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CHAPTER 1

Dixon had found his professor in the College Library and
they were now moving across a small lawn towards the
front of the main building of the College. They looked, but
only looked, like some kind of funny stage act:! Welch tall
and weedy, with limp whitening hair,® Dixon rather short,
fair and round-faced, with an unusual breadth of shoulder
that had never been matched by any special physical strength
or skill. In spite of this over-eyident contrast between them,
Dixon realised that their pro’éress, steady and by appearance
thoughtful,® must seem rather donnish to passing students.
He and Welch might well be talking about history,* and in
the way history might be talked about on Oxford and Cambridge
college lawns. Jé

In fact Welch was talkmg rathet childish abo&(W
- How had he become Professor of History, even at a place
like this¢ .By 'published work? No. By extga .good teaching?

1 like some kind of funny stage act: REFEE—~HH2BBE, 2 Welch
tall and whcdy, with {ifip whifenirg hair: Welch BRI BITHENIL, THKH
KEEFWBEA, XB—-MHNEW. {FiRiE. T Dixon rather short...[q,
3 steady and bv appearance thoughtful (=which was steady and...) 38 E . ITH
Brag, polyEiE 85 L3 progress, 4 He ard Welch might well be
talking about history: {ufn Welch BEGERE HIETH ., P
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No underlined.,! Then how? As usual Dixon left this question
aside, telling himself that what mattered was that this man
had decisive power over his future, at least until the next
four or five weeks were passed. Until then he must try to
make Welch like him, and one way of doing this was, he
supposed, to be present and conscious while Welch talked
about music. But did Welch notice who else was there while
he talked, and if he noticed did he remember, and if he
remembered would it affect such thoughts as he had already??
Then suddenly, with no warning, the second of Dixon’s two
worries snapped into consciousness.”® Fighting desperately
against a yawn of nervousness, he asked in his flat northern
voice: ‘How’s Margaret these days?’

The other’s face showed a very gradual change of expres—
sion as his attention 'began to swing round to this new
situation, and in a moment or two he was able to say:
‘Margaret?’

“Yes; I've not seen her for a week or two." Or three,
Dlxon ‘added- uneasxly to hunself

“Oh. She’s recovermg very qu1ck1y, I think, all things
cousidered.* She took a very hard knock, of course, over

-
om

1 No underlined: AR, underlmed([ﬁ‘Fﬁj%ﬂ@)j‘J No HIEiE , BERIN S
EFREMBESY, 2 such thoughts as he had already: #b BA BHEIEE
& Welch Jwfisoag k). as he had already N BAHE, HEias HRAKHA,
3 the second of Dixon’s two worries snapped into consciousness; Dixon FFi8L
PGB RS A RRE A REEE, snap into consciousness: :XEYE“%%H
BRI, 4aall things considered: AEHEME K.
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that Catchpole fellow.' It's her mind that’s suffering now.
you see, not her body; physically she’s absolutely fit again,
I should say. In fact, the sooner she can get back to some
sort of work the better. It would help to take her mind oif
wooff...’

Dixon knew all this, and very much better than Welch
could hope to, but he felt obliged to say: ‘Yes, I see. | think
living with you, Professor, and Mrs, Welch, must have
helped her a lot.’

‘Yes, I think there must be something about the atmos-
phere of the place, you know, that has some sort of healing
effect.” And the healing atmosphere led him back once more
to the subject of music.

Dixon considered how, without causing Welch to turn
on him a long-lived puzzled frown, he could remind him of
his invitation to come to tea at the Welches’ house outside
the city. They’d arranged to leave at four o’clock in Welch’s
car, and it was now ten past.” Dixon felt nervousness hitting
out at his stomach® as he thought of seeing Margaret, whom
he was to take out that evening for the first time since
she'd broken down. He forced his attention away on to
Welch’s habits as a car—driver, and began trying to feed his
anger* to cover his nervousness. It worked for five seconds

1 She took a very hard knock, of course, over that Catchpole fellow, 4o,
BT IRA% W Catchpole W9FIK, W TR TR AITH., 2 it was now ten past
(=it was now ten past four): U (TWE)+47T. 3 Dixon felt nervousness
hitting out at his stomach: Dixon BILEREIT4HEHKAE, hit out at: [
e 4 4 trying to feed his anger; &3l BH OK R,
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or less.!

How would she behave when they were alone togethery
Would she be gay, pretending she'd forgotten, or had never
noticed, the length of time since he last saw her, gaining height
hefare she dipped to the attackg® Or would she be silent and
dull, apparently quite inattentive, forcing him to drag pain-
fully from small-talk through expression of anxiety to defeat
in humble promises and excuses?® However it began, it would
go on in- the same way: with one of those questions which
could be neither answered nor avoided, with some {rightening
confession, some statement about herself which, whether *said
for effect’ or not, got its effect just the same. He'd been
drawn into the Margaret business by a combination of virtues
he hadn’t known he possessed: politeness, friendly interest, a
good-natured willingness to be taken advantage of, a desire
for simple friendship. It had seemed natural for a female
lecturer to invite a junior, though older, newcomer to the
staff to coffee, and no more than polite to accept.* Then
suddenly he'd become the man who was ‘going round’ with

Margaret, and somehow competing with this Catchpole, a

11t worked for five seconds or less, XFHERBRTHEDWRLTRE,
2 gaining height before she dipped to the attack: EZIETRERZHZK,
3 forcing him to drag...humble promises and excuses: 3 fif o7 i Z3E 3,
FTHEBRZOHT, BREAGER EE TSRERFE, dag £50500.
BETHMAHE, from, through 1 to ZAMMNERFRIERTE, defeat %
£, fEN to MEE. 4 and no more than polite to accept (=and it had
seemed no more than polite to accept): THZEZX—F It RTEHE TR
£l, nomore than: ¥, R Rxt,
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background figure of varying importance.! He’d thought a
couple of months earlier that Catchpole was progressing
nicely, taking the strain off him. And then Catchpole had
thrown her over and left Dixon to receive alone the full
attack of those terrible questions and confessions.

Those questions.... Although he wasn’t allowed to smoke
another cigarette until five o’clock, Dixon lit one now as
he remembered the earliest of them, six months or more ago;
about the heginning of last December it had been,® seven or
eicht weeks after he took up his appointment. ‘Do you like
coming to see me?’ was the first he could remember, and it
had been easy as well as truthful to answer ‘Yes’. Then
there’d been ones like ‘Do you think we get along well
togethery” and ‘Am I the only girl you know in this placey’
and once, when he'd asked her out for the third evening
running, ‘Are we going to go on seeing so much of each
other9’ His first fears had attacked him then, but before
that and for some time after he'd thought how much simpler
this kind of honesty made the awful business of dealing with
women. And the same had seemed true of the confessions:®
‘I do enjoy being with you', ‘I don’t get along well with
men as a rule’, ‘Don’t laugh at me if I say I think the

1 a hackground figure of varying importance: — i & BR300 B %49
BE A, 2 about the heginning of last December it had been(=it had
been about the beginning of last December): 3% B R 542 BUTRT, M SAIRT H&Y

six morths or more ago A Fi%, 3 And the samz had seemed true of

the confessions: T TAIEIXEEQBGMRREINER ., be true of: X EH .,
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Board did a better job than they knew when they appointed
you'. He hadn’t wanted to laugh then, nor did he want to
now. What would she be wearing this evening? He thought
he would just be able to praise anything except the green
Paisley dress in combination with the low-heeled velvet
shoes.

Where was Welch? Dixon found him in one of the
passages.

‘Thought you'd gone without me,* Professor,’ he said.

The other turned, his face twisted with wonder.? ‘Gone?’
he asked. ‘You're...’

‘You're taking me home for tea,’ Dixon informed him.
‘We arranged it on Monday, at coffee-time, in the Common
Room.™

‘Coffee~timeq’

‘Yes, on Monday,” Dixon answered him, putting his
hands into his pockets and tightening them as fists.*

‘Oh,” Welch said. ‘Oh., Did we say this afternoonq’

‘That’s right, Professor. Hope it’s still convenient.’

Welch was recovering quickly. He managed to put his
fishing-hat on his head. ‘We'll go down in my car,” he
offered. -

‘That’ll be nice.”

1 Thonght you'd gone without me (=I thought you’d gome without me):
REIELARBERBAETYE. 2 his face twisted with wonder: b HEBK
BEAELT. RE—DHAMLEH (ERIE, 3 the Common Room: (i i3)
Ak Bz, 4 tightening them as fists: IPMFMA LK,

« 6 .

e, e ———— - 0




QOutside the building they walked to the car where it
stood with a few others. Dixon stared around him while
Welch looked thoroughly for his keys.

A minute later he was sitting listening to a sound like
the ringing of a cracked door-bell as Welch pulled at the
starter. This died away into a high—pitched humming that
seemed to involve every part of the car.! Welch tried again;
this time the effect was of beer~bottles being struck unevenly.?
Before Dixon could do more than close his eyes® he was
pressed firmly back against the seat, and with a tearing
sound from underneath the wheels the car burst forward
towards the grass, which Welch ran over briefly before
turning into the road.

They climbed College Road, keeping to the middle of
the highway. The despairing horn of a lorry behind them
made Dixon take a secret look at Welch, whose face, he
saw with passion, held an expression of calm assurance like
an old seaman's in rough weather. Dixon shut his eyes again.
He was hoping that when Welch had reached the top of
the hill the conversation would turn in some other direction
than History Department matters.' He even thought he'd

rather hear some more about music or about Welch’s sons,

1 a high-pitched humming that seemed to involve every part of the car: 4
BRARGE LR TR BN, 2 this time the effect was of beer~
bottles being struck umevenly: X-—iK& HiBUA Z ik SR MITH FSHRIEN
B, 3 Before Dixon could do more than close his eyes: Dixon
R R 40 BR BE bk 4 the conversation would...History Department
matters: EELHEFIHERUSIEH L X, other than; RFEF, - LSHH.
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the unmanly writing Michel' and the hearded pacifist painting
Bertrand whom Margaret had described to him. But whatever
the subject for discussion might be, Dixon knew that before
the journey ended he'd find his face becoming shapeless, like
an old bag, with the strain of making it smile and show
interest and speak its few permitted words, of steering it
hetween breaking down in utter weariness and tightening
with murderous rage.?

At ast Welch said in a far-away half-shout, ‘Oh, by
the way, Dixon.’

‘Yes, Professorg’

‘I've been wondering if you'd care to come over next
week—end for the...week-end. 1 think it should be quite good
fun, We're having a few people from London, ycu know,
friends of ours and of my son Bertrand’s. Bertrand’s going to
try and come himself, of course, but he doesn’t know yet if
he can get away. I expect we shall put on one or two little
shows, little bits of music and so on.* We’'ll probably ask
you to join in something.’

The car was running along a clear road. ‘Thank you
1 the unmanly writing Michel: BB MIEATE T F 10 Michel, Michel g
FAMER, X 2.3, REFF VB ER. 3L the bearded pacifist painting
Bertrand (BANKRHFAFEXE, BEE Bertrand) [, 2 with the strain
of making it smile...murderous rage: BT —25 L FBBHLE, Th XER L
JLABKYE MAESN BR, BREER LB SEDAGRE, X ReEE
HBRTETIEMER. 0 it, its#38 Dixon #8, steer B i
%, steer it between.. 3EfLBE/NLEHIE COKRE RS, RRE T HRE 2 HEY

BT HERREE . 3 1 expect we shall put on...and so on, FKFH ATk HL
—. ZADHE, BELDRERT 48,
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very much, Ishould love to come,” Dixon said, thinking he
must get Margaret to do some spying to find out what he'd
probably be asked to join in.

Welch seemed quite glad at this ready acceptance.
‘That's fine,” he said, apparently with {eeling. ‘Now there’s
a Department matter I'd like to discuss with you. I’ve been
talking to the Principal about the College Open Week! at
the end of term. He wants the History Department to con-
tribute something, you see, and I’ve been wondering about
you2 I thought you might like to give the evening lecture
the Department is to provide, if you could.’

‘Well, T would rather like to have a go at a public
lecture,® if you think I'm capable of it,” Dixon managed to
say.

‘I thought something like “Merrie England®* micht do
as a subject. Not too donnish, and not too...not too,..Do

you think you could prepare something of that sort9’

1 the Coilege Open Week: BEEXFHIIE ., ($5:X—ErEregdigt 2 AL 28m
&IES.) 2 I've been wondering about you: H—& 7T RERITRTT .
3 I would rather like to have a go at a public lecture: T/ R4 0 I
b= 4 Merrie England: W &304, foishi 45 S merrie=

merry,
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CHAPTER 2

*Arnd then, just before I became unconscious, T suddenly
stopped caring. I'd been desperately holding on to the empty
bottle, I remember, as if 1 were holding on to life, in a
way.! But quite soon I didn't in the least mind going: T felt
too tired somehow. And yet if someone had shaken me and
said, “Come on, you're not going, you're coming back,” 1
really telieve I should have started trying to make the effort,
trying to get back. But nobody did and so I just thought,
Oh well, here we go, it doesn’t matter so very much? A
curious sensation.” Margaret Peel, small, thin, wearing glasses
and bright make-up,® glanced at Dixon with a half-smile.
Around them was the low noise of half a dozen conversations.

‘It’'s a good sign that you're able to talk about it like
this,” he said. She made no reply, so he went on: ‘What
happened afterwards, or can’t you remember? Don’t tell

me if you'd rather not, of course.’

lin away: EEMEN B ELERE. 2 s0 1 just thought, Ob well,
.50 very much: FREBA: B XMEF KM, R UREH 2 KR T, Oh
well . here we go,... 33 Margaret MK WBRER, ERBE3E, MAY%YF—4
HESE RO TFNARA RS, SHRBAEN. 3 wearing glasses and bright
make-up: & —EIRH, B LIKIKHEK., wear make-up: R EEHk by,
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She pulled her cardigan up over the shoulders of the
green Paisley dress and told him,

There was a last question which Dixon knew he was
compelled to ask. He said in a low voice, having first drunk
freely from his glasss ‘You needn’t say anything if you
don’t want to, but...you are over this business, aren’'t youg
You wouldn’t think of trying again, I meany’

She glanced up quickly as if she’d been expecting to be
asked this, but he couldn’t be sure whether she was glad or
sorry when it came. Then she turned her head away and
he could see how thin the flesh was over her jawborne. ‘No,
I wouldn’t try again,’ she said. ‘I don’t care about him any
more; 1 don’t feel anything at all about him. In fact I feel
now it was rather silly to have tried at all.”

This made Dixon decide that his fears about this eve~
ning had been {oolish. 'Good,” he said cheerfully. ‘Has he
tried to get in touch with you or anythingg’

‘Nothing, not even so much as a telephone message.?
Vanished without a trace. He might never have existed—as
far as we are concerred. | suppose he's too busy with his
popsy these days, as he said he'd be.’

‘Oh, he said that, did heg’

‘Oh yes, our Mr Catchpole never made any secret about

1 it was rather silly to have tried at all: (F)BE T THMBEBEKN. at all
BT &, BIEARTZHRN, EHKT. 2 Has he tried to get in touch
with you or anything? i #H BE EES5FERH BT 3 not even so much
&s a telephone message: B EE—HLELEE TR,
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things. What were his wordsy ¢I'm taking her away to
North Wales with me for a couple of weeks, 1 thought I
ought to tell you before I went off.” Oh, he was charmingly
frank about it, James; quite charming in every way.’

Again she turned away from him, and this time he
found himself noticing the thinness of her neck. He felt for
his cigarettes, but before he could offer them to her, she
turned back with a little smile which he recognised, with
self-dislike, as consciously brave.

She emptied her glass with a quick gay movement.
‘Beer.” she said. ‘Bring me beer. The night is young.”

While he was getting the drinks, Dixon wondered first
how many more he might be expected to pay for, and then
why Margaret, with her full lecturer’s salary uninterrupted
by her absence from work,* so seldom offered to buy him a
drink. Finally, though this was no more welcome, he
thought of the morning before Margaret had taken a whole
bottleful of sleeping-pills. He'd had nothing to do at College
that day before a lecture in. the afternoon, and she’d been
free after seeing some students at ten. After coffee at
sevenpence a cup in a recently-opened restaurant, they’d
gone to a chemist’s® where she’d wanted to buy a few
things. One of the things had been a new bottle of the

1 The night is young. W {AHERR (FEEHBMENFHTA). 2 with her
full lecturer’s salary...from work: £ 4R TR ERYEE HIFALEH, “NiR
with +4214F (818 +om (G EHEYT—MT 48, fERE. 3 a

chemist’s(=a chemist’s shop): 2%,
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