I asked
how long they would keep us waiting. She said, ‘““As long as
they feel like it. It’s a damned scandal.”

She stared at me a moment then asked kindly if I was new
here. I said I was.

“You'll get used to it. It's a deliberate system. They think
that by putting us through a purgatory of boredom every time
we ask for money we’ll come as seldom as we can. And by
God they’re right! I've three weans to feed, one of them almost
a baby, and I work to keep them. When I can get work, that
is. But not everyone pays up the way they should, so here I
am again. A mug, that’s what [ am, a real mug.”

I asked what work she did. She said she did things for different
people on a part-time basis and gave me a cigarette. Then she
said, “‘Are you looking for a place to stay?”’

I said I was.

“I could put you up. Just for a wee while, I mean. If you're
stuck, I mean.”

She looked at me in a friendly sideways assessing way which
I found stirring. I liked her, she was pleasant to be with, yet
she was the first woman I had met and I knew most of my
lust came from loneliness. I thanked her and said I wanted
something permanent. After a moment she said, ‘‘Anyway, a
neighbour of mine, Mrs. Fleck, has just lost a lodger. You
could get a room with her. She’s old but she’s not too fussy.
I mean she’s very respectable, but she’s nice.”

I thought this a good idea, so she wrote the address and how
to reach it on a used cigarette packet.

Someone shouted that I should go to box fifteen. I went
there and was received by the bristling old clerk who returned
the card saying, “Your claim is being allowed. Report to the
cash desk for the money.”

I asked how long the money was meant to last. He said, “It
should last until you find work, but if you spend it before
then this card entitles you to present another claim, which we
shall be obliged, in due course, to honour. Eventually. Have
you any other questions?”’

After considering I asked if he could tell me the name of the
city. He said, “Mr. Lanark, I am a clerk, not a geographer.”
The cash desk was a small shuttered hatch in the wall of a
room full of benches, but few people were sitting on them.
The shutter was soon raised. We queued and were swiftly paid
by a woman who asked our names in turn, then shoved out
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between the bars a heap of notes and coin. I was surprised
by the size of these heaps and the careless way the clerk handled
them. The notes were creased and dirty and drawn from several
currencies. The coins were thick copper pennies, worn silver
with milled edges, frail nickel counters and plain brass discs
with holes through the centre. I distributed this money into
several pockets but I've never learned to use it for everyone
has a different notion of its value. When buying anything I
hold out a handful and let the waiter or shopman or conductor
take what he thinks right.

The directions on the cigarette packet led me to the house
where I write this, thirty-one days later. I have not looked
for work in that time or made friends, and I count the days
only to enjoy their emptiness. Sludden thinks I am content
with too little. I believe there are cities where work is a prison
and time a goad and love a burden, and this makes my freedom
feel worthwhile. My one worry is the scab on my arm. There
is no feeling in it, but when I grow tired the healthy skin
round the edge starts itching and when I scratch this the scab
spreads. I must scratch in my sleep, for when I waken the
hard patch is always bigger. So I take the doctor’s advice and
try to forget it.



CHAPTER 4. A Party

Lanark was wakened by someone bumping up and down on
his chest. It was the small girl from next door. Her brother
and sister stood astride his legs, holding his coat aloft on the
head of a floor brush and swaying from side to side so that
the struts of the frail bed creaked. “The sea! The sea!” they
chanted. ““We’re sailing into the sea!”

Lanark sat up rubbing his eyes. He said, “Get away! What
do you know about the sea?”’

They jumped to the floor where the boy shouted, “We know
all about the sea! Your pockets are full of seashells, hahaha!
We searched them!”

They ran out giggling and slammed the door. Lanark arose
feeling unusually fresh and relaxed. The hard skin on his elbow
had spread no farther. He dressed, rolled up the manuscript
and went outside.

There was a surprising change in the weather. The dreary
rain, the buffeting winds had given way to an air so piercingly
still and cold that he had to walk quickly, flapping his arms
to keep warm, the breath snorting from his nostrils in jets of
mist. His toes and ears were painfully chilled aboard the tram
and after climbing the cinema stairs the crowded Elite seemed
wonderfully warm and homelike. In the usual corner sat Slud-
den with Gay, McPake with Frankie, Toal with Nan, and Rima
reading a fashion magazine. Rima nodded to him and continued
reading but the rest looked surprised and said, ““Where have
you been?”’ ““What have you been doing?”” ““We thought you'd
disappeared.”

Lanark dropped the manuscript on the table beside Sludden
who raised an eyebrow and asked what it was.
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“Something I've written. I took your advice.”

There was no room near Rima so Lanark squeezed onto the
sofa between Sludden and Frankie. Sludden read a couple of
pages, flicked through the rest, then handed it back saying,
“It’s dead. Perhaps you’'re more naturally a painter. I mean,
it’s good that you've tried to do something, I'm pleased about
that, but what you've written there is dead.”

Lanark blushed with anger. He could think of nothing to say
which wouldn’t show injured vanity so he pressed his lips into
a smile. Sludden said, “I'm afraid I've hurt you.”

“No no. But I wish you had read it carefully before judging.”
“No need. Two pages showed me that your prose is totally
flat, never departing an inch from your dull experiences. If a
writer doesn’t enjoy words for their own sake how can the
reader.\enjoy them?”’

“But I do enjoy words—some words—for their own sake!
Words like river, and dawn, and daylight, and time. These
words seem much richer than our experiences of the things
they represent—"

Frankie cried out, “‘Sludden, you’re a sadist, leave the mystery
man alone! Don’t bother about Sludden, mystery man. He
thinks he’s God but he can only prove it by torturing people.
Isn’t that true, Sludden?”

Sludden raised an imaginary hat from his head and bowed,
but her wrath was too impressive to seem a joke. She stood
up saying, ‘‘Anyway, McPake’s taking us to this party, so come
on, everybody. Rima, you don’t care about fashion, give up
pretending to read that magazine and look after Lanark. Try
to stop rotten things happening to him. I can’t do it.”

She walked off toward the stairs. Toal, McPake and Sludden
grinned at each other and pretended to wipe sweat from their
brows. Everybody stood up. Sludden said to Lanark, “Come
along, it might be fun.”

“Who’s giving this party?”’

“Gay and I. It’s our engagement party. But the house belongs
to a friend and the army is providing the booze.”

“Why?”

“Prestige reasons. The army likes to be liked.”

Outside the cinema a steel-grey truck was parked beside
the pavement and they scrambled through the sliding door
into the narrow seats. Only McPake, in gauntlets and fleece-
lined jacket, was dressed for the intense cold. He gripped the
wheel and the truck charged smoothly forward. Sludden hugged
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Gay to his side with one arm and Frankie with the other. Frankie
resisted fretfully until he sald ‘I'need you both, girls. This
frost is killing me.”

Toal and Nan embraced in the seat behind but Rima sat so
forbiddingly erect that Lanark (who was beside her) folded
arms on chest and clenched his teeth to stop their chattering.
Gradually the heater raised a comfortable temperature. The
truck nearly had the streets to itself but when passing a tramcar
or pedestrian McPake sounded a clanging blast on the horn.
Lanark said, “‘Rima, will there be dancing at this party?”’

“I suppose so.”

“Will you dance with me?”’

“I suppose so. I'm not selective.
Lanark clenched his fist and bit hard on the thumb knuckle.
After a moment he felt his arm touched. She said quietly, “I'm
sorry I said that—I didn’t mean to be nasty. I'm more nervous
than I seem.”

He almost laughed with relief and drew her gently against
him saying, “I'm glad you told me. I was deciding to leave
the truck and walk home.”

“You're too serious.”

’

The truck travelled down broad streets between over-
grown gardens, then entered a drive which curved through a
shubbery. The headlights made points of frost glisten among
the dark leaves. McPake sounded his horn and stopped before
a large mansion and everyone got out. The mansion was a
square three-storey building with outhouses and a conservatory
at the sides. The enclosing larches, hollies and rhododendrons
gave it a secret look, although the windows were lit, music
resounded and many cars were parked on the gravel near the
porch. The front door was open, but Sludden pressed the bell
before leading his party into the hall. This was heavily magnifi-
cent, terrazzo tiled and oak panelled, with a pair of black marble
columns separating a space where the staircase began. A small
figure looked out of a door on the right. It was Gloopy. He
was shorter and fatter than Lanark remembered, his hair was
streaked with grey and he wore a silver lamé jacket. He said,
“There you are, Sludden. Leave the coats in here, will you?”
The room was hung with paintings of fruit and lobsters in
gilded frames. There was an oval table in the centre nearly
covered by coats and scarves. As Lanark helped Rima remove
her coat Gloopy gazed at him with a grin and said, “‘Hello,
hello! So you've arrived after all. You’'d have been here sooner
if you’d come with me.”
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“Is this your boardinghouse?”’

“It’s not mine in the sense of owning it. I suppose you could
call me the concierge.”

“What's a concierge?”’

“Why must you be nasty to me? I haven’t hurt you.”

“You don’t understand our mystery man, Gloopy,” said Slud-
den, who was straightening his tie at a mirror. “He’s never
nasty. He’s just very very serious all the time. Where’s the
revelry tonight?”’

“We’re in the downstairs drawing room.”’

The interior walls and doors of the house seemed sound-
proof, for nothing could be heard in the hall but the click of
their feet on the tiles, yet the opposite door opened into a
crowded room where couples were dancing to loud jazz. The
people were the kind who visited the Elite, though the girls
were more exotically dressed and Lanark noticed a few elderly
men in dark business suits. He took Rima’s hand and led her
onto the floor.

He couldn’t remember enjoying music before but the
rhythm excited him and his body moved to it easily. He kept
his eyes on Rima. Her movements were abrupt yet graceful.
Her dark hair lay loosely about her shoulders, she was smiling
absentmindedly. The record came to an end and each stood
with an arm round the other’s waist. Lanark said, “Will we
do that again?”’

“Yes, why not?”

Suddenly he stared across the room, his mouth open. A table
laden with food and drink stood in the curve of a bay window
and a girl sat on the edge chatting to a stout spectacled man.
Lanark muttered, “Who is the girl—the big blonde there in
the white dress?”’

“I don’t know. One of the camp followers, I suppose. Why
has your face gone that colour?”

“I've met her before.”

“Oh?”

“Before I came here—before I came to this city. I know her
face but I can’t remember anything else.”

“Does it matter?”’

“How can I speak to her?”

“Ask her to dance.”

“Do you mind, Rima?”’

“Why should I?” ;

He hurried through the crowd to the table and reached it as
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the music started. The girl was sipping from a glass while the
stout man laughed heartily at something she had said. Lanark
touched her shoulder. She set the glass down and let him lead
her onto the floor. She was a vivacious girl with gaudy makeup
and a rich brown tan. Lanark held her urgently and said,
“Where have I seen you before?”

She smiled and shook her head. “‘I couldn’t say.”

“I think I know you well.”

“I doubt it.”

“I killed you, didn’t I?”

She stepped violently back from him and said, ““Oh my God!”’
People stopped and looked. She pointed at Lanark and said
loudly, “How’s this for party conversation? We’ve just met
and he asks if he killed me once. How’s that for small talk?”
She turned to an onlooker (it was McPake) and said, ‘“Take
me away from that bastard.”

They joined the dance, McPake winking at Lanark as they
passed him. Lanark looked desperately round for Rima, then
pushed to the door, stepped outside and closed it behind him.

The hall was completely empty and silent. It was also rather
cold. Lanark strolled up and down wondering what to do. He
could not think why he had blurted such words to the blond
girl, but he would go far to avoid anyone who had been in
the room at that time, excepting Rima. Yet he had no wish
to leave. His elbow itched and he wondered if a wash would
cool it. There was sure to be a bathroom in the house, a tiled
bathroom with clean towels warming on heated towel rails,
and soap crystals, and sponges, and all the hot water he could
use. There was no bathroom in his own lodgings, he had not
bathed since arriving there, and now (feeling dirty inside and
out) he thought a bath would be beautifully soothing. He
walked to the end of the hall and climbed the softly carpeted
stairs. The upper floors were in darkness and he found his
way by light from the hall below. At the second landing a
corridor began. Halfway along it a triangle of light was cast
on the floor from an ajar door. He moved toward this, his
steps silent in the thick carpet, then stopped and peeked through
the narrow door-slit. A vertical ribbon of wallpaper was visible,
the light on it flickering slightly. Lanark pushed the door wide
and stepped through.

The room was a library illuminated by a vivid fire burning
beneath a carved mantelpiece. Above surrounding bookcases
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hung massive portraits with antique weapons crossed on the
walls between them. There were many high-backed leather arm-
chairs, and a standard lamp with a red silk shade shone beside
one with a man getting up from it. He smiled at Lanark and
said, “Why, it’s the writer! Come on in.”

He was nearly seven feet high and wore a polo-necked sweater
and well-cut khaki trousers and, though perhaps fifty, gave an
impression of youthful fitness. He had a bronzed bald head
with tufts of white hair behind the ears, a clipped white mous-
tache aud good-humoured, boyishly alert features. Lanark said
awkwardly, “I’'m afraid I don’t know you.”

“Quite so. Not many of your crowd know me. Yet the whole
place belongs to me. Funny, isn’t it? I often have a laugh about
that.”

“Does Sludden know you?”’

“Oh yes, Sludden and I are great buddies. What would you
like to drink?”’

He turned to a sideboard with bottles and glasses on it.
“Nothing.”

“Nothing? Well, sit down anyway, I want you to tell me some-
thing. Meanwhile I will pour myself . . .adrop. . . of Smith’s
Glenlivet Malt. Here’s health.”

The warm fire, the mild light, the host’s calm manner made
Lanark feel this a pleasant place to relax. He sat in one of
the chairs.

The tall man returned with a glass in his hand, sat down
and crossed his legs. He said, ““What makes you chaps tick?
What satisfaction do you, personally, get from being a writer?”’
Lanark tried to remember. He said, “‘It’s the only disciplined
work I remember trying. I sleep better after it.”

“Really? But wouldn’t you sleep better after other kinds of
discipline?”’

“I don’t know. I suppose it’s possible.”

“And you’ve never thought of joining the army?”’

“Why should 1?”

“Because in a couple of terse, commonplace sentences you
connected the ideas of work, discipline and health. So I suspect
that, in spite of your association with sponges and leeches, you
are still a vertebrate. Am I wrong?”’

Lanark thought about this for a while, then asked, ‘“What use
is the army?”’

“What use to society, you mean? Defence and employment.
We defend and we employ. I believe you lodge with a woman
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called Fleck in a tenement beude Turk s Head Forge.”

“How do you know?”’

“Aha! There’s not much we don t know. The point is that
the Turk’s Head Forge produces components for our Q39
Industry is slack just now, as you may have noticed. If it wasn’t
for the Q39 programme the Forge would have to close, thou-
sands would be unemployed and they’d have to cut the social
security allowance. Think of that next time you feel like knock-
ing the army.”

“What is the Q392"

“You've seen them. They're being assembled in the yards near
the river.”

“Do you mean these big metal constructions like bombs or
bullets?”’

“You think they look like bombs, do you? Good! Good! That
cheers me greatly. Actually they’re shelters to protect the civil-
ian population. Each one is capable of housing five hundred
souls when the balloon goes up.”

“What do you mean?”’

“About the balloon? It's a figure of speech derived from an
outmoded combat system. It means, when the sign goes out
that the big show is starting.”

“What show?”’

“I can’t tell you precisely, because it could take several different
forms. We could be on the receiving end of any one of sixty-
eight different types of attack, and I don’t mind telling you
that we’re only capable of defending ourselves against three
of them. ‘Hopeless! Why bother?’ you say, and miss the point
entirely. The other side is as badly placed as we are. These
preparations for the big show may be pretty inadequate, but
if we stop them the balloon will go up. Am I depressing you?”’
“No, but I'm confused.”

The tall man nodded sympathetically. ““I know, it’s difficult.
Metaphor is one of thought’s most essential tools. It illuminates
what would otherwise be totally obscure. But the illumination
is sometimes so bright that it dazzles instead of revealing.”

It struck Lanark that in spite of his smooth flow of words
the tall man was drunk. Somebody grunted nearby. Lanark
turned and saw a stout elderly man sitting immobile in one
of the chairs. He wore a dark blue suit and waistcoat. His
eyes were shut but he was not asleep, for his hands were grasp-
ing his knees. Lanark gasped and said, ““Who is that?”

“That is one of our city fathers. That is Baillie Dodd.”
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The man in the chair said, “No.”

“Well, actually he’s more than just Baillie Dodd. He’s Provost
Dodd.” The tall man began to laugh. “Yes!"” he said between
gasps, ‘‘that’s the Lord Provost of this whole, fucking big
metropopolis.”’

He silenced his chuckles by drinking what was left in the glass,
then went to the sideboard to refill. The Provost said, ‘“What
does he want?”’

The tall man looked over his shoulder. “Yes, Lanark, what
do you want?”’

“Nothing.”

“He said he wants nothing, Dodd.”

After a moment the Provost said flatly, “Then he’s no use to
us.

The tall man returned to his seat saying, ‘‘I begin to fear you're
right.””"He smiled at Lanark and sat down. “‘I suppose in the
end you’'ll join the protest people.”

“Who are they?”’

“Oh, they’re very nice people. No bother, really. My daughter
is one. We have great arguments about it all. I had hoped
you were a vertebrate, but I see you're a crustacean. You'll
be at home with the protest people because most of them are
crustaceans. Now you’re going to ask what crustaceans are,
so I'll tell you. The crustacean isn’t a mere mass of sentient
acquisitiveness, like your leech or your sponge. It has a distinct
shape. But the shape is not based on a backbone, it derives
from the insensitive shell which contains the beast. In the crusta-
cean class you will find the scorpion, the lobster and the louse.”
He smiled into his whisky. Lanark knew he had been insulted
and stood up, saying sharply, “Could you tell me where the
bathroom is?”’

“Third on the left as you go out.”

Lanark went to the door but turned before reaching it. He
said, “‘Perhaps the Provost could tell me what his city is called?”’
“Certainly he could. So could I. But for security reasons we’re
not going to.”’

Lanark opened the door to step through but was arrested by
a cry of “‘Lanark!”

He turned and saw the man standing up gazing at him intently.
“Lanark, if you ever come to feel you would like (how can I
put it?) like to strike a blow for the good old vertebrate Divine
Image, get in touch with me will you?”’

There were tears in his eyes. Lanark went quickly out, feeling
embarrassed.
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The corridor was still in darkness. He turned left and

moved toward the staircase, counting doors. The third one
did not open into a bathroom but into a luxurious, brilliantly
lit bedroom. On the quilt of the double bed moved a huge
knot of limbs with the heads of Frankie, Toal and Sludden
sticking out. Lanark slammed the door and clapped his hands
over his eyes but the image of what he had seen stayed inside
the lids: a knot of limbs with three crazily vacant faces, and
Sludden’s mouth opening and shutting as if eating something.
He hurried to the stairs and ran down them to the cloakroom.
He was looking for his coat among the heap on the table when
a slurred voice said, ‘I feel we've never really understood
each other.”
Gloopy stood grinning emptily in the doorway. His legs were
together and his arms pressed to his sides, his oiled grey hair
and silver jacket glistened wetly. He took a few steps nearer,
walking as if his thighs were glued together, then fell forward
onto the floor with a sodden slap. He lay in the posture in
which he had stood, except that his face was tilted so far back
that it grinned blindly at the ceiling. Without moving his limbs
he suddenly slid an inch or two toward Lanark along the pol-
ished floorboards, and then the light went out.

The darkness and silence were so complete that for a mo-

ment Lanark was deafened by the noise of his own breathing.
Then he heard Gloopy say, ‘‘People ought to be nice to one
another. Why can’t you and [—"
The words were cut short by a chilling draught which blew
up suddenly from the floor bringing with it a salt stench like
rotting weeds. Lanark felt he was on the lip of a horrible pit.
He grew dizzy and crouched to the floor, afraid to move his
feet and terrified of falling down. He squatted in the darkness
like this for a very long time.

At last he saw light from the hall shining through the
doorway. A bulky figure appeared in it, grunted and switched
the light on. It was Provost Dodd. Lanark stood up, feeling
sick and foolish, and said, “‘Gloopy. He’s disappeared. Gloopy’s
disappeared!”’

The Provost stared about the room as if Lanark were not in
it and muttered, “‘No great loss, I would have thought.” ’
Lanark was filled with the conviction that every footstep in
that room might land in an invisible trap. He managed to move
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to the door without running. The Provost said, “Wait.”’

Lanark stepped into the hall before turning to him. The Provost
pushed out his lower lip, frowned down at his shoes, then
said, “You came with a girl. She had black hair and wore a

black sweater and her skirt was . . . I forget the colour.”
“Black.”

“Quite so. Do you know where she is?”’

((NO )

The Provost stared at him for a while then turned away, saying
heavily, ““Anyway, it’s all the same. It’s all the same.”
Lanark hurried out, slamming the door hard behind him.
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There was fog outside. The light from the windows saturated
it so that the mansion seemed wrapped in a cocoon of milky
light, but outside the cocoon Lanark walked in total obscurity
and only found his way down the drive by the crunch of gravel
underfoot and the touch of rimy leaves on his hands and face.

On the pavement it was possible to steer through the murk
by the glow of the street lamp ahead. The clammy air made
his footsteps resound loudly but after five minutes he decided
that what seemed like echoes were the footsteps of someone
behind. His back prickled apprehensively. He stood against a
hedge and waited. The other footsteps hesitated, then came
boldly on. In the fog’s cloudy dimness a shadow appeared and
developed an unusual density of black, then the slim black
figure of Rima passed by giving him only the flicker of a glance.
He hurried after her crying gladly, “‘Rima! It's me!”

“So I see.”

“Provost Dodd was looking for you.”

“Who’s Provost Dodd?”

The question seemed meant to stop conversation rather than
aid it. He walked beside her, thinking of what he had seen
of her friends in the bedroom. This memory no longer horrified.
It combined with his words to the blond girl, with Gloopy’s
disappearance and with the fog; it cast around her an odour
of exciting malign sexual possibility. He asked abruptly, “Did
you enjoy the party?”’

“No.”

“What did you do?”’

“If you must know I spent most of the time in the bathroom
with Gay. She was very sick.”
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“Why?”’

“I don’t want to talk about it.”

“Do you want to talk to me at all?”

“No.”

His heart and penis hardened in angry amazement. He gripped
her arms and pulled her round to face him saying softly, “Why?"’
She glared into his eyes and yelled, ‘“‘Because I'm afraid of
you!”’

He was hit by a feeling of shame and weariness. He let her
go, shrugging his shoulders and muttering, ““Well, maybe that’s
wise of you.”

Half a minute later he was surprised to find her walking beside
him. She said, “I'm sorry.”

“Don’t be. Maybe I am a dangerous man.”

She began laughing but quickly smothered this and slipped a
hand through his arm. The light pressure made him calmer
and stronger.

They came to a street corner. The fog was very thick. A
tramcar clanged past a few feet in front of them, but nothing
could be seen of it. Rima said, “Where’s your coat? You’'re
shivering.”

“So are you. I'd take you for a coffee but I don’t know where
we are.”’

“You'd better come with me. I live nearby and I stole a bottle
of brandy from the party.”

“You shouldn’t have done that.”

Rima withdrew her hand sharply and said, “You, are a very,
big, wet, drip!”’

Lanark was stung by this. He said, ““Rima, I am not clever or
imaginative. I have only a few rules to live by. These rules
may annoy folk who are clever enough to live without them,
but I can’t help that and you ought not to blame me.”

“All right, I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm sorry. You can make me
apologize by breathing on me, it seems.”

They turned the corner. Lanark said, “‘But I can frighten you
too.” ‘

She was silent.

“And I can make you laugh.”

She laughed slightly and took his arm again.

They seemed to enter a lane between low buildings like
private garages. Rima unlocked a door, led him up a steep
narrow wooden stair and switched a light on. Her austere man-



36 i CHAPTER FIVE

ner and clothing had made Lanark expect a stark room. This
room was small, with a sloping ceiling and not much furniture,
but there were many sad little perspnal touches. Childish crayon
sketches of unconvincing green fields and blue seas were fixed
to the walls. There was the only clock Lanark remembered
seeing, carved and painted like a log cabin, with a pendulum
below and a gilt weight shaped like a fir cone. The hands were
missing. A stringless guitar lay on a chest of drawers and a
teddy bear sat on the bed, which was a mattress on the floor
against the wall. Rima clicked the switch of the electric radiator,
removed her coat and became busy with a kettle and gas ring
in a cupboard-sized scullery. There were no chairs, so Lanark
sat on the floor and leaned on the bed. The radiator heated
the small place so quickly that he was soon able to remove
his fog-sodden jacket and jersey, yet though his skin was warm
he was still shaken from inside by spasms of shivering. Rima
carried in two large mugs of black coffee. She sat on the bed
with her legs folded under her and handed a mug to Lanark
saying, “You probably won’t refuse to drink it.”’

The coffee flavour was drowned by the taste of sugar and
brandy.

Later Lanark lay back on the bed, feeling comfortable and
slightly drunk. Rima, her eyes closed, rested her shoulders
against the wall and cradled the teddy bear in her lap. Lanark
said, “You’'ve been kind to me.”

She stroked the old toy’s head. Lanark tried to think of other
words. He said, ““Did you come to this town long ago?”
“What does ‘long’ mean?”

“Were you very small when you came?”’

She shrugged.

“Do you remember a time when days were long and bright?”
Tears slid from under her closed lids. He touched her shoulders.
“Let me undress you?”’

She allowed this. As he unfastened her brassiére his hands met
a familiar roughness.

“You've got dragonhide! Your shoulderblades are covered!”
“Does that excite you?”

“I have it too!”

She cried out harshly, “Do you think that makes a bond between
us?”’

He shook his head urgently and placed a finger on her lips,
feeling that words would move them farther apart. His anxiety
to be tender to someone who needed and rejected tenderness
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made his caresses clumsy, until genital eagerness sucked thought
out of him.

He felt relieved afterward and would have liked to sleep.
He heard her rise briskly from his side and start dressing. She
said curtly, “Well? Was it fun?”’
He tried to think then said defiantly, “Yes. Great fun.”
“How nice for you.”
A nightmare feeling began to rise around him. He heard her
say, ‘““Zou’re not good at sex, are you? I suppose Sludden is
the best I'll ever get.”
“You told me that you didn’t. . . . love . . . . Sludden.”
“I don’t, but I use him sometimes. Just as he uses me. He
and I are very cold people.”
“Why did you let me come here?”’
“You'wanted so much to be warm that I thought perhaps you
were. You're as cold as the rest of us, really, and even more
worried about it. I suppose that makes you clumsy.”
He was drowned in nightmare now, lying on the bottom of
it as on an ocean bed, yet he could breathe. He said, “You're
trying to kill me.”
“Yes, but I won’t manage. You're terribly solid.”
She finished dressing and slapped his cheek briskly saying,
“Come on. | can’t apologize to you again. Get up and get
dressed.”
She stood with her back against the chest of drawers, watching
while he slowly dressed, and when he finished she said inexo-
rably, ““Goodbye, Lanark.”
All his feelings were numbed but he stood a moment, staring
stupidly at her feet. She said, ““Goodbye, Lanark!”’ and gripped
his arm and led him to the door, and pushed him out and
slammed it.

He groped his way downstairs. Near the bottom he heard
her open the door and shout “‘Lanark!”’ He looked back. Some-
thing dark and whirling came down on his head, heavily enfold-
ing it, and again the door slammed. He dragged the thing
off and found it was a sheepskin jacket with the fleece turned
inward. He hung this on the inside knob of the bottom door
and stepped into the lane and walked away.

After a time the dense freezing fog and his arctic brain
and body blended. He moved along streets in them, a numb
kernel of soul kept going by feet somewhere underneath. The
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only thing he felt very conscious of was his itching right arm,
and several times he stopped and rubbed it backward and for-
ward against corners of walls to scratch it through the sleeve.
The sounds and lights of tramcars passed him frequently now,
and after crossing a street he was puzzled by a complicated
shape between himself and the flow of a high lamp. Going
nearer he discerned a queen with a long train riding side-saddle
on a rearing horse. It was a statue in the great square. He
considered going for warmth to the security office but decided
he needed something to drink. He crossed other streets till
he saw red neon shining above the pavement. He opened the
tinkling door of a small aromatic tobacconist shop, crossed to
a staircase and went down into Galloway’s Tearoom. This was
a low-ceilinged place much bigger than the shop upstairs. Most
of it was alcoves, some opening from others, each with a sofa,
table and chairs in it and a stag’s head on a plaque. Lanark
ordered lemon tea, sat in the corner of a sofa and fell asleep.

He awoke long afterward. The glass of tea was cold on
the table before him and he was listening to a conversation
between two businessmen. His ear was an inch from a thick
brown curtain separating his sofa from where they sat and
clearly they had no sense of being overheard.

“. . . Dodd is on our side. After all, the Corporation has noth-
ing to do but light the streets and keep the trams running,
and these services don’t pay for themselves. They have to be
subsidized by the sale of municipal property, so Dodd is selling
and I'm buying.”

“But what will you do with it?”

“Sublet. The smallest of these rooms could contain sixteen sin-
gle apartments if we divided them up with matchboard parti-
tions. I've measured.”

“Don’t be mad! Why should anyone want a tiny apartment
just because it’s on the square? There’s no profit in being a
landlord with a third of the city standing empty.”

“No profit at the moment. I mean to sublet these eventually.”
“Don’t be mysterious, Aitcheson. You can trust me.”

“All right. You know the population is smaller than it used
to be. Have you faced the fact that it gets smaller all the time?”’
“Why?”

“You know why.”

There was a silence. ‘““What about the new arrivals?”

“Not enough of them. You live in a hotel, don’t you?”

“Of course.”



RIMA 39

“Of course. So do I. Nobody notices disappearances in a hotel.
In the normal way you expect the man in the next room to
disappear after a while. Life is different in a tenement. Suddenly
the house across the landing is empty. A little later the one
upstairs goes empty too. Then you notice there are no lights
in half the windows across the street. It’s disturbing! Mind
you, people are still pretending not to notice. Wait till they
have no neighbours left. Wait till they’re lonely and the panic
starts! They’ll crowd to the city centre like drowning men onto
a raft. If the city chambers are still empty they’ll break in
and squat. But they won’t be empty because I'll be subletting
them.”

After a pause, the other voice said grudgingly, “Very clever.
But aren’t you being a bit optimistic? You're gambling on a
trend that may not continue.”’

“What is there to stop it?”’

Lanark stood up, feeling terribly afraid. A short while ago
he had told Sludden he was content. Now everything he heard
or saw or remembered was pushing him toward panic. He
desperately wanted Rima beside him, a Rima who would smile
and be sad with him, a Rima whose fears he could soothe
and who would not fling words at him like stones. He paid
for the tea and went back to his own room and undressed.
When jacket and jersey were removed he saw the right shirt-
sleeve was stiff with dried blood, and on taking off the shirt
he found the arm was dragonhide from shoulder to wrist, with
spots of it on the back of his hand. He put on his pyjamas,
got into bed and fell asleep. There seemed nothing else to

do.
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With no will to see anyone or do anything he immersed himself
in sleep as much as possible, only waking to stare at the wall
until sleep returned. It was a sullen pleasure to remember that
the disease spread fastest in sleep. Let it spread! he thought.
What else can I cultivate? But when the dragonhide had covered
the arm and hand it spread no further, though the length of
the limb as a whole increased by six inches. The fingers grew
stouter, with a slight web between them, and the nails got
longer and more curving. A red point like a rose-thorn formed
on each knuckle. A similar point, an inch and a half long,
grew on the elbow and kept catching the sheets, so he slept
with his right arm hanging outside the cover onto the floor.
This was no hardship as there was no feeling in it, though it
did all he wanted with perfect promptness and sometimes
obeyed wishes before he consciously formed them. He would
find it holding a glass of water to his lips and only then notice
he was thirsty, and on three occasions it hammered the floor
until he waked up and Mrs. Fleck came running with a cup
of tea. He felt embarrassed and told her to ignore it. She said,
“No, no, Lanark, my husband had that before he disappeared.
You must never ignore it.”

He thanked her. She rubbed her hands on her apron as if
drying them and said abruptly, “Do you mind if I ask you
something?”’

“No.”

“Why don’t you get up, Lanark, and look for work? I've lost
a husband by that”—she nodded to the arm—"and a couple
of lodgers, and all of them, before the end, just lay in bed,
and all of them were decent quiet fellows like yourself.”
“Why should I get up?”’
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“I don’t like talking about it, but I've an illness of my own—
not what you have, a different one—and it’s never spread very
far because I've had work to do. First it was a husband, then
lodgers, now it’s these bloody weans. I'm sure if you get up
and work your arm will improve.”

“What work can I get?”

“The Forge over the road is wanting men.”’

Lanark laughed harshly and said, ““You want me to make com-
ponents for the Q39.”

“I know nothing about factory work, but if a man gets pay
and exercise by it I don’t see why he should complain.”
“How can I go for work with an arm like this?”’

“T’ll tell you how. My husband had the same trouble on exactly
the same arm. So I knitted him a thick woollen glove and
lined it with wash leather. He never used it. But if you wear
it along with your jacket nobody will notice, and if they do,
why bother? There are plenty of men with crabby hands.”
Lanark said, “I’ll think about it.”

He was prevented from saying more by the hand’s raising the
teacup to his lips and holding it there.

Sometimes the children played on the floor of the room.
He liked this. They were quarrelsome but they never explained
what life was or persuaded him to do something, their selfish-
ness did not make him feel wicked. At these times he felt
ashamed of his great arm and kept it below the covers, but
once he awoke to find it lying outside with the children squat-
ting round it staring. The boy said admiringly, “You could
murder someone with that.”
Lanark was ashamed because the thought had occurred to him-
self. He drew the arm out of sight and muttered without much
conviction that two human hands would be better. The boy
said, ““Yes, but not in a fight.”
Lanark found the limb beginning to fascinate him. The colour
was not really black but an intensely dark green. It looked
diseased because it grew on a man, but considered by itself
the glossy cold hide, the thorny red knuckles and elbow, the
curving steel-blade claws looked very healthy indeed. He began
to have fantasies about the damage it could do. He imagined
entering the Elite and walking across to the Sludden clique
with the hand inside the bosom of his jacket. He would smile
at them with one side of his mouth, then expose the hand
suddenly. As Sludden, Toal and McPake leapt to their feet
he would knock them down with a sweeping sideways blow,
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then drive the squealing girls into a corner and rake the clothes
off them. Then the i image grew confused, for each of his fanta-
sies tended to dissolve into another one before reaching a cli-
max. After these dreams he would become dismally cold and
depressed. Once he discovered himself stroking the cold right
hand with the fingertips of the left and murmuring, “When I
am all like this. . . .” But if he was all like that he would
have no feeling at all, so he thought of Rima and her moments
of kindness: the time in the truck when she touched him and
said she was sorry, the dance and how they held each other,
the moment in the fog when she laughed at him and slid her
hand round his arm, the coffee she had made and even the
jacket she had flung. But these memories were too feeble
to restore human feeling, and he would return to admiring
the feelingless strength of the dragonish limb until he fell
asleep.

At last he wakened in pain which made him scream aloud.
Mrs. Fleck ran in. A ragged wound had been torn in his side
through the pyjama jacket, blood from it flooded the blankets.
Lanark bit the thumb knuckle of his left hand to prevent further
screaming and glared at the bloodstained claws of the right.
Mrs. Fleck ran to get bandages and water but when she returned
dragonhide had crystalized over the wound and Lanark sat on
the bed pulling his clothes on. He said, ““You spoke about a
glove. Can I have it?”

She went to a lobby cupboard and took out her husband’s
glove and an old waterproof coat. She helped Lanark put them
on and he left the house.

Snow had fallen but thin rain was reducing it to slush.
He had gone to bed because the alternatives were detestable
and now he walked the streets because sleep was dangerous,
choosing streets where the slush lay thinnest. Once again he
came to the square. The ground-floor windows were alight
in a building along one side of it, and hammering and sawing
resounded within. Arched doors stood open, showing a marble-
floored entrance hall with a red wooden hut in the middle.
It was covered with posters saying YOU HAVEN'T MUCH
TIME—PROTEST NOW. The words seemed meant for him,
so he crossed the marble to the hut and stepped inside.

A thin, bearded man wearing a clerical collar and an old
woman with wild white hair sat behind a counter putting pam-
phlets into envelopes. A young man with bushy hair typed
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rapidly at a table behind them, and an attractive girl sat on
the table plucking idly at a guitar. As Lanark approached the
counter the woman clasped her hands below her chin and
looked at him with an encouraging smile. After hesitating
awhile he said in a low voice, “I'm frightened of what’s happen-
ing to me.”’

She nodded vigorously. “Yes! No wonder. If you’'ve been look-
ing around you'll see we haven’t much time.”

“What can I do?”

“The primary need is to persuade others of the danger. When
we have a majority we can act. Would you care to distribute
some pamphlets for us?”’

“That wouldn’t help. You see my arm is all—"’

“Oh, we understand that! And we’re glad you came, even so.
Please please don’t believe we don’t care. We have launched
this campaign because we care deeply. But for troubles of that
personal kind hard work is the only answer, hard work for a
decent cause. I'm sure if you sit down calmly ‘and address those
envelopes it will help more than you believe.”

Lanark pulled the glove off and showed her the right hand.
Her round, pleasant face grew red but she smiled determinedly
into his eyes and said, “You see, the only cure for these—
personal—diseases is sunlight. Which our party is trying to re-
store. The artificially inflated land values at the centre have
produced such overbuilding on the horizon that the sun is barely
able to rise above it. As soon as we have a majority we can
persuade the authorities to act.’

The bushy- halred young man had stopped typing to roll a ciga-
rette. He said, “Ballocks. If we had a majority tomorrow the
situation would be the same. A city is ruled by its owners.
Nine tenths of our factories and houses are owned by a few
financiers and landlords, with a bureaucracy and a legal system
to defend them and collect the money. They are a minority
and they are in power. Why should we wait until there are
more of us before we seize it? Numerically there are more
of us already.”

The girl looked up from the guitar and said, “‘I think you’re
being too hard on the boss class. They feel in their bones that
the system is unfair and unwieldy, so the intelligent ones get
terribly bored and join us. That's what I did. My daddy’s a
brigadier.”

“We contain all shades of opinion," said the white-haired
woman, becoming flustered, “‘but we are agreed upon one
thing: the need for sunlight. You need that too, so why not
join us?’”’
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Lanark stared at her and she smiled bravely back but eventually
shrugged her shoulders and resumed work with the envelopes.
The clergyman beside her leaned forward toward Lanark and
said in a low voice, “You're on the edge of a pit, aren’t you?”’
In spite of the beard his face looked childish and eager, with
a blue mark like a bruise above the right eyebrow. He said
quietly, ““People in this organization see the pit a long way
ahead, so put your glove on, we can’t help you.”

Lanark bit his underlip and pulled on the glove. The man said,
“If you get out of the pit I hope you’ll join us all the same.
You won't need us then but we will certainly need you.”
Lanark said heavily, “‘I don’t know what you’re talking about,”
and walked away.

He crossed the square and walked to the Elite because it
was the only other place he could think of and Rima might
be there. Her kindly moments had become radiant in the cold-
ness he moved through, and she had dragonhide too, and what
had it made of her? He leaped flooded gutters and plunged
through ridges of slush; he pushed open the glass doors of
the foyer and rushed upstairs, and the café was empty. He
stood in the entrance and stared unbelievingly around but no-
body was there, not even the man who had stood so fixedly
behind the counter. Lanark turned and went downstairs.

Crossing the halfway landing he saw a girl below in the
foyer buying cigarettes at the cash desk. It was Gay. He called
her name and hurried down. She looked whiter and thinner
but greeted him with surprising vivacity, bobbing lightly up
to kiss his lips. She said, “Where have you been, Lanark? Why
those mysterious disappearances?’’

“I've been in bed. Come upstairs with me.’

“Upstairs? Nobody goes upstairs nowadays It’s so horrible.
We use the downstairs café now, the light is more soothing.”
She pointed to a thick red curtain which Lanark had thought
covered a door to the cinema. She pulled it slightly aside, saying,
“Come and join us. All the old gang are here.”

Beyond the curtain was perfect blackness. Lanark said, ““There’s
no light here at all.”

“Yes there is, but your eyes take a while to get used to it.”
“And is Rima in there?”

Gay let the curtain go and said uneasily, ‘I don’t think I've
seen Rima since my . . . my engagement party.”

“Then she’s at home?”’
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“I suppose so.”’

“Could you tell me how to get to it? I went there in the fog
and I couldn’t find it now.”

Gay’s face seemed suddenly ancient. She folded her arms,
bowed her head and shoulders, looked at him sideways and
said faintly, “I could take you there. But Sludden wouldn’t
like it.”’

“Take me there, Gay! She helped you when you were sick at
the party. I'm afraid something is happening to her t00.”

She gave him a sly, frightened look and said. ‘‘Sludden sent
me to buy cigarettes and he hates waiting for anything.”’
Lanark saw that his dragon hand was clenching to strike her.
He thrust it into his pocket where it squirmed like a crab.
Gay did not notice. She said wistfully, “You're very solid, La-
nark. I can go with you if you hold me, I think. But Sludden
never lets go.”

She held out a hand to him. He seized it gladly and they went
into the street.

‘Gay'’s footsteps were so feeble that he put his good arm
round her waist to help her onward. At first they went quickly,
then the pressure on his arm began to increase. Her feet were
,not engaging the slippery pavement, and though her body was
llght it felt as if an elastic cord fixed to her back were making
forward movement more difficult with each step. He paused
for a moment under a lamppost, breathing hard from exertion.
Gay put an arm round the pole to steady herself but seemed
wholly placid. With a coy sideways look she said, ““You're wear-
ing a glove on your right hand. I've got one on my left!”’
“What about it?”’

“I'll show you my disease if you show me yours!”

He began to say he was not interested in her disease but she
pulled off her fur gauntlet. Surprise gagged him. He had ex-
pected dragon claws like his own, but all he could see was a
perfectly shaped white little hand, the fingers lightly clenched,
until she unclenched them to show the palm. He took a moment
to recognize what lay on it. A mouth lay on it, grinning sarcasti-
cally. It opened and said in a tiny voice, “You're trying to
understand things, and that interests me.”’

It was Sludden’s voice. Lanark whispered, ““Oh, this is hell!”
Gay’s hand sank to her side. He saw that the soles of her
feet were an inch above the pavement. Her body dangled be-
fore him as if from a hook in her brain, her smile was vacant
and silly, her jaw fell and the voice which came from the mouth
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was not formed by movement of tongue or lip. Though it had
a slightly cavernous echo it was ‘Sludden’s voice, which said
glibly, “It’s time we got together again, Lanark,” while a tiny
identical voice from her left hand cried shrilly, “You worry
too much about the wrong things.”

“Oh! Oh!”" Lanark gabbled. “This is hell!”

He pressed gloved and ungloved hands to his mouth and with-
out ceasing to stare at Gay’s dangling image stepped backward
away from her. Like something sliding on a wire she quivered
and moved backward too, slowly at first, then accelerating till
he saw her emptily grinning face recede and dwindle to a point
in the direction of the café.

He turned and ran.

He ran blindly till his foot slipped and he fell on the slushy
pavement, bruising hip and shoulder and soaking his trousers.
When he stood up the panic had been replaced by desperation.
His wish to leave this city was powerful and complete and
equalled by a certainty that streets and buildings and diseased
people stretched infinitely in every direction. He was standing
near railings with a bank of snow beyond them which the rain
had not dissolved. Some naked trees grew out of it. The trees
and snow had such a fresh look that he climbed the railings
and waded upward between the trunks. The lamps in the street
behind showed a dim hillside laid out as a cemetery. Black
gravestones stood on the snowy paleness and he climbed be-
tween them, amazed that the ground of this place had once
swallowed men in a natural way. He reached a path with a
bench on it, brushed snow from the seat with his sleeve, then
knelt and banged his brow hard there three times, crying from
the centre of his soul, “‘Let me out! Let me oui! Let me out!”
After a moment he stood up, dazed by the blows but indifferent
to sodden clothes and aching body. He felt strangely buoyant.
There was a yellow radiance among some obelisks on the hill-
top, lighting the base of a few and silhouetting others, so he
ran uphill.

The slope below the summit was unusually steep, and La-
nark kept rushing up and slithering back until he gained the
momentum to reach the top and stumble between two monu-
ments onto flat ground. The summit was a circular plot with
a ring of obelisks round the edge and a cluster of them in
the middle. They were old and tall with memorials carved on
the pedestals. He was puzzled by the light. It was a glow like
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the light from a steady fire, it lit nothing over five feet from the
ground and cast no shadows, and Lanark walked round the
central monuments without discovering a source. The glow
was brightest on a pedestal near the place where he had entered
the ring, so he examined it for a clue. It was a marble block
erected by the workers and management of the Turks Road
Forge in gratitude to a doctor who had rendered them skilled
and faithful service between 1833 and 1879. Lanark was read-
ing the inscription for a second time when he noticed a dim
shadow across the centre of the stone. He glanced over his
shoulder to see what cast it and saw nothing, though when
he glanced back it looked like the shadow of a bird with out-
spread wings. But the colour deepened and he saw that the
shape forming there was a mouth three feet wide, the lips meet-
ing in a serene, level line. His heart beat now w1th an excitement
which was certainly not fear. When the lips had fully formed
they parted and spoke, and just as a single intense ray can
dazzle an eye without lighting a room, so this voice pierced
the ear without sounding loud. It pierced so painfully that he
could not understand the syllables as they were spoken, but
had to remember them when they stopped. The mouth had
said, ‘I am the way out.”

Lanark said, ““What do you mean?”’

The lips pressed together in a line which seemed ruled on
the stone and moved swiftly to the ground, crossing the projec-
tions of the base as simply as the shadow of a gull passes over
a waterfall. It sped over the snow, then stopped and opened
into an oval pit in front of his feet. The edges of the lips were
shaded lightly on the snow but curved steeply down to the
projecting tips of the perfect teeth. From the blackness between
these rose a cold wind with the salty odour of rotting seaweed,
then a hot one with an odour like roasting meat. Lanark shud-
dered with dread and giddiness. He remembered the mouth
in Gay’s hand which had nothing behind it but a cold man
being nasty to people in a dark room. He said, “Where will
you take me?”’

The mouth closed and became dim at the corners. He saw it
was fading and would leave him on a hilltop in a city more
sterile and lonely than anything a pit could hold. He shouted,
“Stop! I'll come!”’

The mouth grew distinct again. He asked humbly, “How should
I come?”

It replied. When the sound stopped hurting his ears he found
it had said ‘‘Naked, and head first.”



48 ’ CHAPTER SIX

It was hard to remove the coat and jacket because his
side had grown thorns which pterced the cloth. He ripped
them free and threw them down, then looked at the mouth
which lay patiently open. He rubbed his face with the good
hand and said, “I'm afraid to go head first. I'm going to lower
myself backwards and hang by the hands, and if I'm too scared
to let go I will consider it a kindness if you let me hang till I
drop.”

He stared at the mouth but no part of it moved. He sat on
the rags of the coat and removed his shoes. Fear was making
him slow, he grew terrified of its stopping him altogether so
he went to the mouth without undressing further. The hot
breath alternating with the cold one had melted the surrounding
snow into a margin of firm moist gravel. Moving fast to avoid
thinking, he sat with his legs in the mouth, gripped the teeth
opposite and slid down until he hung from them. Since the
right arm was longer than the left he hung by that alone, buf-
feted by hot roast and cold rot blasts and waiting for the hand
to weary and loosen. It didn’t. His claws gripped a big incisor
as if screwed to it, and when he tried to loosen them the muscles
of the whole limb began to contract and lift him toward the
oval of dark sky between the teeth. In a moment his head
and shoulders would have come through them, but he yelled,
“Shut! Bite shut!”

Blackness closed over him with a clash and he fell.

But not far. The cavity below the mouth narrowed to a
gullet down which he slithered and bumped at decreasing speed
as his clothing and thorny arm began catching on the sides.
The sides began to tighten and loosen, heating as they tight-
ened, cooling as they loosened, and the descent became a series
of freezmg drops from one scaldmg grip to another. The pres-
sure and heat grew greater and gripped him longer until he
punched and kicked against it. He was dropped at once but
only fell a few feet, and the next hold was so sickeningly tight
that he could not move his arms and legs at all. He opened
his mouth to scream and a mixture of wool and cloth squeezed
into it, for the pressure had dragged vest, shirt and jersey over
his face. He was suffocating. He urinated. The great grip stop-
ped, he slid downward, the garments slid upward, freeing
mouth and nose, and then the sides contracted and crushed
him harder than ever. Most senses abandoned him now.
Thought and memory, stench, heat and direction dissolved
and he knew nothing but pressure and duration. Cities seemed
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piled on him with a weight which doubled every second; noth-
ing but movement could lessen this pressure; all time, space
and mind would end unless he moved but it had been aeons
since he could have stirred toe or eyelid. And then he felt
like an infinite worm in infinite darkness, straining and straining
and failing to disgorge a lump which was choking him to death.

After a while nothing seemed very important. Hands were
touching his sides, softly sponging and softly drying. The light
was too strong to let him open his eyes. Some words were
whispered and someone softly laughed. At last he opened his
eyelids the narrowest possible slit. He lay naked on a bed with
a clean towel across his genitals. Two girls in white dresses
stood at his feet, clipping the toenails with tiny silvery scissors.
Between their bowed heads he saw the dial of a clock on the
wall beyond, a large white dial with a slender scarlet second
hand travelling round it. He glanced toward his right side.
Growing down from the shoulder was a decent, commonplace,
hdman limb.
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The food was always a lax white meat like fish, or a stronger
one like breast of chicken, or pale yellow like steamed egg.
It was completely tasteless, but though Lanark never ate more
than half the small portion on his plate the meals left him unusu-
ally comfortable and alert. The room had milk-coloured walls
and a floor of polished wood. Five beds with blue coverlets
stood against one wall, and Lanark, in the middle bed, faced
a wall pierced by five arches. He could see a corridor behind
them with a big window covered by a white Venetian blind.
The clock was over the middle arch, its circumference divided
into twenty-five hours. At half past five the light went on and
two nurses carried in hot water and shaving things and made
the bed. At six, twelve and eighteen o’clock they brought meals
in a wheeled cabinet. At nine, fifteen and twenty-two o’clock
a cup of tea was given him by a nurse who measured his tem-
perature and felt his pulse in a slightly offhand manner. At
half past twenty-two the neon tubes in the ceiling faded and
the only light filtered in through the corridor blind. This was
a pearly mobile light from several sources, all moving and grow-
ing or dimming as they moved, yet the movement was too
stately and suggestive of distances to be cast by traffic. Lanark
was soothed by it. Each pillar between the arches threw several
shadows into the room, every one a different degree of greyness
and all sweeping at different slow rates in one direction or
another. The dim, rhythmical, yet irregular movement of these
shadows was reassurmgly different from the horrifying black
pressure which the pressure of the pillow on his cheek still
brought to mind. One morning he said to the nurses making
the bed, “What's outside the window?”’
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“Just scenery. Miles and miles of scenery.”

“Why are the blinds never raised?”’

“You couldn’t stand the view, Bushybrows. We can’t stand it
and we’re perfectly fit.”

They had begun calling him Bushybrows. He examined his
face in two square inches of shaving mirror and noticed that
his eyebrows had white hairs in them. He lay back thoughtfully
and asked, “How old do I look?”’

One said, ““A bit over thirty.”

The other said, “No chicken, anyway.”

He nodded glumly and said, “A short while ago I seemed
ten years younger.’’

“Well, Bushybrows, that’s life, isn’t it?”’

He was visited that morning by a bald professional man
wearing a white coat and half-moon-shaped rimless glasses. He
stood by the bed surveying Lanark with a grave look which
did not completely hide amusement. He said, ‘Do you remem-
ber me?”’

“No.”

The doctor fingered a piece of sticking plaster on his chin and
said, “Three days ago you punched me, just here. Oh yes,
you came out fighting. I'm sorry I haven’t had time to see
you since. We have hardly enough staff to deal with the serious
cases, so the totally hopeless and the nearly fit are left much
to themselves. Can you go to the lavatory yet?”’

“Yes, if I hold onto the beds and walls.””

“I suppose your sleep is still pretty troubled?”

“Not very.”

“You're recovering fast. You would be running around already
if you’d undressed properly and come head first. At present
you are convalescing from severe shock, so take things easily.
Is there anything special you would like?””

“Could you get me something to read?”’

The doctor slid each hand up the opposite sleeve and stood
for a moment with his lips pursed, looking like a mandarin.
He said, “T’ll try, but I can’t promise much. Our institute has
been isolated since the outbreak of the second world war. There
is only one way of coming here and you’ve seen yourself how
impossible it is to bring luggage.”

“But the nurses are young girls!”’

“Well?”

“You said the place was isolated.”
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“It is. We recruit our staff from among the patients. I expect

you'll be joining us soon.” .

“When I get better I intend to-leave.”
“Easier said than done. We’ll discuss it in a day or two, when
you're able to walk. Meanwhile I'll hunt out some reading
material.”

The nurses who brought the midday meal also brought
a children’s cartoon book called Oor Wullie’s Annual for 1938,
a crime novel with the covers missing called No Orchids for
Miss Blandish, and a fat squat little book in good condition,
The Holy War, in which the s was usually printed f and half
the pages were uncut. Lanark began reading Oor Wullie. It made
him smile in places but many pages had been spoiled by some-
one’s colouring them with a blunt brown crayon. He began
No Orchids and was halfway through it that evening when the
nurses hurried in and set screens around the bed beside him.
They brought metal cylinders and trolleys of medical equipment
and went out saying, “Here comes a friend for you, Bushy-
brows.”

A male nurse wheeled in a stretcher and the room was
filled with the sound of hoarse guttural breathing. The figure
on the stretcher was hidden by two doctors walking alongside,
one of them Lanark’s doctor. They went behind the screens
and the stretcher was taken away. Lanark could read no longer.
He lay listening to the tinkle of instruments, the murmur of
professional voices, the huge harsh breathing. His evening cup
of tea was brought and the lights went out. Except for a lamp
behind the screens the room was bathed in moving shadows
cast by the corridor windows. The breathing became a couple
of quietly repeated vocal sighs and then grew inaudible.
Screens, trolley and instruments were wheeled out and every-
one left except the doctor with the rimless glasses, who came
to Lanark’s bed and sat heavily on the edge wiping his brow
with a piece of tissue. He said, ““He’s cured of his disease,
poor sod. God knows how he’ll recover from the journey here.”
Under the bed lamp, propped against a bank of pillows, was
a face so shockingly like a yellow skull that the only indication
of age and sex was a white moustache with drooping corners.
The sockets were so deep that it was impossible to see the
eyes. A skeletal arm lay on the coverlet, and a rubber tube
carried fluid from a suspended bottle to a bandage round the
biceps.

The doctor sighed and said, “We did what we could, and he
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should be comfortable for eight hours at least. I wish you would
do us a favour. You still sleep pretty lightly, I suppose?”’
“Yes.”

“He may gain consciousness and feel like talking. I could leave
a nurse here but their damned professional cheerfulness de-
presses introspective men. Talk to him, if he feels like it, and
if he wants a doctor call me on this.”

He took from his pocket a white plastic radio the size of a
cigarette packet. There was a circular mesh on one surface
and a red switch at the side. The doctor pressed the switch,
and a small clear frantic voice asked Dr. Bannerjee to come
to delivery room Q. The doctor switched it off and slid it under
Lanark’s pillow. He said, ‘It works two ways. If you speak
into it and ask for me they’ll pass the message on; I'm called
Munro. But don’t try to stay awake, he’ll waken you if he
needs you.”

Lanark could not sleep. He lay at the edge of the glow
surrounding the sick man, turned his back to the bony head
and played the radio under the pillow. Munro had said his
institute was understaffed but the staff was still very large. In
ten minutes he heard forty different doctors summoned in tones
indicating an emergency to places and tasks he was wholly
unable to picture. One call said, “Will Dr. Gibson go to the
sink? There is resistance on the north rim.” Another said,
“Ward R-sixty requires an osteopath. There is twittering. Will
any free osteopath go at once to deterioration ward R-sixty.”
He was greatly puzzled by a call which said, ‘““Here is a warning
for the engineers from Professor Ozenfant. A salamander will
discharge in chamber eleven at approximately fifteen-fifteen.”
At last he switched the clamour off and dozed uneasily.

He was wakened by a low cry and sat up. The sick man
was craning forward from his pillows, moving his head from
side to side as if seeking something, yet Lanark was still unable
to see eyes in the black sockets. The man said loudly, ““Is any-
body there? Who are you?”’

“I'm here. 'm a patient, like yourself. Should I call a doctor?”’
“How tall am I?”
Lanark stared at the thin figure beneath the blue coverlet. He
said “‘Quite tall.”
The man was sweating. He gave a dreadful shriek. “How tall?”
“Nearly six feet.”
The man lay back on the pillow and his thin mouth curled in
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a surprisingly sweet smile. After a moment he said languidly,
“And I don’t glitter.” :
“What do you mean?"”’ - AR

“I'm not covered with . . . you know, red, white, blue, green

sparkles.”

“Certainly not. Should I call a doctor?”’

“No no. I expect these fellows have done what they can.”
The man’s skull was no longer a reminder of death. Feeling

had softened it and now it seemed a daringly austere work

of art commemorating human consciousness. The thin lips still

curved in a faint smile. They opened and said, ‘*“What brought

you here?”’

Lanark considered several answers and decided to use the short-

est. “‘Dragonhide.”

The man seemed not to hear. At last Lanark asked, “What

brought you?”’ .

The man cleared his throat. “‘Crystalline hypertrophy of the

connective tissue. That’s the medical name. Laymen like you

or I call it rigor.”

“Twittering rigor?”’

“I did not twitter. All the same, it came as a shock.”

He seemed to become thoughtful and Lanark fell asleep. He

was wakened by the man crying out, “‘Are you there? Am I

boring you?”’

“I'm here. Please go on.”

“You see, I loved the human image and I hated the way people

degraded it, overdeveloping some bits to gain temporary advan-

tage and breaking others off to get relief from very ordinary

pain. I seemed surrounded by leeches, using their vitality to

steal vitality from others, and by sponges, hiding behind too

many mouths, and by crustaceans, swapping their feelings for

armour. [ saw that a decent human hfe should contain discipline,

and exertion, and adventure, and be unselfish. So I joined the

army. Can you tell me what other organization I could have

joined? Yet in spite of five dangerous missions behind enemy

lines, and in spite of launching the Q39 programme, | grew

to be nine feet tall and as brittle as glass. I could exert fantastic

pressure vertically, upward or downward, but the slightest side-

ways blow would have cracked me open. We do crack, you

know, in the army.”

Indignation had entered his voice and exhausted it. He lay

breathing deeply for a while; then his lips curved in the surpris-

ing smile. He said, ‘‘Can you guess what I did?”
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“No.”

“I did something rather unusual. Instead of waiting till I cracked
and leaving the pit to eat up the pieces I inwvoked the pit. I
asked for a way out, and the pit came to me, and I entered it
in a perfectly decorous and manly fashion.”

“So did L.”

For a moment the man looked indignant again, then he asked
in a low voice, “How many of us are there in this room?”’
“_Iust you and I.”

“Good. Good. That means we are exceptional cases. Depend
on it, not many pray for that way out. The majority spend
their lives dreading it. Did you lose consciousness coming
down?”’

“Yes, after a while.”

“I lost consciousness almost at once. The trouble was, I kept
coming back to it, again and again and again. I wish I had
taken their advice and removed my uniform.”

“You came down in a uniform!”’ cried Lanark, horrified.
“Yes. Belt, boots, braid, brass buttons, the lot. I even had
my pistol, in a holster.”

“Why?”

“I meant to surrender it to the commander here: a symbolic
gesture, you know. But there isn’t a commander. That pistol
made a trench as deep as itself across my right hip, which is
why I am dying, I suppose. I could have survived the uniform
but not the revolver.”

“You're not dying!”’

“I feel I am.”

“But why, why, why should we suffer that pit and blackness
and pressure, why should we even try to be human if we are
going to die? If you die your pain and struggle have been
useless!”’

“I take a less gloomy view. A good life means fighting to be
human under growing difficulties. A lot of young folk know
this and fight very hard, but after a few years life gets easier
for them and they think they’ve become completely human
when they've only stopped trying. I stopped trying, but my
life was so full of strenuous routines that I wouldn’t have noticed
had it not been for my disease. My whole professional life
was a diseased and grandiose attack on my humanity. It is an
achievement to know now that I am simply a wounded and
dying man. Who can be more regal than a dying man?”’

His languid voice had become a very faint murmur.

“Sir!” said Lanark fervently. “I hope you will not die!”
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The man smiled and murmured, *“Thank you, my boy.”
A moment later sweat suddenly ‘glittered on the visible parts
of him. He clawed the coverlet with both hands and sat upright
saying in a harsh commanding voice, “And now I feel very
cold and more than a little afraid!”
The lamp went out. Lanark leaped onto the polished floor,
slipped, fell and scrambled to the man’s side. Some pearly light
from the window passed over the body half sprawling from
the covers, the head and neck hanging off the mattress and
an arm trailing on the floor. A dark stain was spreading on
the bandage where the rubber tube had been wrenched out.
Lanark ran to his bed, grabbed the radio and flicked the switch;
he said, “Get Dr. Munro! Get me Dr. Munro!”’
A small clear voice said, “Who is speaking, please?”’
“I'm called Lanark.”
“Dr. Lanark?”
“No! No! I'm a patient, but a man is dying!”’

“Dying naturally?”

“Yes, dying, dying!”
He heard the voice say, “Will Dr. Munro report quickly to
Dr. Lanark, a man is dying naturally; I repeat, a man is dying
naturally.”
A minute later the ward lights went on.

Lanark sat on the bed staring at his neighbour, who looked
crudely and insultingly dead. His mouth hung open and it was
now obvious that his sockets were eyeless. By the hand on
the floor a tiny puddle was spreading from the nozzle of the
rubber tube. Dr. Munro came in and walked briskly to the
bedside. He lifted the arm, felt the pulse, hoisted the body
farther onto the mattress, then turned off a tap on the suspended
bottle. He looked at Lanark sitting on the edge of his bed in
a white nightshirt and said, “‘Shouldn’t you cover yourself up?”’

“No. I shouldn’t.”
“Did he speak to you?”’
e
“Did he recognize himself?”’
“Yes. What are you going to do with him?”’
“Bury him. Strange, isn’t it. We can find a practical use for
any number of dead monsters, but a mere man can only be
burned or shovelled into the ground.”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
“Get into bed, Lanark.” <
“I want to see out the window."”
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“Why?"

“I feel enclosed.”

“Can you walk there?”

“Of course I can walk there.”

The doctor opened a locker beside the bed, took out dressing
gown and slippers and handed them to Lanark, who put them
on and walked to the window, ignoring a feeling of floating
above the floor. He was surprised to find the corridor hardly
longer than the room he had left: to right and left it ended
in a blank wall with a circular door closed by a red curtain.
Lanark hesitated before the slats of the blind until Dr. Munro
appeared at his side and placed a hand on a green cord hanging
from the top. He said, “I'll raise the blind, Lanark, but first I
want you to repeat certain words.”’

“What.words?”’

“If I lose my way I will shut my eyes and turn my head.”
“If I lose my way I will shut my eyes and turn my head.”
Munro raised the blind.

It was a view of mistily moving distances with the sun
shining through them. Snowy ranges of cloud divided snowy
ranges of mountain and silvery skies lay so near to sparkling
oceans that they were hard to tell apart. The institute seemed
drifting toward the sun between the precipices of a canyon
and he peered forward and down, trying to catch sight of the
bottom, but when the mist below the window thinned and
parted he saw a dark violet space containing stars and a sickle
moon. Feeling dizzy he looked back at the sun for reassurance,
for though dimmed by haze it shone solidly in the centre of
the scene, illuminating and uniting it; but now he wondered
if the sun was maybe far overhead and this a reflection in the
sea, or perhaps it was behind him and he was seeing it mirrored
in a glacier among the mountains in front. Nothing was visible
now but sunlight and milky cloud with a single peak rising
from it. Streams like silver threads poured through gullies in
the lower slopes and white lines of waterfalls fell from cliff
tops into the clouds. He saw this peak was not a simple cone
but a cluster of summits with valleys between them. One valley
was full of lakes and pasture, another was shaggy with forests,
through a third lay a golden-green ocean with a sun setting
behind it. The act of seeing became an act of flight. He raised
his eyes to the horizon but above the level lines of every sea
and plain lay islands, mountains, storm clouds, cities, and setting
or ascending suns. He tried to escape this recession by staring
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at a village on a little hill in a shaft of morning light. A cloud
passed overhead and he only saw the village by the light spar-
kling on windows and roofs, tHen the sparkles shifted and
drifted sideways like snowflakes into silvery blueness where
they circled like gulls above a steamship, then changed colour
and became black specks circling like aeroplanes in a flashing
red glow above a bombed city. So Lanark clapped a hand over
his eyes, turned round and returned soberly to the room.

The body of his neighbour, swathed in blankets, was
wheeled past on a stretcher by a male nurse. Lanark put the
slippers and gown in the locker, climbed into bed and pulled
the covers to his chin. Dr. Munro had lowered the blind and
gone to the locker beside the dead man’s bed. He took out a
pistol and stood examining it thoughtfully. He said, ““This is
why he died, you know. He wore it on the way down.”
“Yes, he told me.”

“Still, he came head first, which not many do.”

“Where is this institute?”’

“We occupy a system of galleries under a mountain with several
peaks and several cities on top. I believe you come from one
of these cities.”

“Under a mountain?’’

“Yes. That screen isn’t a window. It shows images caught by
a reflector on one of the peaks. This ward has one because
patients of your kind sometimes do feel enclosed. If I showed
that view to other patients they would curl up like watch-
springs.”’

“How deep down are we?”’

“I don’t know. I'm a doctor, not a geologist.”

Lanark had received more than he could consciously ab-
sorb. He fell asleep.
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He wakened next morning feeling tired and sick, but the nurses
brought a bland omelette which restored vitality. On a chair
by the bed they laid clothes with the same soft glazed texture
as the food: underwear, socks, shirt, dark trousers, a pullover
and a white coat. They said, “You're joining us today, Bushy-
brows.”’

“What do you mean?”’

“You're a doctor now. I hope you aren’t going to bully us
poor nurses.”’

“I am not a doctor!”

“Oh, don’t refuse! The ones who refuse at first always bully
us worst.”’

When they left Lanark arose and dressed in all but the coat.
He found shoes of suéde-like stuff below the bed. He put them
on, entered the corridor, lifted the blind and saw a white flag-
pole in the middle of a warm, sunlit terrace of level grass.
Children ran about playing anarchic ballgames and on the far
edge two older boys sat on a bench gazing across a great valley,
the valley-floor covered by roofs made prickly by smokestacks.
On the right a river meandered among fields and slag bings,
then the city hid it though the course was marked by skeletal
cranes marching to the left. Beyond the city was a bleak ridge
of land, heather-green and creased by watercourses, and the
summits of mountains appeared behind that like a line of broken
teeth. This view filled Lanark with such unexpected delight
that his eyes moistened. He returned and lay down on the
bed, wondering why.

“Anyway,” he told himself, “I'll go there.”



60 CHAPTER EIGHT

Munro came through an arch and Lanark sat up to face
him saying, “‘Before you speak, I' want to assure you I will
not be a doctor.” Co
“I see. How do you intend to pass the time while you stay
here?”

“I don’t want to stay. I want to leave.”

Munro flushed suddenly red and pointed to the window. Out-
side it grey waves were rising and falling against a great cliff
with mist on the summit.

“Yes, leave! Leave!”’ he said in a controlled voice, “I'll take
you to an emergency exit. It will let you out at the mountain
foot, and after that you can find your own way through the
world. Men used to find homes like that, leaving the safe oasis
or familiar cave and crossing wildernesses to make houses in
unknown lands. Of course these men knew things you don’t.
They could plant crops, kill animals, endure pains that would
deprive you of your wits. But you can read and write and
argue, and if you go far enough you may find people who
appreciate that, if they talk the same language.”

“But a minute ago I saw a habitable city out there!”

“And have you never heard how fast and far light travels?
And how masses warp it and surfaces reflect it and atmospheres
refract it? You have seen a city and think it in the future, a
place to reach by travelling an hour or day or year, but existence
is helical and that city could be centuries ahead. And what if
it lies in the past? History is full of men who saw cities, and
went to them, and found them shrunk to villages or destroyed
centuries before or not built yet. And the last sort were the
luckiest.”

“But I recognized this city! I've been there!”

“Ah, then it lies in the past. You'll never find it now.”
Lanark looked miserably at the floor. The view had given him
dreams of a gracious, sunlit life. He said, ‘*Are there no civilized
places I can reach from here?”’

Munro had regained his mandarin calm and sat down beside
the bed. “Yes, several. But they won’t take you without a
companion.’’

“Why?”

“Health regulations. When people leave without a companion
their diseases return after a while.”

“Am I the only healthy individual who wants to leave this
place?”

“One woman doctor hates her work so much that she’ll leave
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with anyone, but take care. Entering another world with some-
one is a form of wedding, and this woman will hate any world
she lands in.”

Lanark groaned and said, ““What can I do, Dr. Munro?”
Munro said cheerfully, ““That i1s your first sensible question
Lanark, so stop worrying and listen. You can look for a compan-
ion among three classes of people: the doctors, the nurses and
the patients. Not many doctors want to leave, but when they
do, it is with a colleague. Nurses leave more often, with men
they thoroughly trust, and doctors have proverbial advantages
where they are concerned. But the biggest class are the patients,
and you can only know them by working on them.”

“I’'m not qualified to work on anybody.”

“And were you not nearly a dragon? And are you not cured?
The only qualification for treating a disease is to survive it,
and right now seventeen patients are crushing themselves under
belligerent armour without one reasonable soul to care for
them. Don’t be afraid! You need see nobody whose problem
is not a form of your own.”

They sat in silence until Lanark stood up and put the white
coat on. Munro smiled and produced a hospital radio saying,
“This is yours. You know how to make contact through it,
so I'll show how it contacts you.”

He flicked the switch and said to the mesh, ““Send a signal to
Dr. Lanark in ten seconds, please. There’s no message, so don’t
repeat it.”’

He dropped the radio into Lanark’s pocket. A moment later
two resonant chords from there said plin-plong.

“When you hear that, your patient is near a crisis or a colleague
needs help. If you need help yourself, or lose your way in
the corridors, or want a lullaby to soothe you to sleep, speak
to the operator and you’ll be connected to someone suitable.
Now get your books and we’ll go to your new apartment.”
Lanark hesitated. He said, ““Has it a window?”’

“As far as I know this is the only room with a viewing screen
of that kind.” '

“I prefer to sleep here, Dr. Munro.”

Munro sighed slightly. “Doctors don’t usually sleep in a pa-
tients’ ward, but certainly this is the smallest and least required.
All right, leave the books. I'll show you something of the insti-
tute’s scope then we’ll visit Ozenfant, your head of depart-
ment.”’
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They went through an arch to one of the circular doorways.

The curtain of red pleated plastlc Slld apart for them and closed
behind. .

The corridors of the institute were very different from
the rooms they connected. Lanark followed Munro down a
low curving tunnel with hot gusts of wind shoving at his back,
his ears numbed by a clamour of voices, footsteps, bells going
plin-plong and a dull rhythmic roaring. The tunnel was six feet
high and circular in section with a flat track at the bottom
just wide enough for the wheels of a stretcher. The light kept
brightening and dulling in a way that hurt the eyes; dazzling
golden brightness slid along the walls with each warm blast
and was followed by fading orange dimness in the ensuing cold.
The tunnel slanted into another tunnel and grew twice as large,
then into another and grew twice as large again. The noise,
brightness and windpower increased. Lanark and Munro tra-
velled swiftly but doctors and nurses with trolleys and stretchers
kept overtaking and whizzing past them on either side. Nobody
was moving against the wind. With an effort Lanark came beside
Munro and asked about this, but though he yelled aloud his
voice reached his ears as a remote squeaking and the reply
was inaudible; yet amid the roaring and gongings he could
hear distinct fragments of speech spoken by nobody in the
vicinity:
“. . . is the pie that bakes and eats itself . .
..... is that which has no dimensions . . . . .

. is the study of the best . . .”
..... an exacting game and requires patience . . . . .
They entered a great hall where the voices were drowned in
a roaring which swelled and ebbed like waves of cheering in
a football stadium. Crowds poured over the circular floor from
tunnels on every side and disappeared through square doors
between the tunnel entrances. Among white-coated nurses and
doctors Lanark saw people in green dustcoats, brown overalls,
blue uniforms and charcoal-grey business suits. He looked up-
ward and staggered giddily. He was staring up a vast perpendi-
cular shaft with gold and orange light lowing continually up
the walls in diminishing rings like the rings of a target. Munro
gripped his arm and led him to a door which opened, then
slid shut behind them.

’)

They were in a lift with the still air of a small ward. Munro
looked up at a circular mesh in the middle of the ceiling and
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said, “The sink, please. Any entrance.”

There was a faint hum but no sense of movement. Munro said,
“Our corridors have confusing acoustics. Did you ask some-
thing?”’

“Why do people only walk in one direction?”’

“Each ward has two corridors, one leading in and the other
out. This allows the air to circulate, and nobody goes against
the current.”

“Who were the people in the big hall?”

“Doctors, like you and me.”

“But doctors were a tiny minority.”

“Do you think so? I suppose it’s possible. We need engineers
and clerks and chemists to supervise lighting and synthesize
food and so on, but we only see those in the halls; they have
their own corridors. They’re a strange lot. Every one of them,
even the plumbers and wireless operators, think their own pro-
fession s the institute, and everyone else exists to serve them.
I suppose it makes their work seem more worthwhile, but if
they reflected seriously they would see that the institute lives
by purging the intake.”

“Purging the intake?”

“Doctoring the patients.”

The lift door opened and Lanark’s nostrils were hit by a
powerful stink, the foul odour he had first noticed when Gloopy
vanished in the dark. Munro crossed a platform to a railing
and stood with his hands on it, looking down. To right and
left the platform curved into distance as though enclosing an
enormous basin, but though searchlights in the black ceiling
cast slanting beams into the basin itself Lanark was unable to
see the other side. From high overhead came huge dismal
sounds like a dance record played loudly at an unusually low
speed, and from the depths beyond the railing came a multitudi-
nous slithering hiss. Lanark stood at the door of the lift and
said shakily, “Why did we come here?”’

Munro looked round. _

“This is our largest deterioration ward. We keep the hopeless
softs here. They’'re quite happy. Come and look.”

“You said I need see nobody whose problem is not a form
of my own!”’

“Problems take different forms but they’re all caused by the
same error. Come and see.”

“If I look over that railing I think I will be sick.”

Munro stared at him, then shrugged and re-entered the lift.
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He said to the mesh, “*Professor Ozenfant,” and the door closed
and the air softly hummed. Munro‘leaned against the wall with
his hands tucked into the opposite sleeves. He frowned at his
shoes for a moment then looked up with sudden brightness
saying, “Tell me, Dr. Lanark, is there a connection between
your love of vast panorama and your distaste for human prob-
lems?”’

Lanark said nothing.

The door opened and they entered another huge roaring
ceilingless hall. Pulses of sound and bright air beat down from
above and flowed out into the surrounding tunnels with crowds
of people from the surrounding lifts. Munro led the way to a
tunnel with a block of names on the wall by the entrance:

McADAM McIVOR McCQUAT McWHAM
McCAIG McKEAN McSHEA MURRAY
MCcCEVOY MCMATH McUSKY NOAKES
McGILL MCOWEN McVARE OZENFANT

They sped along it hearing bodiless voices conversing among
the clamour:

“. . . glad to see the light in the sky . .
..... frames were shining on the walls . . . . .
. . you need certificates . . .”
..... camels in Arabia . . . . .

. annihilating sweetness . . .
They reached a place where half the names were printed on
one wall and half on the other, and here the tunnel forked
and diminished. It forked and diminished three more times
until they entered a single low tunnel labelled OZENFANT.
The red glossy curtain at the end opened on a surface of heavy
brown cloth. Munro pulled that aside and they stepped into
a large and lofty apartment. Tapestries worked in red, green
and gold thread hung from an elaborate cornice to a chequered
floor of black and white marble. Antique stools, chairs and
sofas stood about in no kind of order with stringed instruments
of the lute and fiddle sort scattered between them. A grand
piano stood in a corner beside a cumbersome, old-fashioned
X-ray machine, and in the middle Lanark saw, from behind,
a figure in black trousers and waistcoat leaning over a carpen-
ter’'s bench and sandpapering the edge of a half-constructed
guitar. This figure stood up and turned toward them, smiling
and wiping hands on a richly patterned silk handkerchief. It
was a stout young man with a small blond triangular beard.

’
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His sleeves were rolled well above his elbows exposing robust
hairy forearms, but collar and tie were perfectly neat, the waist-
coat unwrinkled, the trousers exactly creased, the shoes splen-
didly polished. He came forward saying, ‘“Ah, Munro, you
bring my new assistant. Sit down both of you and talk to me.”
Munro said, “I’'m afraid I must leave. Dr. Lanark has tired of
my company and I have work to do.”
“No, my friend, you must stay some minutes longer! A patient
is about to turn salamander, an always impressive spectacle.
Sit down and I'll show you.”
He gestured to a divan and stood facing them and dabbing
his brows with the handkerchief. He said, ““Tell me, Lanark,
what instrument do you play?”

“None.”

“But you are musical?”’
“No.

“But perhaps you know about ragtime, jazz, boogie-woogie,
rock-and-roll?”’
“No.”
Ozenfant sighed. ‘I feared as much. No matter, there are other
ways of speaking to patients. I will show you a patient.”

He went to the nearest tapestry and dragged it sideways,
uncovering a circular glass screen in the wall behind. A slender
microphone hung under it. He brought this to the divan pulling
a fine cable after it, and sat down and said, ‘‘Ozenfant speaking.
Show me chamber twelve.”

The neon lights in the ceiling went out and a blurred image
shone inside the screen, seemingly a knight in gothic armour
lying on the slab of a tomb. The i image grew distinct and more
like a prehlstorlc lizard on a steel table. The hide was black,
the knobbly joints had pink and purple quills on them, a bush
of purple spines hid the genitals and a double row of spikes
down the back supported the body about nine inches above
the table. The head was neckless, chinless, and grew up from
the collarbone into a gaping beak like the beak of a vast cuckoo.
The face had no other real features, though a couple of blank
domes stuck out like parodies of eyeballs. Munro said, ‘“The
mouth is open.”

Ozenfant said, “Yes, but the air trembles above it. Soon it
shuts, and then boom!”’

“When was he delivered?”

“Nine months, nine days, twenty-two hours ago. He arrived
nearly as you see him, nothing human but the hands, throat
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and sternum mastoid. He seemed to like jazz, for he clutched
the remnant of a saxophone, so. ['said, ‘He is musical, I will
treat him myself.” Unluckily I' khow nothing of jazz. I tried
him with Debussy (who sometimes works in these cases) then
I tried the nineteenth-century romantics. I pounded him with
Wagner, overwhelmed him with Brahms, beguiled him with
Mendelssohn. Results: negative. In despair I recede further
and further, and who works in the end? Scarlatti. Each time
played The Cortege his human parts blushed as pink and soft
as a baby’s bottom.”

Ozenfant closed his eyes and kissed his fingertips to the ceiling.
“Well, matters remain thus till six hours ago when he goes
wholly dragon in five minutes. Perhaps I do not play the clavi-
chord well? Who else in this wretched institute would have
tried?”’

Munro said, ““You assume he blushed pink with pleasure. It
may have been rage. Maybe he disliked Scarlatti. You should
have asked.”

“I distrust speech therapy. Words are the language of lies and
evasions. Music cannot lie. Music talks to the heart.”

Lanark moved impatiently. Light from the screen showed
Ozenfant’s mouth so fixed in a smile that it seemed expression-
less, while the eyebrows kept moving in exaggerated expres-
sions of thoughtfulness, astonishment or woe. Ozenfant said,
“Lanark is bored by these technicalities. I will show him more
patients.”’

He spoke to the microphone and a sequence of dragons on
steel tables appeared on the screen. Some had glossy hides,
some were plated like tortoises, some were scaled like fish and
crocodiles. Most had quills, spines or spikes and some were
hugely horned and antlered, but all were made monstrous by
a detail, a human foot or ear or breast sticking through the
dinosaur armour. A doctor sat on the edge of one table and
studied a chessboard balanced on a dragonish stomach.
Ozenfant said, ‘“That is McWham, who is also unmusical. He
treats the dryly rational cases; he teaches them chess and plays
interminable games. He thinks that if anyone defeats him their
armour will fall off, but so far he has been too clever for them.
Do you play any games, Lanark?”’

“No.”

In another chamber a thin priest with intensely miserable eyes
sat with his ear close to a dragonish beak.

“That is Monsignor Noakes, our only faith healer. We used
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to have lots of them: Lutherans, Jews, Atheists, Muslims, and
others with names I forget. Nowdays all the hardened religious
cases have to be treated by poor Noakes. Luckily we don’t
get many.”’

“He looks unhappy.”

“Yes, he takes his work too seriously. He is Roman Catholic
and the only people he cures are Quakers and Anglicans. Have
you a rehglon Lanark?”

“No.”

“You see a cure is more likely when doctor and patient have
something in common. How would you describe yourself?”’
“I can’t.”

Ozenfant laughed. ““Of course you can’t! I asked foolishly. The
lemon cannot taste bitterness, it only drinks the rain. Munro,
describe Lanark to me.”

“Obstinate and suspicious,”” said Munro. “He has intelligence,
but keeps it narrow.”

“Good. I have a patient for him. Also obstinate, also suspicious,
with a cleverness which only reinforces a deep, deep, immeasur-
ably deep despair.”

Ozenfant said to the microphone, “Show chamber one, and
let us see the patient from above.”

A gleaming silver dragon appeared between a folded pair of
brazen wings. A stout arm ending in seven brazen claws lay
along one wing, a slender soft human arm along the other.
“You see the wings? Only unusually desperate cases have wings,
though they cannot use them. Yet this one brings such reckless
energy to her despair that I have sometimes hoped. She is
unmusical, but I, a musician, have stooped to speech therapy
and spoken to her like a vulgar critic, and she exasperated
me so much that I decided to give her to the catalyst. We
will give her to Lanark instead.”

A radio said plin-plong. Ozenfant took one from a waistcoat
pocket and turned the switch. A voice announced that patient
twelve was turning salamander.

Ozenfant said to the microphone, “Quick! Chamber twelve.”

Chamber twelve was obscured by white vapours streaming
and whirling from the dragon’s beak, which suddenly snapped
shut. Radiant beams shot from the domes in the head, the
figure seemed to be writhing. Ozenfrant cried, “No light,
please! We will observe by heat alone.”

There was immediate blackness on which Lanark’s dazzled eyes
projected stars and circles before adjusting to it. He could hear
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Munro’s quick dry breathing on one side and Ozenfant breath-
ing through his mouth on the othér. He said, ““What's happen-
ing?”’ e )

Ozenfant said, “‘Brilliant light pours from all his organs—it
would blind us. Soon you will see him by his heat.”

A moment later Lanark was startled to feel Ozenfant murmuring
into his ear.

“The heat made by a body should move easily through it,
overflowing the pores, penis, anus, eyes, lips, limbs and finger-
tips in acts of generosity and self-preservation. But many people
are afraid of the cold and try to keep more heat than they
give, they stop the heat from leaving though an organ or limb,
and the stopped heat forges the surface into hard insulating
armour. What part of you went dragon?”’

“A hand and arm.”

“Did you ever touch them with your proper hand?”

“Yes. They felt cold.”

“Quite. No heat was getting out. But no heat was getting in!
And since men feel the heat they receive more than the heat
they create the armour makes the remaining human parts feel
colder. So do they strip it off? Seldom. Like nations losing
unjust wars they convert more and more of themselves into
armour when they should surrender or retreat. So someone
may start by limiting only his affections or lust or intelligence,
and eventually heart, genitals, brain, hands and skin are crusted
over. He does nothing but talk and feed, giving and taking
through a single hole; then the mouth shuts, the heat has no
outlet, it increases inside him until. . . watch, you will see.”
The blackness they sat in had been dense and total but a crooked
thread of scarlet light appeared on it. This twitched and grew
at both ends until it outlined the erect shape of a dragon with
legs astride, arms outstretched, the hands thrusting against dark-
ness, the great head moving from side to side. Lanark had a
weird feeling that the beast stood before him in the room.
There was nothing but blackness to compare it with, and it
seemed vast. [ts gestures may have been caused by pain but
they looked threatening and triumphant. Inside the black head
two stars appeared where eyes should be, then the whole body
was covered with white and golden stars. Lanark felt the great
gothic shape towering miles above him, a galaxy shaped like
a man. Then the figure became one blot of gold which expanded
into a blinding globe. There was a crash of thunder and for
a moment the room became very hot. The floor heaved and
the lights went on.
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It took a while to see things clearly. The thunder had
ended, but throughout the apartment instruments were jangling
and thrumming in sympathy. Lanark noticed Munro still sitting
beside him. There was sweat on his brow and he was industri-
ously polishing his spectacles with a handkerchief. The blank
screen was cracked from side to side but the microphone hung
neatly under it. Ozenfant stood at a distance examining a fiddle.
“See!” he cried. ‘“The A-string has snapped. Yet some assert
that a Stradivarius is without a soul.”

Munro said, ‘I am no judge of salamanders, but that vibration
seemed abnormally strong.”
“Indeed yes. There were over a million megatherms in that
small blast.”
“Surely not!”
“Certainly. I will prove it.”
Ozenfant produced his radio and said, “Ozenfant will speak
with engineer Johnson. . . . Johnson, hello, you have received
our salamander; what is he worth? . . . Oh, I see. Anyway,
he cracked my viewing lens, so replace it soon, please.”
Ozenfant pocketed the radio and said briskly, “Not quite a
million megatherms, but it will suffice for a month or two.”
He bent and hoisted up a harp which had fallen on its side.
Lanark said sharply, ““That heat is used?”’
“Of course. Somehow we must warm ourselves.”
”That is atrocious!”’

“Why?”
Lanark started stammering then forced himself to speak slowly.

“I knew people deteriorate. That is dismal but not surprlsmg
But for cheerful healthy folk to profit by it is atrocious!”
“What would you prefer? A world with a cesspool under it
where the helplessly corrupt would fall and fester eternally?
That is a very old-fashioned model of the universe.”
“And very poor housekeeping,”” said Munro, standing up. “We
could cure nobody if we did not utilize our failures. I must
go now. Lanark, your department and mine have different staff
clubs but if you ever leave the institute we will meet again.
Professor Ozenfant is your adviser now, so good luck, and
try not to be violent.”
Lanark was so keen to learn if the last remark was a joke that
he stared hard into Munro’s calm benign face and let his hand
be gravely shaken without saying a word. Ozenfant murmured,
“Excellent advice.”
He uncovered a door and Munro went through it.
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Ozenfant returned to the centre of the room chuckling
and rubbing his hands. He said,”*“You noticed the sweat on
his brow? He did not like what he saw; he is a rigorist, Lanark.
He cannot sympathize with our disease.”

“What is a rigorist?”’

“One who bargains with his heat. Rigorists do not hold their
heat in, they give it away, but only in exchange for fresh sup-
plies. They are very dependable people, and when they go
bad they crumble into crystals essential for making communica-
tion circuits, but when you and I went bad we took a different
path. That is why an exploding salamander exalts us. We feel
in our bowels the rightness of such nemesis. You were exalted,
were you not?”’

“I was excited, and I regret it.”

“Your regret serves no purpose. And now perhaps you wish
to meet your patient.’’

Ozenfant lifted the corner of another tapestry, uncovered a
low circular door and said, “Her chamber is through here.”
“But what have I to do?”

“Since you are only able to talk, you must talk.”

“What about?”’

“I cannot say. A good doctor does not carry a remedy to his
patient, he lets the patient teach him what the remedy is. I
drove someone salamander today because I understood my cure
better than my invalid. I often make these mistakes because I
know I am very wise. You know you are ignorant, which should
be an advantage.”

Lanark stood with his hands in his pockets, biting his lower
lip and tapping the floor with one foot. Ozenfant said, “'If you
do not go to her I will certainly send the catalyst.”

“What is the catalyst?”

“A very important specialist who comes to lingering cases when
other treatments have failed. The catalyst provokes very rapid
deterioration. Why are you reluctant?”

“Because I am afraid!”’ cried Lanark passionately, “You want
to mix me with someone else’s despair, and I hate despair! I
want to be free, and freedom is freedom from other people!”
Ozenfant smiled and nodded. He said ““A very dragonish senti-
ment! But you are no longer a dragon. It is time you learned
a different sentiment.”

After a while the smile left Ozenfant’s face, leaving it startlingly
impassive. He let go the tapestry, went to the carpenter’s bench
and picked up a fretsaw.
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He said sharply, “You feel I am pressing you and you dislike
it. Do what you please. But since I myself have work to do I
will be glad if you waste no more of my time.”

He bent over the guitar. Lanark stared frustratedly at the corner
of the tapestry. It depicted a stately woman labelled Correctio
Conversio standing on a crowned and sprawling young man la-
belled Tarquinius. At last he pulled this aside, stepped through
the door and went down the corridor beyond.



CHAPTER 9. A Dragon

Lanark was not a tall man but he had to bend knees and neck
to pass comfortably down the corridor. The differences between
bright and dull, warm and cool were slight here and the voices
were like whispers in a seashell: “‘Lilac and laburnum . .
marble and honey . . . . the recipe is separation. . . .”

The corridor ended in a steel surface with a mesh in the centre.
He said glumly, “‘Please open. I'm called Lanark.”

The door said, “Dr. Lanark?”’

“Yes yes, Dr. Lanark.”

A circular section swung inward on a hinge. He climbed
through, raised his head, banged it on the ceiling and sat down
suddenly on a stool beside the table. The door closed silently
leaving no mark in the wall.

For more than a minute he sat biting his thumb knuckle
and trying not to yell to be let out, for the observation lens
had not prepared him for the cramped smallness of the chamber
and the solid vastness of the monster. The tabletop was a few
inches above the floor and from the crest on the silver head
to the bronze hooves on the silver feet the patient was nearly
eight feet long. The chamber was a perfect hemisphere nine
feet across and half as high, and though he pressed his shoulders
against the curve of the ceiling it forced him to lean forward
over the gleaming stomach, from which icy air beat upward
into his face. Soft light came from the milk-coloured floor and
walls and there were no shadows. Lanark felt he was crouching
in a tiny arctic igloo, but here the warmth came from the walls
and the cold from the body of his companion. The hand at
the end of the human arm was clenching and unclenching,
and this was a comfort, and he liked the wings folded along
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the dragon’s sides, each long bronze feather tipped with the
spectrum of rich colour that is got by heating copper. He leaned
over and looked into the gaping beak and was hit in the face
by a welcome gush of warmth, but he saw only darkness. A
voice said, ““What have you brought this time? Bagpipes?”’
The question had a hollow, impersonal tone as if transmitted
through a machine too clumsy for the music of ordinary speech,
yet he seemed to recognize the fierce energy beating through
it.

“I’'m not a musician. I'm called Lanark.”

“What filthy tricks do you play on the sick?”

“I’ve been told to talk to you. I don’t know what to say.”
He was no longer afraid and sat with elbows on knees, holding
his head between his hands. After a while he cleared his throat
and said, “Talk, I suppose, is a way of defending and attack-
ing, but I don’t need to defend myself. I don’t want to attack
you.”’

“How kind!”’

“Are you Rima?”’

“I'm done with names. Names are nothing but collars men
tie round your neck to drag you where they like.”

Again he could think of nothing to say. A remote faint thudding
noise occupied the silence until the voice said, “Who was
Rima?”’ '

“A girl I used to like. She tried to like me too, a little.”
“Then she wasn’t me.”

“You have beautiful wings.”

“I wish they were spikes, then I wouldn’t need to talk jaggedly
to bastards like you.”

“Why do you say that?”’

“Don’t pretend you’re not like the others. Your technique
will be different but you’ll hurt me too. I'm helpless in this
freezing coffin so why not begin?”

“Ozenfant didn’t hurt you.”

“Do you think these noises made me happy? Ballet music!
Sounds of women flying and floating in moonlight like swans
and clouds, women leaping from men’s hands like flames from
candles, women disdaining whole glittering audiences of czars
and emperors. Yes, the liar talked, he left nothing to my imagi-
nation. He said [ could have done these things once. ‘Open
your heart to my music,” he said. “Weep passionately.” He could
not reach my skin so he raped my ears, like you.”

“I haven’t raped your ears.”

“Then why shout?”’
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“I haven’t shouted!”

“Don’t get hysterical.” . 0

“I'm not hysterical.” 1

“You certainly aren’t calm.”

Lanark bellowed, “How can I be calm when . . .”” and was
deafened by the reverberation around the narrow dome. He
folded his arms and waited grimly. The uproar faded out as
a faint ringing with perhaps (he wasn’t sure) an echo of laughter
in it. Eventually he said in a low voice, “Should I leave?”’
She murmured something.

“I didn’t hear that.”

“You could tell me who you are.”

“I'm over five and half feet tall and weigh about ten stone.
My eyes are brown, hair black, and I forget the blood group.
I used to be older than twenty but now I'm older than thirty.
I've been called a crustacean, and too serious, but recently I
was described by a dependable man as shrewd, obstinate and
adequately intelligent. I was a writer once and now I'm a doctor,
but I was advised to become these, I never wanted it. I've
never wanted anything long. Except freedom.”

There was a metallic rattle of laughter. Lanark said, ““Yes, it’s
a comic word. We’re all forced to define it in ways that make
no sense to other people. But for me freedom is . . .”

He thought for a while.

. life in a city near the sea or near the mountains where
the sun shines for an average of half the day. My house would
have a living room, big kitchen, bathroom and one bedroom
for each of the family, and my work would be so engrossing
that while I did it I would neither notice nor care if I was
happy or sad. Perhaps I would be an official who kept useful
services working properly. Or a designer of houses and roads
for the city where I lived. When I grew old I v»ould buy a
cottage on an island or among the mountains—"’

“Dirty! Dlrty' Dirty! Dirty!” said the voice on a low throb
of rage. “Dirty bastards giving me a killer for a doctor!”
The blood boomed in Lanark’s eardrums and his scalp prickled.
A wave of terror passed over him in which he struggled to
get up, then a wave of rage in which he sat, leaned forward
and whispered, “You have no right to despise my bad actions
without liking my better ones.”

“Tell me about these, were they many? Were they pretty?”
He cried, “‘Dr. Lanark is ready to leave!”

A circular panel opened on the other side of the chamber.
He stepped carefully across the body and paused with one

)y



A DRAGON 75

foot on each side of it, his shoulders against the height of the
dome.

“Goodbye!”” he said with a conscious cruelty which startled
him. He stared down at the clenching and unclenching hand
for a while, then asked humbly, ““Are you very sore?”’

“I'm freezing. I knew you would leave.”

“Talking doesn’t help. What can I say that won’t annoy you?”’
After a moment she spoke in a voice he just managed to hear.
“You could read to me.”

“Then I will. Next time I'll bring books.”

“You won’t come back.”

Lanark climbed out through the opening into a tunnel where
he could stand erect. He leaned into the chamber and said
cheerfully, “I'll surprise you. I'll be quicker than you think.”
The panel closed as he turned away.

At the end of the corridor a red curtain admitted him to
a passage between a large window and a row of arches. Through
the arches he recognized, with a sense of homecoming, the
five beds of his own ward. It seemed strange that the silver
dragon had been so near him since his arrival. He went to
his locker, lifted the books and hurried back to the curtain.
From the other side it had slid open at the touch of a finger,
he knew it was a paper-thin membrane with no locking device,
and yet he couldn’t open it; and though he stood back and
ran his shoulder into it several times it only quivered and rum-
bled like a struck drum. He was about to kick it in a fit of
bad temper when he noticed the view from the window. He
was looking down on a quiet street with a skin of frost over
it and a three-storey red sandstone tenement on the far side.
The windows glinted cleanly in early morning sunlight; smoke
from a few chimney-pots flowed upward into a pale winter
sky. A boy of six or seven with a dark blue raincoat, woollen
helmet and schoolbag came down some steps from a close and
turned left along the pavement. Directly opposite Lanark a
thin woman with a tired face appeared between the curtains
of a bay window. She stood watching the boy, who turned
and waved to her as he reached the street corner and banged
the side of his head into a lamppost. Lanark felt inside himself
the shock, then amusement, which showed on the mother’s
face. The boy went round the corner, rubbing his ear mourn-
fully. The woman turned and looked straight across at Lanark,
then lifted a hand to her mouth in a startled puzzled way.
He wanted to wave to her as the boy had waved, to open
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the window and shout something comforting, but a milk cart
pulled by a brown horse came along the street, and when he
looked back from it the bay window was empty.

This vision hit Lanark poignantly. He lowered the blind
to prevent a new scene from replacing it and wandered into
the ward feeling very tired. It seemed many days since he had
been there, though the clock showed it was not three hours.
He put the books and white coat on the chair, slid his shoes
off and lay on the bed, intending to rest for ten or fifteen
minutes.

He was wakened by the radio saying plin-plong, plin-plong,
pin-plong. He reached across, took it from the coat pocket
and switched it on. Ozenfant said, ““My dear fellow, sleep is
not enough, sometimes you must eat. Come to the staff club.
Leave the white coat behind. Evening is a time for mirth and
gaiety.”’

“How do I reach the staff club?”

“Go to the nearest hall and enter any lift. If you ask it nicely
it will bring you direct. Mention my name.”

Lanark put on the shoes, took the books under his arm and
passed through the curtain into the noise of the exit corridors.
This time he ignored the voices and studied how to move as
swiftly as those around him. The usual laws governing the mo-
tion of bodies seemed not to apply here. If you leaned backward
against the force of the current you were certain to fall, but
the farther you bowed before it the faster it carried you with
no danger of falling whatsoever. Most people were content
to move rapidly at an angle of forty-five degrees, but one or
two flashed past Lanark’s knees like rockets, and these were
bent so far forward that they appeared to be crawling. The
great hall was less crowded than last time. Lanark entered a
lift which seemed waiting to be filled before ascending. Two
men carrying a surveyor’s poie and tripod were chatting in a
corner.

“It’s a big job, the biggest we've handled.”

“The Noble Lord wants it ready in twelve days.”

“He’s off his rocker.”

“The creature is sending tungtanium suction delvers through
the Algolagnics group.”

“Where will we get power to drive those?”

“From Ozenfant. Ozenfant and his tiny catalyst.”

““Has he said he’ll give it?”

“No, but he can’t oppose the president of the council.”
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“I doubt if the president of the council could oppose Ozenfant.”
The lift filled and the door closed. Voices said: ‘““The drawing
rooms.”” ‘‘Leech-dormitory Q.” ‘“The sponge-sump club.”
Lanark said, ‘“The staff club.”

The lift said, ““Whose staff club?”’

“Professor Ozenfant’s.”

The lift hummed. The people near Lanark were silent but the
farthest away whispered and glanced at him. The door opened
and sounds of Viennese dance music floated in. The lift said,
“Here you are, Dr. Lanark.”

He entered a softly lit restaurant with a low blue ceiling
and thick blue carpet. The tables were empty with their cloths
removed, except for one on the far side where Ozenfant sat.
He wore a light grey suit with yellow waistcoat and tie; the
corner of a white napkin was tucked between two buttons of
the waistcoat. He was cutting a small morsel on his plate with
obvious pleasure, but he looked up and beckoned Lanark over.
The light came from two candles on his table and from low
arches in the walls, arches of a moorish pattern which seemed
to open into bright rooms at a lower level. Through the nearest,
Lanark saw a section of dance floor with black trouser legs
and long skirts waltzing over it. Ozenfant said, ““‘Come, join
me. The others have long finished, but I am somewhat addicted
to the joys of the feeding trough.”

A waitress came from among the shadowy tables, pulled out
a chair and handed Lanark a menu. The dishes were named
in a language he didn’t understand. He returned the menu
and said to Ozentant, ““Could you order for me?”’

“Certainly. Try Enigma de Filets Congalés. After the slops of
the invalid ward you will appreciate stronger meat.”
Ozenfant gulped from a tulip-shaped glass and pulled his mouth
down at the corners.

“Unluckily I cannot recommend the wine. Synthetic chemistry
has much to learn in that direction.”

The waitress placed before Lanark a plate with a cube of
grey jelly on it. He cut a thin slice from a surface and found
it tasted like elastic ice. He swallowed quickly and the back
of his nose was filled by a smell of burning rubber, but he
was surprised by a sense of friendly warmth. He felt relaxed,
yet capable of powerful action. He ate another slice and the
smell was worse. He laid down the knife and fork and said,
“I can’t eat more than that.” )

Ozenfant dabbed his lips with the napkin. “No matter. A mouth-
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ful gives all the nourishment one needs. As you learn to like
the flavour you will come to take’ more, and in a few years
you will be overeating like the rest of us.’

“I won’t be here in a few years.”

“Oh?”

“I'm leaving when I find a suitable companion.”

“Why?”

“I want the sun.
Ozenfant began laughing heartily then said, *‘I beg your pardon,
but to hear such a sober fellow declare such a strange passion
was a little unexpected. Why the sun?”’

Lanark was irritated beyond normal reticence. He said, “‘I want
to love, and meet friends, and work in it.”

“But you are no Athenian, no Florentine, you are a modern
man! In modern civilizations those who work in the sunlight
are a despised and dwindling minority. Even farmers are mov-
ing indoors. As for lovemaking and friendship, humanity has
always preferred to enjoy these at night. If you wanted the
moon I could sympathize, but Apollo is quite discredited.”
“You talk like Sludden.”

“Who is he?”

“A man who lives in the city I came from. The sun shines
there for two or three minutes a day and he thinks it doesn’t
matter.”’

Ozenfant covered his eyes with a hand and said dreamily, “‘A
city on the banks of a shrunk river. A city with a nineteenth-
century square full of ugly statues. Am I right?”

“Yes.”

“Excuse me but the temptation is too great.”

Ozenfant reached for Lanark’s plate, placed it on his own empty
plate and ate slowly, talking as he did so.

“That city is called Unthank. The calendar in Unthank is based
on sunlight, but only administrators use it. The majority have
forgotten the sun; moreover, they have rejected the clock. They
do not measure or plan, their lives are regulated by simple
appetite varied by the occasional impulse. Not surprisingly no-
body is well there. Politically, too, they are corrupt and would
collapse without subsidies from healthier continents. But do
not blame its condition upon lack of sunlight. The institute
has none, yet it supports itself and supplies the staff with plenty
of healthy food and exercise. The clock keeps us regular.”
“Have you a library?”

“We have two: one for film and one for music. I am in charge
of the latter.”

’
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“What about books?”’

“Books?”’

“I want to read to my patient and I have only these three.”
“Read! How Victorian. Let me see them. Hm. That seems a
well-balanced selection. I don’t know how you could add to
it unless you borrowed from poor Monsignor Noakes. He al-
ways has a fat little book with him. It might be a Bible. Bibles
are full of funny stories.”

Lanark said, “Where could I find him?”’

“Don’t be in such a hurry—I want to dissuade you from leaving
us. Think of the time you could lose by it.”

“What do you mean?”’

“In this universe every continent measures time by different
calendars, so there is no means of measuring the time between
them. A traveller going from the institute to a neighbouring
continent—Unthank, perhaps, or Provan—must cross a zone
where time is a purely subjective experience. Some make the
transition and hardly notice it, but how many years did you
lose when you came here?”’

Lanark was troubled by a feeling of dread which he hid by
standing up and saying abruptly, ‘““Thank you for the warning,
but a patient is expecting me. Where is Monsignor Noakes?”’
““At this hour he is usually in the smoking room watching the
bathers. Go through the arches behind me and walk straight
ahead. Turn left when you enter the third room, he will be
behind the arch facing you.”

Lanark walked from the restaurant into a brilliant room
where older people were playing bridge. The room beyond
was dim and full of billiard tables with low lights over them.
The next room contained a swimming bath. Amid raucous ech-
oes some men and women with the even brown tan that comes
from exposure to ultraviolet light were diving or racing or
chatting on the edge. Lanark turned left along the tiled slippery
platform until he reached a wall pierced by the usual arches.
He climbed a few steps into a softly lit, thick-carpeted room
full of leather armchairs. Noakes sat near the steps smoking a
slim cigar and glancing furtively at the brown bodies refracted
by the blue-green water. Lanark sat opposite him and said, *'I
am Dr. Lanark.”

“Oh yes.”

“A patient of mine needs reading material and I'm collecting
books. Professor Ozenfant suggested you could lend me one.”
Noakes gave no sign of noticing Lanark was there. He glanced
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from the bathers to his cigar and spoke quietly and listlessly.
“Professor Ozenfant is a noted humorist. He knows I have

only my breviary. If your patient had been interested in prayer

she would have been my patient.”

“He thought you had a bible.”

“Another joke. I have a Greek testament, and I suppose your

patient understands Greek as little as you do. What have you

gathered so far?”

He looked at the books Lanark held out and waved wearily

toward The Holy War.

“The other two are trash, but that one is good in parts. The

main message, [ mean, is true. I knew the author slightly. He

wrote me as a character into one of his books—not that book,

another. His description was malicious but insignificant. He

described Ozenfant too, but more truthfully and at greater

length. Ignore what I say. Ozenfant has warned you against

me.

“Ozenfant has said nothing against you.”

Noakes stared at the floor and whispered, ““Then he has come

to despise me as much as that.”

He raised his chin and spoke almost loudly.

“He owes his position to me, you know. It was | who cured

him. Ozenfant was a very difficult case, half leech, half dragon.

(Nowadays he pretends he was pure dragon. I know otherwise.)

I believed that the Mass had cured him, and my prayers and

sermons, but it was the music. Ah, what music we had in those

days! When I discovered that he had no sense of holiness apart

from music I made him our organist. He has risen since then,

and I—I have declined. You notice, I suppose, a fretful queru-

lous note in my voice?”’

“Yes.”

“Then try to understand why. All these professors and artists

and heads of department have become powerful by tearing

tiny bits off the religion which cured them and developing

these bits into religions of their own. No God unites them

now, only mutual assistance pacts based upon greed. Where

we had Christ’s vicar upon earth we have now’’—he spat the

words at Lanark accusingly—"‘Lord Monboddo, president of

the council!”

Lanark said defensively, “I'm new here. I don’t understand

you.

Noakes bowed his head and murmured, ““You like your work?”’

“No.”

“Then you will come to like it.”



A DRAGON 81

“No. When I've cured this patient I'm going to leave with
her, if she wants me.”’

Noakes jerked upright and shouted, ““What nonsense!”’ then
leaned forward and grabbed Lanark’s hands, speaking in a low
quick gabble of words. ““No, no, no, no, my child, forgive
me, forgive me, it is not nonsense! You must cure your patient,
you must leave with her, and if—forgive me, I mean when—
you leave, you will do something for me, will you not? You
promise to do this one thing?”’

Lanark pulled his hands free and asked irritably, ““What thing?”’
“Tell people not to come here. Tell them they must not enter
this institute. A little more faith, and hope, and charity, and
they can cure their own diseases. Charity alone will save them,
if it is possible without the others.”

“Why, should I warn folk against coming here when coming
here cured me?”

“Then tell them to come willingly, in thousands! Let them
enter like an army of men, not wait to be swallowed like a
herd of victims. Think of the institute with twenty staff to every
patient! We will have no excuse for not curmg people then!
We will be like”’—his voice grew wistful—"'a cathedral with
a congregation of priests. It would burst the institute open to
the heavens.”

Lanark said, ‘I don’t think telling people things helps them
much. And if you are still working here after so many years,
you can’t think it much worse than it was.”

“You are wrong. In all the corridors there are sounds of in-
creased urgency and potency, and behind it all a sound like
the breathing of a hungry beast. I assure you, the institute is
preparing to swallow a world. I am not trying to frighten you.”
Lanark was more embarrassed than frightened. He stood up
and said, ‘‘Is there a lift near here?”

“I see you will not try to save others. Pray God you can save
yourself. There is one in the far corner.”

Lanark passed between the chairs and found an open lift
in a wall between two arches. He entered and said, ‘‘Ignition
chamber one.”
“Whose department?”’
“Professor Ozenfant’s.
The door opened on a familiar surface of brown cloth. He
thrust it aside and stepped into the high-ceilinged tapestry-hung
studio, almost expecting to find it in darkness. It was lit as
before, and in the middle Lanark saw from behind a familiar

’y
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figure in black trousers and waistcoat leaning over the carpen-
ter's bench. Lanark tiptoed uneasily ‘round the walls looking
for the figure of Correctio Conversio and sometimes glancing side-
ways at Ozenfant. The Professor was fixing the bridge on his
guitar with a delicacy and concentration it would have been
wrong to disturb. Lanark was relieved to lift the tapestry and,
stooping, enter the low tunnel.

He sat in the tiny chamber pressing his back against
the warm curve of the wall. The only movement was the silver
creature’s clenching and unclenching hand, the only sound the
remote and regular thumping. Lanark cleared his throat and
said, “'I'm sorry I'm late, but I have a book here which someone
who knew the author tells me is very good.”

There was no answer so he began reading.

““A RELATION OF THE HOLY WAR. In my travels, as [ walked
through many regions and countries, it was my chance
to happen into that famous continent of Universe. A very
large and spacious continent it is; it lieth between the heav-
ens. It is a place well watered, and richly adorned with
hills and valleys, bravely situate, and for the most part,
at least where I was, very fruitful, also well peopled, and
a very sweet air.”

“I refuse to listen to lies!”” cried the voice, making a ringing
echo. “Do you think / don’t live in the universe? Do you
think I don’t know what a stinking trap it is?”’

“My own experience supports your view rather than the au-
thor’s,”” said Lanark cautiously, ‘‘but remember he says ‘for
the most part, at least where I was.” Frankly, if I felt there
were no such places and we could never reach them, I wouldn’t
be reading to you.”

“Then read something else.”

“Here is a story about a small boy called Oor Wullie, and it
is told in pictures. The first picture shows him coming with
his father out of the front door, which is separated from the
pavement by a single step. His hair is brushed and his boots
are shining. His mother looks after them and says, ‘Since it’s
Sunday, ye can tak Wullie a walk before dinner, but see he
doesnae dirty his good claes, Paw.” His father, who is tall and
thin with a flat cap, says, ‘Leave it tae me, Maw!" Waullie is
thinking, ‘Crivens! Some fun this walk is going to be!" In
the next picture they’'re walking beside a fence made of upright



A DRAGON 83

pieces of timber joined edge to edge. I can’t read what Wullie
is saying because the words have been scored out with crayon,
but his father—"

“Is this meant to be entertaining?”’

“I wish you could see the pictures. They have a humorous,
homely look which is very comforting.”

“Have you no other book?”’

“Only one.”

He opened No Orchids for Miss Blandish and read:

“It began on a summer morning in July. The sun up early in
the morning mist, and the pavements already steaming a little
from the heavy dew. The air in the streets was stale and lifeless.
It had been an exhausting month of intense heat, rainless skies,
and warm, dust-laden winds.

Bailey walked into Minny’s hash-house, leaving Old Sam
asleep in the Packard. Bailey was feeling lousy. Hard liquor
and heat don’t mix. His mouth felt like a birdcage and his eyes
were gritty. . . .”

He read for a long time. Once or twice he asked, ““Are you
enjoying this?”” and she said, “Go on.”

At last she interrupted with a harsh rattle of laughter. “Oh,
yes, I like this book! Crazy hopes of a glamorous, rich, colourful
life and then abduction, rape, slavery. That book, at least, is
true.”

“It is not true. It is a male sex fantasy.”

“And life for most women is just that, a performance in a
male sex fantasy. The stupid ones don’t notice, they've been
trained for it since they were babies, so they’re happy. And
of course the writer of that book made things obvious by speed-
ing them up. What happens to the Blandish girl in a few weeks
takes a lifetime for the rest of us.”

“I deny that,” said Lanark fiercely. ‘I deny that life is more
of a trap for women than men. I know that most women have
to work at home because people grow in them, but working
at home is more like freedom than working in offices and facto-
ries; furthermore—"’ ‘

His voice raised an echo which competed with the words. To
end the sentence audibly he began shouting and caused a deaf-
ening explosion which took minutes to fade. Afterward he sat
scowling at the air before him until the voice said, “‘Just go
on reading.”
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He visited her chamber twice a day and read aloud there, only
stopping when he was hoarse. He soon lost count of the times
he had read No Orchids for Miss Blandish. Once, to have a differ-
ent story to tell his patient, he watched a cowboy film in the
staff club cinema, but mention of it threw her into a cold violent
rage. She only believed in repetitious accounts of brutal men
and humiliated women and thought anything else was deliberate
mockery. Lanark left her chamber each time with a sore throat
and a determination not to return, and had there been anywhere
to go but the staff club he might have stayed away. The soft,
brightly lit rooms with their warm air and comfortable furniture
made him feel oppressively enclosed. The members were polite
and friendly but talked as if there was nothing important outside
the club, and Lanark was afraid of coming to believe them.
At other times he suspected that his own ungraciousness made
him dislike gracious people. He spent most of his free time
on his bed in the ward. The window was no longer enjoyable
for it had begun giving views of small rooms with worried
people in them. Once he thought he glimpsed Mrs. Fleck, his
old landlady, tucking the children into the kitchen bed. After
that he preferred watching the lights move mysteriously be-
tween the slats of the half-shut blind and listening idly to the
radio. He noticed that the requests for doctors were increasingly
varied by a different kind of message.

“Attention, please note! Attention, please note! The expansion
committee announces that after the hundred and eightieth all
twittering is to be treated as a sign of hopelessness.”
“Attention, please note! Attention, please note! The expansion
committee announces that after the hundred and eightieth the
sink will take no more softs. All helpless softs will be funnelled
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into the compression sluices under the main wards.”

But none of this urgency showed in the staff club unless it
was displayed through increased jollity at mealtimes. People
sat at tables smiling and talking loudly in groups of four. Ozen-
fant’s booming laughter sounded among them; he was always
to be seen there wearing a light suit, talking hard and eating
hugely. O<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>