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A Film Scenario
by
Halliday Sutherland

Author of "ARCHES OF THE YEARS" "A TIME
TO KEEP" "LAWS OF LIFE", etc.

Part I.
FREFACE.

A present day broadcast by 8ir Belgium Hare
is heard without a break through the receiving sets
of different groups af listeners. S8ir Belgium
Hare is a tall, well-preserved, clean-shaven, pros-
perous man of sixty, with a resonant, deliberate,
and rather pompous voice. As each group of listen-
ers switch off their wireless, the scene changes
to the next group. In all groups the acting is
silent, so that the speech is heard without inter-
ruption from start to finish. In each scene the
scenario ie given first in type underlined red,
followed by the dialogue or monologue in plain black
type. The dumb show acting must synchronise with
the speech, because, as soon as the dumb actors
switch off their wireless sets, the scene changes
instantly, in order that the speech is uninterrupted.
Scene XI should be played by the Chelsea Pensioners,
and Scene XIII by a genuine working-class family.

SCENE 1I.

A radio-studio, sound-proof room with three walls

lined with imitation shelves and books to repeesent
a 1ibraTy. Door at back stage right.
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In the centre square mahogany polished table,

‘on wWhich stends microphone, & shaded electric lamp,
and the press-button for signalling "cub."

Sir Belgium Hare will sit at tnis table, facing the £
camersa. Alongside the back wall is a sofs On which

nig sécretary wi 81% during the broadcast. High

Dn the right wall is an electric clLock, also & red
Iight which when on shows that the Nike is "alive.”
As the sceneé opens thie Announcer, a young man in
evenling dress, 1s in the studio looking at his
typescript for announcing oir Bedgium. Next the
‘Réceptionist, a pretty sparkling middle-aged woman
in black evening dress enters. he clock shows the
time ag 6.45 p.m.
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RECEPTIONIST. This is the studio for 8ir Belgium, isn't it?
ANNOUNCER. Yes, same as he had last time.

RECEPTICNIST. I1'd better be going down to meet him.

ANNOUNOCER., No hurry.  He gon't arzive tilisbenstomssalflgeensmmsssss

draughty downstairs.
RECEPTIONIST. Is he bringing his secretary?

ANNOUNCER. He usually does. Hope he'll be in a better temper
than last time.

RECEPTIONIST. Well, poor man, that day he'd had his watch stolen
' in the street.

ANNOUNGCER. Then he should keep his fur coat buttoned, and not
look so dashed complacent snd prosperous. A gold
chain across a hefty middle spread is asking for
pick-pockets - besides, its old-fashioned to wear
a watch-chain.

RECEPTICHNIST. 0ld fashioned! After his second perfectly marvellous
broadcast on the Pro's and Cons of Companionate -
Marriage? f

ANNOUNCER. I bet he lives on nuts and sour milk,
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RECEPTIONIST. Anyway, he's got the broasdcasting manner, and doesn't
read his stuff.

ANNOUNCER. Of course he reads it, every solid wozrd.
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RECEPTIONIST.

ANHOURCER.

RECEPTIORIST.

RECEPTICHIST,

SIR BELGIUM.
RECEPTICHRIBT.

If he does no one could spot it. There's =
no crackling of turning pages. /

o, he's a cute old bird. All his stuff is typed
on blotting paper - makes no noise. Wish he
wouldn't get his mouth into the Mike. Sometimes
you ean hear him wheezing.

Well, 1'd best go down now and bring them up (Exit).

SCERE II.

The Entrance Hall. Artistes, musicians, and
speakers coming in through swing doors on left of
camera. Alongside right wall desk with clerk
taking names and telephoning upstairs. On back
wall three 1ifts working., Commissionaires on

guard. Sounds of motors in street. [Receptionist
comes out of 1ift and speaks to clerk at desk.

Sir Delgium Hare at seven. Ooming with secretary.

Clerk looks at a list, nods, and turns $o speak %o
a messenger boy; Receptionist stands in centre
of Hall scanning the people entering. Sir Belgium
enters, followed by young, small, vretty secretary
carrving attache case. Heceptionist advances
smiling ¢o greet them and siakes hands.

How do you do, Sir Belgium, and you ¥iss Williams
(eordially). ,

¥e're in good time, I think.

To the minute, Sir Belgium, and now I'll take you
up. To-night (rather gushing) you've got the same
etudio as last time. {The txioc enter a 1ift and
ascend). A

SCERE III.

Studio as before. Announcer standing by the
table. Door opens and Recentionist enbers, followed




SIR BELGIUM,

ANROUNCER.

SIR BELGIUE.

ANNOUNCER,
SIR BELGIUM.
AHNOUNCER.

8IR BELGIUM.
ANZOULCER.
S8IR BELGIUY.

ANROURCER.

SIR BELGIUM.

ARNOUNQER.

-

-

by 8ir Belgium and Becrelary.
to Amnouneer, Secretary sits on sofa.
ist smiles %o her and goes out.

S8ir Belgium advances
Heception-

And how are we belng announced te-night?

Thie is the seript, 8ir.

(Puts on horn-rimmed spectacles and reads

gerint) - Excellent. Our last broadeast fluttered
the dove-cots, if one may judge from the press-com-
ments. Have you any techinlcal suggestions in regard
to one's voeal production?

Well, Sir Belgium, if I might make s sugpestion. . .
Pray do so, by all means.

Don't get toc close to the microphone.
up noises.

What ﬁﬁiags?

It picks

¥eli, er, such as a eough,

Ah! you refer to tﬁe/ﬁaaﬂaﬁ&aﬁyiratgzy~aaﬁamganiw
ments of speech. I shall bveay that in mind. The
farther away I anm fra& the mierovhone, the better!
"That'y the iégaz‘

Hell, in one way, yes, Sir Belgium. —

(8its at table, and turns to Secretary) The notes,
please. (To Announcer) It is s&says degirable on
these occasions to refresh one's memory. (Secretary
apens agtaﬁae case, and places gix flat ghests af
yped ;ting vaper on the table at Sir Belpium's
left hand) Thank you. (Beging to read. Cloek
ghowe & uﬁg Tl )

Less than a mimute to go, Sir. (Wateches for the
red light. Light aprears. Standing beside

Sir Belgium, Announcer leans toward mierophone,

and reads from typescript in hig left hand).

In this geries of Talks we have soupht to pive
iisteners an opvortunity of hearing all asrects of
modern thought. To-night you will hear Sir Belgium

or clearing the throat.
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Hare who is regarded, even by those who differ from
his conclusions, as one of the most advanced thinkers
of our time. Here ig Sir Belgium Hare (Nods to
S8ecretary. Exit.)

SIR BELGIUM. fWith mouth close to Mike resds from blotting paper)
It is my privilege to-night to address once more :
this large but invisible audience, an audience so
vast that I question whether it be within the cap-
acity of any single Nind to visualise it. (Wheeze)
Yet if to-night I am speaking to you impromptu it
will make our talk the more intimate and if I may
venture to say so, the more friendly. No man
(ralslngfriggt arm as if addressing a public

meeting) . .

SCENE 1IV.

he Aerial at Rugby against a night s of
drifting clouds and moon. s these scenes are
silent the aerial should emit silent sparks, like
ToTked Iightning along the wires.

VOICE OF
SIR BELGIUM. appreciates more than I do the meaning of Progress,
and to-night . . . . .

SOENE V.

Lrowded Saloon Bar. All stools at the bar
occupied by artisans, commerclal travellers, clerks,
racing men, dog-WalkeT (With laTfge St. Bernard),
shop-keepers, shop-walkers. Another IoOWw of similar
tvpes standing at bar, Or TatChing Oriliks Irom Dar %o
round tables where their lady friends from charwomen
Yo shsp giTls are seated. Others are playing at
pin-tabEes. Behind bar Landlord, wife, and three
parmalds are busy serving drinks. Beer enginé in
congtant use. Washing and drying tankards and glasses.
Cash Tregister working. Un wall behlind bar shelves
of glasses and pottles. Near tThe Tool a clock, and
a loud-speaker. Un DbaT 18 a peanut machine, anothner
wifh cTrisps, and plates O0f hors d'oeuvries. Beéeggar on
crutchés enters olflering ma : 5 ’
pléase.
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Hewgboy sells papers with price of the last race.
Pan buys 1%, and reads in gtop vpress -
' iEempton.

4.37 1. Golden Acre.

: 2, Bolomon's Feast.

. Sallors Suest. -
/1 7/¢  10/1 (14 ran)*
Mo one is paying the least attention %o Sir Bei-
>ium hare, until he shouta - "lime, Ladies and
gﬁﬂ%ﬁﬁ%@ﬁ, and more than time.” then two or three
men araw Landlord's attension to the cloek whiech
zha¥w shows time as and Landiord switches
ofif radio.

M
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VOICE oF

SIR BELGIUT. I appreciate the opportunity of speaking to so
many thoughtful vpeople, who, like myself, heve
had & busy day, but who nevertheless are prepared
$o devote a 1ittle time to & considerstion of the
Future. I am also conseclous of the fact that
many profound thinkers, who are now giving me their
attention, hold opinions contrary €0 mine. They
are entitled $o theiyr cpinions, and Time zlone will
prove which of two oppesing sehazls of thought is
right and which is wrong. Vet I am alsc of opinica
that it is (shouts) Time, lLadies and Gentlemen, and
more than Time that these ideas wers pul into exe-
cution. Ve are spending a great deal of wmoney on . .

SCENE V1.
studio as befors.

SIR BELGIUM. things, which in the light of Progress

& Vietorian drawing-roon, Adam fireplsce, nmarble
¢lo¢k on mantleshelf, showing timeé 28
Chinese vases on eitiher side of cloek. On wali

\\ a full-length portrait by Raeburn. Two armehairs,
one on aither side of hear¥f-rug. In the azmchair A7/
$o rignt of camera, an old lady of UU, wifh her
halr in ringiets, and shetland shawl over her thin
shoulders, sits bolt urright knitiing. Her elderly
pald companion alts in the other ¢halr, She is
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also knitting, and both are listening to the wireless
_set, which stands on a Louis quatorze table between
the companion's chailr and cne wall.

VOICE CF

SIR BELGIUM. must be regarded as antiquated, old fashioned, non-
essentials. If to some of you my opinions appear
to be revolutionary, I would remind you that what
appears to be revolutionary in one generation becomes
0old fashioned in the next. (0l1d lady signals to
companion to switch off wireless In the national
interest

SCENE VIII.
Studio.

SIR BELGIUM. is it advisable to keep alive.- I ask the question.
Is it advisable to keep s8live . . . . . :

SCENE IX.

Hospital ward. Pretty girl, aged 17, tuber-
cukous, sitting up in bed listening to ear-phones.
‘On bed-table ie a spusum mug. Other patients are
not listenlng. The girl's face registers interest,

Uuzz.led, reilection, surprise, dismay, horror, and
tears come as she removes the ear-phones.

VOICE OF

SIR BELGIUM. so many persons (interest) who are suffering from
incurable disease, either of body or mind. I am
well aware that diseases which were incurable
fifty years ago are now curable, amid (reflection). But
many diseases are not curable, and until the doctors
find a cure, would it not be more humane if those
patients were released from their suffering (surprise).
If such patients<have not the strength of mind to ask
for euthanasia, then it should be within the power
of some competent guthority to give them all the
benefits of a painless death (di ). There is no

\\ reason why the most timid patient B%Ould suffer the
slightest degree of mental distress, because there
are many painless poisons (horror. A nurse approaches
with a glass of medicine) which competent doctors and
nurses could administer without the patient's know-
ledge (tears). Another great problem is . .. . .




SIR BELGIUM.

VOICE OF

SIR BELGIUM.

s -

SCENE X,
Studio.

the large number of old people. And when I say
old people, I mean old people.

SCENE XI.

Common room of the Chelsea Pensioners. Wire-
less set on table to left of camera. Pensioners
at taebles, playing cards, dominoes, and bacCkgammon,
Tne tall, white-pearded, surly 0ld man refuses %o

%?EETZ?&EE‘§1!§‘§I§§E Iistening to the radio.
uddenly Le springs to Lis 1eet, holding stick as
4 eWOord, and 1aces Tadlo L1KE€ & IEencer. On guard,
tlierce, quatre, slashes at radio cabinet right and
+e1t. Great confusion. Cld men rige, dropping
cards, some chalTs are overturned, nut before they

can reach Dim the Iéncer gives & lunge, and runs
Nis stick through the radio.

who are a burden to the community. By reason

of the falling birth-rate the proportion of old
people is increasing day by day. Now the age at
which any man or woman ceases to be a useful member
of the community varies with the individual. A

the age of sixty-five I fail to find the slightést
trace of mental deterioration in myself. If and
when I show signs of deterioration (wheeze) I shall
drink the poisoned chalice and so (wheeze) shuffle
off this mortal coil with a clear mind, and, I hope,
a good conscience. The people we have to consider
are those old people whose days of useful work are
over, and who are now living on the charity of their
children or of the publie. I suggest that it should
be within the power of some. competent authority to
summons any old person before a magistrate to show
cause that they are not a burden on the community.
(On guard). We must rid our minds of all sickly
sentimentality (slashes at right side of radiol. We
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SIR BELGIUM.

VOICE COF

SIR BELGIUM.

SIR BELGIUM.

g
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must emulate the noble savage (slashes at left side of
radio) and administer to the unfit of all ages the hap-
y dispatch (Chelsea Pensioner prepares to lunge

%Sir Belgium shouts) wha might call the coup de
orace (Radlo pierced by stick. JWheezs from Sir Belgium).

-

SCENE XII.
gtudio.

From a consideration of the aged, and by aged I mean
those who are really old . e

SOENE XIII.

Living room in artisan's house. This scene should
be played by a genamne working-class family. Gas
EO00KeT DacY Wall.  OBrDenter, wWile, and chnildren
boy aged b, girl aged o, boy aged 10, gifI“E@EE—Ié,
boy aged 14, girl ageéd 1O. AIl sitting at tavle
at tea. Tea, bread and buvser, fish and CRips.
Carpenters pbag of tools on shelf. Kitchen dresser.
Baby 1in co%. Fabt 10 & ifying pan On gas Iing go€s
on TiTe. HRadlo S€% 1.1 a corner o the room.

One's mind naturally passes to the children, espec-
ially to the large families of the poorer classes.
Millions are being spent on those children. They
have free education, school medical inspection, and
milk at school. (Younger children smile) Where

does that money come from? Out of the pockets of the

‘more thoughtful and capable members of Society,

; Who are 80 hegvily taxed that they cannot afford

to have large families of their own. This is a
burning question (Fat goes on fire). Much as we
may regret it Birth Control has proved Dysgenic,
that is, against the interests of the nation. The
intellectual and cultured classes are using it, the

|| poor are not using it. This must be stopped (Father

ises to switch off wireless). If the poor refuse
%o Teduce the size ol their families by voluntary

measures (children look bewildered)

SCENE XIV.
Studio.

other means must be employed. By other means 1
suggest that . . . . .



VOICE OF
SIR BELGIUM.

SIR BELGIUM.

g

SCENE XV.

A luxury flat. Radio in the panels beside the

mantleshell. Switoh beiow the loud-speaker, four
5 110M 00T. ectric fIire. Fancy telephone,
%o modern Chairs On €ivher side Ol fire. Taole
Wiih cocktalls and cigarecses in Centre: in
Chair %o rignt of camera, vall, slim, society wife
In evening Oress. SLe 1s nursing in each arm &

peke, aImoSt &t Ler Dreasts, and tlying to drink
Cocktall and smoke cigarettie. Inother chalr her
‘Fusband, & Wear-Taced, well—groomed man in evening
Jress, reading & sporvilg paper. Xpensive

magazines lying on I1oOT. AT end oI scene woman
drops pekes, and With cigarettce in one hand, cock-
Tall in the othner, lying back in chall, Trailses her
dress, show1ng‘gooa‘6f§EﬁEE'ﬁT’?ﬁﬁ??’Eﬁﬁ“ﬁﬁfﬁ‘ﬁTf"
Wireless ewlloh With the toe o her shoe.

Parents in receipt of any form of public agsistance
ghould be warned that no further children must appear.
{Husband .nods approval). If that warning be dis-
regarded, then they should be segregated unless
prepared to submit to voluntary sterilization. I
insist that sterilization should be voluntary, but if
that fails, it must be compulsory (Husband nods
apppoval). By these measures the burden of taxation
would be reduced, and many members of the more thought-
ful and cultured classes who, as things are, cannot
afford to have large families, would look forward

(Wife drops pekes) to having families of five or
six children (kicks off radio).

SCENE XVI.

Studio.

After my first broadcast, to which you listened with
gso much patience and consideration,

SCENE XVII.

(An old priest in cassock sitting by fire in his
library, with redio on small table on his right.
He Tas set down & DOoOKk, and is listening. Switches
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VOICE OF
SIR BELGIUN.

SIR BELGIUN.

VOICE OF
SIR BELGIUM

SOREEHN

VOIOE OF
SIR BELGIUM.

SCREEHN.

VOICE OF
SIR BELGIUM,

a gentleman wrote me a letter suggesting that even
voluntary euthanasia is surder. What of 1t7 Am
I mot entitled for good reasons to kill myself?

To that he answers - No, because a man's life
belongs to God. Thers we reach the erux of ihis
question, because 1 and many thoughtful persons
believe that the idea of God is a figment of man's
imagination (switches off)

SCENE
Studio.

and that in all probability the Universe created
itself : ~
SCERE

The Aerial at Rugby as before. The Ten
andments are flasied across the sky one Sé

Comma

8ir Peigium's voice is heard.

and the immutable laws by which it is govérned.

[T I am the Lord thy God, who brought thee out
of the land of Egypt, and out of the house of
| bondage. | L

The Ten Commandments were invented by a man many
thousands of years ago for the benefit of a
vrimative goelety. Far be it from me to decry
the work of Hoges, a pioneer in sanitary reform,
but to-day we worship different ideals.

Thou shalt have no other gods before Me.

———

What man has created, man ean destroy, or perhaps
I should say improve, because in the enlightened in-
tellipence of man there is something almost pod-like.
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I;zm shalt not take the name of the Lord thy s@%
i

in vain.
VOICE OF
SIR BELGIUM, It is impossible for any thoughtful rerson %o deny
the benefite aan!gxxﬁé by the Ten Commandme
on &.sim§1¢ pastoral people, but tizes have changed
and most of those commands are now obsolete.
SCREEN. lemember the Sabbath day %o keep 1% holy.|
VOICE OF
SIR BELGIUM. We are advancing along the path of progress, with
high hopes, aigh%agh where that peth will lead mno
man eay say. All we know is that we must go on,
and that any medieval shiboleth whiech stands in our wy
must be ruthlessly abandoned (whecze)
SCREEN. [Honour thy father and thy mother.|
VOICE OF

SIR BELGIUK. Let no listener go away with the erroneous impres-
sion that 1t is my wish, or indeed the wish of any

thoughtful person, to abolish the entire deecalogue.

VOICQE OF
8IR BELCIUM.

SCREER.

VOICE OF
S$IR BELGIUN.

SCREZN.

¥OICE OF
SIR BELOIUNM,

We should only shslish thoge comrandments
[:m shalt not ;mz, ’

which prevent society from enjoying all the
benefits of modern thought, or which ssek to prevent
iaﬁiviéasl men and women

Thou shals net commit adultery.)

from enjoying tc the fullest extent the intellec-
tual pleasures of self-expression, of self-realis-
ation, and the unfettered devélopment of their own
better natures. One commandment should be retained,

'%%ﬁu shalt not s@aa%i] «

and enforeed with the utmost rigour of the law.

It is impossible for any socliety to exist unless the
right of private property are respected. I would
like to think that some of my opponents had as much




SCREEN.

VOICE &F
SIR BELCIUN.

VOICE OF
SIR BELGIUW,

SCRETH.

VOICE GF
S8IR BELGIUW,

/3

regard for the command "Thou shalt not steal,” in
the widest sense, which includes the unjust taxzation
of wealth, as they profess to have for those other
comrandments whieh interfere with human development

Thou shalt not bear false witness apainst thy
neighbour.

1 do not suppose I shall =% to see the day day
when all those reforme whieh 1 have had the honour
of advoeating to-night will become part and parcel
of our social system, or when an enlightened gener-
ation will have freed iteel? ‘s from the inhibi-
tions and prejudices and prohibitions of the rast.

[Thou shalt not eovet thy neighbours wife.

¥hen that day comes the earth will be inhabited

by a healthier and happler race of men and women.

if they retain any record of our elvilization they
will smile in amagsement when they reslise that theré
onee existed human beinpgs who were gso tempted to zet
in an anti-soeial memmer, that such precepts

Eh{m shalt not covet thgy neighbours g@@éﬂ

as the Ten Comrandments were ever necessary. At
our present rate of Progrees (wheeze) that Utopia
iz coming nesrer =nd nearee, and, assuming that our
eivilization is not destroyed by War, we should
reach the Millenium in a thousand years. I wish
you all goodnight{wheeze}.

A gpot of lipght spprears on the horizon of the scene
at Rugby, and rushes t5 the front of the screen,
breaking into the letters:-
1R
A
THOUBAERD
YEARS
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Story for Scenario.

Mr. Smith, better known in State records a3 H.99/Hamps-
tead - this being also the address of the house in which
he lived - entered the breakfast -room at 4 a.m., punctual
to the second. With its white-painted walls, rounded
cornices, tiled floor, and windows wide open to the fresh
but cold morning breeze, the room was in perfect taste
hygenically. It was furnished with a table énd four
chairs, fashioned out of angle-iron enamelled white, and
the only attempt at mural decorative art was s genuine
photogravure of Mr. Sidney Webb. In the wall facing the

window is the gauze of a loud speaker.
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On the wall beside the door was a Time-Recorder, and as
Smith pressed the button beasring his number, a bell rang
and a red light, then a white light, avpeared for a
second. By %h@ﬁg'$igas %ﬁith ¥new that the time of his
grriwai wag duly recorded at the Bureau of Industry.

His comrade, on festive occasions ealled Mrs. Smith,

and %%ai? two children, Henry aged 21 and Jane aged 17,
§era-alr$&ﬁ§ standing round the table. Without more
ado Smith took his place at the end of the tsble, and
in a loud, elear voice read the Act of Parliament for
the day.

As it happened to be Chromosome, the 13th day of the
month Eleectron in the year 136 of Utopia, = © = 7,
the appropriate Aet had reference to the necessity for
and value of deep breathing exereises, in which the
- whole family afterwards engagec

Refreshed by these
gymnastiecs they sat down to eat. Ho ﬁ#&t was on the
glags-topped table, but Zespe there was a liberal

suprly of eongealed eérbahgéra%s and a large flagon of
sterile distilled water. The dress of the household -
was uniform in type, no distinetion beiny wade between
the sexes, but the married were to be distinguished from
the unmarried by means of a yellow pateh stamped with the

Govermment Arms, two broad arrows rampant; and this
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wgs worn by Mr. and Mrs. Smith on the left shoulder of
their tunics. Glancing round the healthy table Smith
inquired with a smile, "All well?" and to this salut-
ation each in turn reéged, A1l correct.®

T know someone who isn't well," said Henry.

¥Indeed?" asked his father.

“Yes, 58 Pancras - old Jones you know - was taken
ofT yesterday:. his family haven't had a report yet."

For a moment there was silence. “Oome, come,® said
Smith, hurriedly, "we must keep cheerful"; and he
hastened to ppen a Government envelope. Having read
the contents he turned to his son in righteous indig-
nation - "Henry, I am pained to learn from this letter,
sent by the Ministry of Eugenics, that you have been
holding conversations with a girl in the next street
without sanction of the Ministry, and worse than that,
there's a statement from the Secret Search Commission
that a copy of Shakespeare's @onnets was found hidden
under your bed. You .know very well, 8ir, that all
poetry is on the State Index Expurgatorius, and that
‘possession of any love poetry is a felony."

“Poetry!" exclaimed Mrs. Smith, shuddering.

"The whole thing is a very grave and serious reflec-
tion on me," added his father.

“Well, that's got nothing to do with me a_s & Unit, "
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régliaﬁ Henry.

"It has indeed, Sir, as you'll soon find out. My
defence is clear. Only last Hest Day I read sloud the
Laws gnd Appendices of the HMinistry of Eugenies, whereby
such setions are proseribed.”

'ﬁz*a very sorry, Smith," said his son, "but I wanted

 $5 know how they mansged 1n ancient days when a Unit chose

his own comrade - sweethearts I think thev called them®.

"Great Statel" mogned ¥rs. Smith.

"Well, well, Mrs. Swith, said Smith wearily, "boys
will be boys.*®

’§£§$§,“,s§§a£e§4§;§.YS%ith, “don't krs. Smith me.
~ I'm H/99a Hampstead, and boys are not boys, nor are girls.
They're undeveloped Units with insane delusions - the
vestigeal taint of ;smmfsmric%iﬁgs. ¥y roor dear mother
at least taught me the Acts of Parlisment,® and she
sobbed bitterly. ‘
| FBut,® protested Smith, "both our ehildren were st
the %t&ts‘&gylﬁg and relessed cured. Surely this con-
versfation is treason.”

. "Both these children were let out of the Asylum too
é&ﬁﬁ, and if they follow H/99 they'll end in the Lethal
Institute before their time."

#*The State forbid," murmured Smith.

At that moment the door opened and a keen hatclhet-
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faced man entered - "Act 43, Section XI., Right of Entry
at all hours to Inspector of Cheerfulness. All cheer-
ful, I hope?"

“Yeg, Sir," said Smith, rising with the others, Hall
cheerful. Very cheerful indeed, Sir."

As e produced his red notebook the Inspector rapidly
sorutinized each member of the family in turn. “No,
not all cheerful. You for one are not cheerful H/99
Hampstead, but that's now beyond my Department. And
what's the name of this Unit? He's got a curious expres-
sion on his face."

#"That's Henry, Sir.*

"How long has he beén looking like that%“

"Looking like what,Sirt"

"Looking like that."

"I don't know, Skr."

#You don't know!" said the Inspector, and he crossed
the room to the telephone. Hullo! I want Mental
Emergencies. . . .-Is that you, Mental. . . . This
ie Inspector Weevil. I'm speaking from H/99 Hampstead.
There's a case of Buppressed Cdmplex here. . . No,
it's not been notified. . . . Very good, send out
s Psycho-Analyst at once. Right you are."

#ow then,® said the Inspector, more cheerfully,

turning to the femily, "what's the name and number of
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this girl?*

#Jane, Sir," answered Smith. "born 17 years ago,
vaccinsted five times, innoculated thrice, hypnotized
onee, State Asylum . . . a2ll the papers are in order.
H/99/a/% is her number."®

“ghe will be in this house at 23 o'eclock, when the
Special Woman Ingpector for young Female Units will eall.”

Yery good, 8ir," said Smith.

*1 won't,* exclaimed Jane, looking at her brother.

“Oh,* gobbed Mrs. Smith, "this is swful . . . ‘won't.'”

#Xeep silent,® said the Inspeector, "that child is

#No, no, she's not, 8ir," groaned Smith.

#She is. And instead of contradicting, let's see
your dietaphone reeords. That'll siow you how you've
been getting along in thie happy home.*®

Smith drage
table, and this the Inspeetor unlocked with his key.

ed out & large cabinet from beneath the

“What's this here," he exelaimed, "there's been a guarrsl
in this house. That's what it is. The record shows
hégh voices, and curious expressi-ns, ehi How about
igen

“e gll deplore it, 8ir, we sll deplore it," said
Smith, earnestly.

#1 daresay you do," replied the Inspector, "and 1'11
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tell you what it is, H/99. It's a good thing for you that
you didn't live at a time When what they called money

was used, because what with fines for one thing and
another you'd have had nothing left. That's to say,

if we Inspectors were to do our duty. .. . Well, now,

I must be getting along.”

Amongst his far-off ancestors were some who had foli-
owed the calling of a policeman, and as he left the house
a small packet of carbohydrate was pressed into his hand
by Smith. But so preoccupied was the Inspector, he
made no outward acknowledgment of the gift.

The hours passed and various officials called.

An Investigator of Chimney-piece Ornaments, and the Agent
for the Society of Hygienic Wallpapers (with Powers under
the Act) were eally arrivals. The Special Woman Inspec-
tor insisted on cropping Jane's hair, and Henry had 8
long and painful interview with the Psycho-Analyst.

One Searcher found a blanket that was not all wool, whilst
another detected a couple of weeks in the little six-feet
garden; but as these were minor offences it was not al-
£Ogether a bad morning for H/99. Moreover, it was
nearingf noon, when Smith would be free to go to his

four hours' work a day, and during these hours he bred

ferrets for the vivisection experimerntws experiments of
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Professors at the State Pandemonium.

As Smith was sbout to leave the house a closed motor-
car stopped at the gate and a large fat man stepped out.
This personage came up the steps, and taking Smith's arm,
led him in a friendly fashion into the breakfast-room.
The fat man then closed the door and smiled.

¥All correct," said Smith, feeling somewhat uneasy;
perhaps you are the Inspector of - of Inspectorst?™

#No, no, not so bad as that. I'm a Commissioner.

We don't leave everything to the Inspectors, you know.
Now Smith, my friend, you're not happy."

"Oh, yes, indeed I am, 8ir, very happy."

"Well, well; we can have a chat about that on the
wayg. I'm going to take you for a little drive."

The Commissioner opened the door and led Smith
towards the closed car. As they went down the steps
Smith's heart was thumping aéZnst his ribs. This physical
emotion was utterly unreason;ble, because the big man had
been quite civil, and was neither pulling nor pushing
him. Indeed, it seemed to Smith as if the Commissioner
was merely pawing him gently; and yet in his cerebral
cortex, owing doubtless to some vestigeal taint from
primordial times, the molecules were in a state of sense-
less panic.

Once seated + in the well-cushioned car gliding out
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of Hampstead, Smith swallowed a lump that was rising

in his throat, and turned to the Commissioner sitting
beside him. "I just wish to say, Sir, that I';7§grry
indeed if X I've been unhappy."

¥No need to apologize, my dear fellow; in any case
it wasn't your fault."

"Thank you verymuch, gir.?

"Not at all. As you know, or ought to know, a
Unit is never responsible for any thing, and there's
no need for you to blame yourself over this or over
anything else. 54 theﬁ%s any question of laxity the
State alone is responsible. Poesibly in the past our
inspection has been less efficient than it might have
been. At any rate things are now being improved, as
the State itself is threatened."

¥I'm gorry to hear that, Sir," remarked Smith more
cheerfully. "I mela I'm glad we'll be better inspected,
but I'm sorry the State's in danger."

“That's just it," said the Commissioner, “the State
iB in great danger. This is not known to the Units,
and the informetion I give you is secret.”

"Thank you, Sir, you may rely onmy . . . "

#0f course I can. If there had been the slightest

rigk of your passing the news on, I wouldn't have told

you. The danger is from Ireland. That island zemedmed
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Christian, and is still inhabited §§ madmen cbsessed
with a delusion, in itself a Fable porrowed from Pagen
and thirty-six

mythology. For a hundred /years we've forbidden any com-
sunication with these people, but from seeret giﬁﬁﬁif we
%ﬁii-gh&t they're doing. At present there's a/Xaxkt in
e island who eslls himslef King Ceorge XX.. JHe and
his people have now decided that it's their duty to des-
trovy this great State of whieh you and 1 are hunble
Units.®

"put surely it's none of their business, gir," asked
Smith, a trifle eagerly.

*0f gourse it's not their business, but they threaten
a erusade, and that's where you comei in, Smith, or rather
that's where you go out.”

"1 beg ?ééésﬁg gir, but I'm afraid that I don't quite
follow vour meaning, sixf* ’
. wmell, my dear fellow, if these madmen make & War,
don't you see that ;t would be dangerous if we had within

the State any emotional Units who might sympathize with
the enewy. How you, Swith, are undoubtedly an ezmotional
Unit.* |

%1'q never sympathize with the enemy, Sir."

"Ah, one never knows, although it passes comprehension
why anvone should sy&g&@higgirvith these madmen., If theY
should conquer usr; there will be a terrible uphesval and



7L

relapse. We'll no iﬁﬁgﬁf beé housed, al@theé, and fed by
the Stste. Our hours of work ﬁgﬁ*t»be limited to four

a day. Make no mistake Mbout thet. You wouldn't be

told what you must do, but merely what you mast not do.

4 most pernicious philosochy. And worse than that, they'd
restore tears and laughter to tﬁé world. Do you know, |
Smith, I often think thet whenever s Units feels inelined

to belittle the work of our §$§§3i€§§ iﬁs§§etszg§£ he

should gudeddy quietly recolleet how fortunate we really

ard and how #ery different things might be. We might

have been a fre

people.  Just think of it - Free!"

“The State forbid," said Swith, piously raising his
hat, "I swear it.*
“Ho need to sgsar,i.garX$§taé the Commissioher gently.

“In any case there's Nothing to swear by, and no fear of
treason on your part. But apart from these polemics,
you're not really happy, Smith.?

“Indeed I am, 8ir, very hapuy. I'm well inspected,
and then I've got my ferrets. They're very fond of me,
8iz.* 3

*%aageﬁsgy my friend. 1In the first place they're
not your ferrets because they belong to the State, and
secondly, although they enjoy their food, I am quite sure

that they are not so lacking in intelligence as to harbour
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;ﬁy emntion towards the Unit whose daty it was to look
after them. No, no, Smitl, your face bvetrays you.
You're not happy. Too mueh emotion. And your children
prove it. The 8tate permitted you to have two children.
Well? Have you hred Samurai? 1 think not. The fact
this to go

is you're degenerate, and we cannot encourage

n common sénse must tell you thet we ecan't
afford to ¥eep you. The Happler Homes idesg has been
given gg; Too expensive and sentimental, almost prehistoric
in faet. Efficiency, H/99, efficieney, and all for the
State. That's the motto of every loyal Unit.*

"Zhere are wd going, Sirt* asked Smith, white in the

foce. !
#To the Lethal Institute, =y friend. Steady, steady.”
%o, no, 1'm not," muttered Smith. "What Aot/ of

Parliament lets you do this. 1I've a right to know that.
I'm a free Unit.*

#The Aet? Oh, my dear Seith, need we go into all
that. That was never the difficulty, I assure you.
It was laek of time, not sf’aazhs:itygAahgz sometires
hampered us. The State has gone into your case. The
Inspeetors and the Seeret Service have worked gsasaiéQQ
tiously over §ou. Ve e all the documents. Everything
is in perfeet order.®
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Smith glanced wildly round the ear until his gaze
wae fixed on & long sluminium bem box placed ascross the
front seats. “What's that thing?® he whispered hoarsely.

#3teady, my friend, you really must pull yourself
togethésr. If you had been less squeamish I should have
told you gll gbout it before we gtarted. Thaet is . . .
ghe: . . . weil. . . shallwesay . . . the
hearse portion. Quite new, a labour-saving device.®

8o I'm driving with my own coffin?®

"#ell, in a sense I suppose you are, if you wish to
put it thet way. Personslly I dislike the use of the
word coffin, on sccount of its ancient associstions, and
I usually refer to the thing you're igéiiﬁg at as the
Contalner.® _

"Driving like a eriminal to Tyburn!?

“How there you are quite wrong,* replied the Com-
migsi-ner pently. #There is no §gra;131.t in the old
éay% to which you refér the criminal was ﬁ&&iaéé; There
are no crimingls now. You're not 2 eriminal and you're
not in skgiﬁég" ?aa'ézﬁ & &= Unit who is sgbout to
submit to the requirements of the State.”
. *That's a 1ie,” sobbed Smith. “The eriminsl was

chained because he had a chance of escape, one in a mil-

lion though it was. I've no ehanoe at all. That's

: n
why you don't ehain me.



"Some, come, KAG6 H/99, no temper if you please.
Be reasonable. Your own commcon sense must tell you that

you're » grester danger than many eriminals. But why

all this fues? There's nothing to hurt you. We have

the highest medical opinion that it is quite painless.

I ean assure you as to that., And what is the whole affair

after all? A mere rearrangement of the molecules . . .

4h, these moleeules, Smith, if we could only get down to
hem we should move much more quickly .. . . That's

all there is to it. And if you fear anything else,

_that in itself is further proof that you're not fit to live
Now as an old hand at the business, my advice t0 you,
Smith, is this - don't worry. o one is going to hurt
you. We shall deal with you gently, kindly, and éith
diseretion. You shall nave full custodial eare at every
stepr. In a few minutes we shall be at the Institute,

' apfterwsrds I shall tske you on to the Cremstorium, and

within an hour at most your molecules will be floating

in the blue Empyresn - baek with the Hitrogen from whence
they came. A beautiful thought, my friend. . . What!
the man has fainted . ; « I must spesk to that Inepector.
He aughz to hg?e taken this Unit away twenty years ago. . .
Perhaps the whole family would be better away. I really

d for a decigion.®




Suddenly Smith groaned. “Ah, that's right," said fe
Commissiorer, "Coming to, I see. Keep your head down
between your knees for a minute or two, and you'll be
‘all right."

"I don't want to be all right," moaned Smith.

“Nonsense, man. Nothing will happen to you without
your full consent. No physical force is ever used at
the Lethal Institute. That would be a confession of
failure. Wait until you've seen the Sympathisers, and
yoﬁ'll’be glad you recovered from your faint."

The car stopped at the door of the Institute, a long
ground floor building with no windows. The Commissioner
got out, and Smith followed. As they went up the s;eps
" their bodies broke an invisible rsy, and two great doors
slid open revealing a gilded hall, 1it by Feiry lights,
.and in the centre a splashing fountain in which the falling
water was coloured like a rainbow. Behind the open doors
stood a flunkey, dressed in cloth of gold and silver.

He was a tall powerful man, but he bowed low to Smith
and said, "Welcome." :

"In you go," said the Commissioner, "I'll see you
later."

As in a dream, Smith entered and the great doors

closed behind him with a faint click. The flunkey was



again,” bad not s nmiddle-aged man, with large

%

smiling, and Se=ith, who had never before seen anyone except
in rationsl dress, asked nervougly, "Are you the Symrathiser,
sir:® '

No, no, gir," sald the ﬁiaﬁ%?* #1'm only the door-
regiver. The %%&tmgzﬁ are 211 in the Salon, and you

may chosse any of the lot, male or female. This way,
sir," and he led Smith t> the curtained entrance of the
Salon, whieh opened out of the Hali.jl Drawing sside the

tor of his voice - ®Iy lLords, Ladies, and CGentlemen,
pray sllenee for the entry of your puest, ¥r. Seith of
Hampstead.” At that the sound of conversstion ceased,
and Smith entered the Sﬁ%& ' » :

As he entered all the §
smile, and Smith gasped for breath. He would hove falnted

mathisers gave him & friendly

bhiue ees

that bes

med through gold rimmed spectacles, sprung forward
andled hin to an easy chair. "Sit down, my friend.

I Enow it must seen ratier rsti‘%ﬁga t0 vou. How have 2
good 1ok round, take your tire, and choose whom you ‘
will.* Hie new friend was dressed in a well-cut blue |
lounge suit. FHe was a trifile stout, bald on the top

had the kindliest, § jolliest f2ece, that

of his head, and

Smith hed ever seen. “Sympathiser Find is my name, if



you should decide eventually to trust yourself to me, 30
but take your tine. Bach to his taste," and, with another
smile, he returned to the centre of the room.

. Smith leant back in the well-upholstered chair, and
stared st the Sympathisers in amazement. Never before

had he sat in such a comfortable chair, and never before
had he seen meng and women dressed and undressed in such

a variety of fashions. What these fashions were, Smith

for the most part did not know, and yet each had its e

appeal. Among the men had he only known he could have

a very ﬁé;hgggaiiﬁcman with long golden o
down to her waist. Another woman was Balf-undressed,
and at the sight of these last twa Smith blushed, for he
was wholly degenerate, and_did not understand Sex Appeal
jn its scientific aspects. Other women he might have
recogplsed were the ballet dancer, the principal boy and
girl, the belle of the pall, the nurse, the teanis girl
with racket complete, the yachting girl, and a nun.

Fach in turn smiled at Smith, but being of a retiring
disposition, he just sat and stared, until by a lull in
their conversation he realised they weie beginning to

be-bored by his presence.

So he beckonz “‘BQ Sympaﬂ;nlsel‘ AlBG, WUU av waow JusaTow
Ik‘> 53 - : ] . = -

The others c:?\.a.lf>'i>e"~i *m 'Ea.nds in 2 well—bred manner a.ndu

said - "See you lai T, Mr. Smith."
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Sympathiser Kind led him across the gaily lighted
Hall - "Can't very well have a heart-to heart chat in there,
0ld man," and whenever he spoke he smiled. Across the
Hall, they entered another room through a door, which
closed behind them witha click, and Smith knew instinctively
that they were in & sound-proof room. There were no win-
dows. In the centre of the room was a circular steel
table, and two hygenic chairs of glass and chromium, one
on either side of the table. The walls were white, devoid
of pictures, and against one wall were two steel cupboards
painted white. It was a square room measuring twenty
feet, and in the right side wall was the gauze of a loud-
speaker.

"Makes you feel guite at home?" his new friend said
with a smile, as he beckoned Smith to take the chair
furtﬁest from the door.

"Yés, 8ir," said Smith, with a gulp in his throat.

The Sympathiser smiled - "Of course, it does, but
you musn't call me 'Sir.' Call me XKind."

"Yes, 8ir - Kind.*

"Now," said the Sympathiser, "just you tell me all
abdut it, and we'll see what can be:-done."

At that Smith poured out all his troubles. The Sympath-
iger listened attentively, only occasionally asking a
question to clear up some point about which he was not

quite certain. When Smith'g StOTY came to an end, the
Sympathiger
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looked grave, and Smith's heart sank.

“This looks very serious," said the Sympathiser.

“Oh, don't say that, 8ir," moaned Smith.

%I do say it. I think the Commissioner has made
a most serious error in judgment.®

#0h, thank you, thank you, 8ir. Then you will
help me to escape?”

"0f course I'll help you, but we must consider ways
and means. Now let me think for a minute or two.®

#Yes, Sir, please think."

The_’%mpathiser bent across the table and covered
his facew;zphis hands for a couple of minutes beofre-h
before he spoke - Do you realise, Smith, that to save you
I must tell you everything about this place?®

"Yes, Sir," said Smith eagerly.

“Well now, do you know that no male or femaie Unit
who enters the front door of this Institute ever leaves
by the way they entered?®

Tes, 8i2.7

#Good. They all leave by the back doors - dead.
Except one or two, of whom you'll be one, who reach the
back door at the end of the Lethal-Tunnel - alive.
Naturally you want to know how the one or two escape?"

"Yes, Sir,*
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Well, I'll tell you." and the Sympathiser pulled cut
open a steel deawer in the table in front of his chair,
from which he produced a gas mask. This he patted gently.
"That's my own special gas mask. Now when I don't want
a Unit to escape I put it on, and tell the Unit that
I'm going to give him or her - because curiously enough
some female Units select } me - ha, ha -a duplicate mask.
Then I open,that steel cupboard nearest to you and take
'out a mas%?%ézz:fzv duplicate of my own. Of course
its a dud, and when we reach the gas it doésn't work.
Understand?"

“Yes, Sir," said Smith dubiously because the problem
was complicated.

"Don't pretend, Smith! You still have doubts.
Ha, ha! Well, any mistrust may be set at rest, because
I am going to give you éy own spefial gas mask." And
with that the Sympathiser placed his gas mask by Smith's
right hand on the table. |

“Thank you, 8ir, but - are you not coming down the -
the - tunnel to the back door with,me?"

“Of course I am, eid-mean, bwt of=gourse I'm going
to have a gas mask like you. Only I don't take my mask
from the first cupboard - no fear - but from the second,
where the masks are as genuine as the one I gave you."

The Sympathiser opened the cupboard nearest the door,
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removed a mask, and placed it on the table near his chair.
“Sow I must tell you ebout the Tunnel, and what 1o expect
at the other - ﬁth

A gong sounded, and from £ loud-spesker esneesked
in the cwall .- came the words - “Sympsthiser Kind, if he

can srare & moment is urgently manted in Ante-lhamber
Five.® '
The Sympathiser frowned the firet frown Smith had

me a moment, Friend Smislh,

seen on hig face., - "Zxous

‘ I won't be long. I wonder what 1t 187" e gave a

| low whistle, the door opened, and closed behind him with
2 eclieck.

i Left aione in the gounde-proof Foom, Smith smiled.

%hat & really decent fellow the 3%&%&&@%3 was. o

glve his own gas m‘? to a total strenger, and choose o

iew one for himeelf. Ho, he had betier cha

‘ nge the mashs.
At the Pandemonium Smith had learnt all the dangers of
respiratory infections. Perbars Sympathiser Kind liked
his maek 8o much that he never troubled to have 1t-séss

sterilized. Cerms innocuous to Kind might not Le so
innocusus to Smith. That much of baoteriology he had
learnt at the Pandemonium. He changed the masks, but
it would never do to tell Sympathiser Xind of his views
about sterilizing gss masks.

Suddenly %2@& door opened, Sympathiser Kind, looking
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2 little Tlushed, entered, glanced anxiously at ti;&; ﬁ&hmg
smiled and said - *Well, here we sre again. You'll
wonder why I was called sway? In the Salon did you
grathiser Eve - the femsle in the altogether,
I mean without any clothes?®

*Yes, 8ir," ssid Semith esperly.

#Fell, I was just cslied to Ante-Chawber Fiwe Five
to explain ¢ a Unit ’E%z%% his att ing wae
& littie premature, sithough =t the end of the Tunnel
he may do what he likes with Sympathiser Ive. But, let

notice Sy

mobed love-mak

me see ~ I was telling you sbout the Tunnel. Yet why
waste time! On with our mas¥s. The sooner we're in,

Ask me any guestions on the way.

the sooner welre out
"Yes, S5ir," sald Smith, as esch adjusted hia gas
mask, "hut where's the Turinel?®

#There,” answered the Sympathiser, and, as he pressed
a button, the whole of the back steel wall of the room

: : elreulsr :
rose, revealing o begxiFfexxsgaxre tunnel with beautiful

scenery palnted on either side and a skysespe on the top,
xxafy sll brilliantly 1it 0N by artifielsl day-light.

On the floor of the BERX¥® tunnel was g 1ow placed trolley,

running, as the Sympathiser explained, not on vheels but
n e
on g iéag/{;nia ses of magnetic steel. Two larpe Hygenie



“Pake your pew, Smith, they're Lotk the same,” and
o Gmith sat in one and ﬁt%&ﬁkiﬁﬁ%{ in the other.

Just put your srms slong
lege against the front legs, and I'1l do the same.”

gmith followed the Sympathiser's instruetions.

the arme of the chair, and

fifow,* sald the Sympathiser, "I'm going %o press =
button with my left foot.®  Smith watched, and in a
moment he was pinioned to $he chair by semi-circulsr
steel clampsLownd Auo ANug Qud {iﬁrd )

Zmith shrieked. | -

"Don't be & fool," shouted the Sympathiser, “esn't
you see I'm clamved as much ae youi®

Smith looked, and saw his Sympsthiser was also

mped by stesl bands. "I'm sorry,” sald Smith.

#¥ell, don’t make thet noise again, or I may regret

my decision to give you & resl gae mask. As s matier
of fse% youould bhave done the clamring s well ge 1
eould, because we've pot duel controls om thestrolley.' ”

#1'm wery sorzy, r.*

"rets all right. How stard her off. ﬁﬁfzﬁr' your
right fa0t you'll feel 2 ¥aol - unless you've got an
extre $hiek sole on your boot, whieh no orxdinery Unit
is suprosed %o have.®

"o, 8ir, I haven't, and I can feel the %mﬁ% n



¥Then press it." :§\7f

"What happexf' ’}éxei, gﬁr? “‘

“The steel Gmer deews behind us, and off we go."

“No, Sir, I+don't like to do it."

“All right, don't. Sit there until the Commissioner
comes into the Ante-Chamber, finds we're not off/takes
away your gas mask, and sets us going."

%Yo, no, Sir, not that."

“Then I must push the control myself, but I'm bound
to say, Smith, you don't seem to have much confidence
in your Sympathiser.®

Smith felt the knob beneath his right foot sink.

The steel wall was slowly lowered behind them, and the
trolley was moving along the tunnel at the rate of three
miles an hour.

"I'm sorry I mistrusted you, Sir."

"That's all right, Smith. Perhaps I was a bit
rattled by the scene in Ante-Chamber Five. Never mind
about that. Look at the scenery you're seeimg.”

Smith looked on the painted panorama to right and left -
“Oh, Kind, I've never seen anything so beautiful as that."
"Daresay you haven't. ;ﬁg never seen the reality,

nor am I likely to see it."

"What is it?"

“Itﬁioch Awe, where Our Totality lives."
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"What's Bur Totality, Sympathiser Kind?"

¥No, of course you've never heard of Oyr Totality.
Mind you, I've never seen him, but I know what He is.
How shall I put it to a Unit like you? You know your
Commissioner? Yes. Well, he's got brains more than
you or me?"

"0f course, Sympathiser."

#Well, Our Totality has exactly one thousand times

more brains than i sioner Thaxs He and
Wﬂjﬂw“u ,nﬂyr clnaa £7

He alone lives therg‘ No3

"No, not quite, Sympathiser.®

"Well, all I can say is that you really iake me
tired. Anyway, I'm a bit rattled sbout what happened
in Ante-Chamber Five, and I'll put it all on you."

#Please don't, Sympathiser. Whatever happened had
nothing to do with me, and you promised to tell me what
happens when we both arrive at the end of the Tunnel.*

#"What are you afraid of?"

#That you're ao#iz::zZag, Sympathiser, and what the
Commissioner will do when he sees me alive at the end of
the Tunnel."

#The Commissioner will never see you alive at the end
of the Tunnel - don't shriek, you fool - it's not the
time for shrieking. At the end of thé Tunnel are only

four deaf-mutes ready to put you into your Container -



Smith screamed. 456?

#“Stop making Hhat noise. You deafen me even in
your gas mask, anjigtéht by righte to be admiring the
gcenery - we're passing through the Kyles of Bute. You
don't seem interested in the scenery, Smith? As & matter
of fact neither am I. To tell you the truth it bores
me. I see it so often. Nearly every day."
{ "The Container," shouted Smith, "you promised to tell
me about the Container.®

“So I did, and I will, if you'll only keep calm.
Bhould have told you before, but the disgraceful scene
in Ante-Chamber 5 rather ruffled me. Perhaps you'll
have a little sympathy for me when I tell you that Sym-
pathiser Eve is my Comrade."

#0h, yes, I have, Sir, but about the Container?"

“What about it! No one's going to put you in a Con-
tainer. DidA't I give you my own gas mask? Of course
I did. Well - oh, damn Eve - when our trolley hits the
buffers in the open-air at the other end, the clamps are
automatically released, and you and I walk away. Where
do we walk? You've as @ many questions to ask as a child,
and I've had plenty of experience of them. Why, you
8illy, we gust walk out through a little steel gate in
the fifty foot wall on our left. It opens from the

inside only. There's no handle on the outside. Now



are you satisfied?"

"What about the deaf mutes, Sirf Won't they be a
little surprised?"

40nh! damn the deaf mutes. No, of course they won't
be surprised. They'll just think you're a new Sympathiser,
having a trial trip with me. Now we're passing Lake
Windermere. Upon my word, Smith, I've never seen anyone
less interested in the scenery. Is'nt it lovely?*

"Very n}ée, Sympathiser, but what about the Commis-
sioner?"

#Oh, damn the Commissioner, what about him? "

“Be careful, Sympathiser!”

"That's all right. In the Tunnel no one can over-
hear what we're saying. It's the only pei place where
they can't - but what about the Commissioner?®

"ell, won't he be angry when he finds I'm - I'm -
still here?®

"Look here, Smith, you make me réally tired with your
chatter. Plaguing the man who's seaving your life.
I'11 tell the Commissioner you are a super-man who held
his breath for seven minutes in the gaseocus zones and
escaped. Now are you happy? Look now, we're going up
the valley of the Dsxrt! Lovely, isn't itt"

“Yes, Sir, but where am I going after we get out

though through the little steel gate in the high wall?®
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“Hell, you're coming to live with me and Sympathiser
Eve, because we both like you. Now are you content?!

¥Most content, Sir."

"I thought you would be. Then perhaps you'll let
me question you?!

"With pleasure, Sir."

"What would you say should happen to a Unit who
chose Sympethiser Eve, and wanted to go down the Tunnel
with her in that state? Do you think he should die?"

“Indeed, I do, Sir." ’

"Smith, I begin to like you. You:x; a Comrsde of
your own. You know how the very idea affects one?®

"Ye - es, Sir, but of course they're both clamped
in their chairs, and there's deaf mutes at the other end."

“"Good thing for you, Smith, that I'm clamped, or I'd
bash your fate for that insult."

“I 4idn't mean - "

#Sput up.  I'll tell you why Sympathisers are clamped.
Sometimes thenk victims say things that rile their
Sympathisers. Once, only the victimes were clamped."

"Oh dear, oh dear!"

#Listen you fool. Did you see that priest in the
Salon. Don't deny that you know what he was supposed

to be. Yes, Smith, there are Units so degraded as to

believe in God, and who chose Father Peace af -their Sym-
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pathiser. God help them. In the Tunnel they find
he's a fake, and when they do these godly Units say things
that meke him struggle in his clamps. Thats why every
Sympathiser is now clamped. His predecessor, Father
Help, lost kis life through lack of claups. A Unit
in the Tunnel insulted him. ?ather Help struck theﬂ£*4i
Unit in the face and cut his knuckles on the victim'gagae
mask. Then when the two were passing through the grey
gas - the gas got in through the cuts and poor Sympathiser
Help was killed as weRl as his victim. The deaf-mutes
were horrified."

#"0Oh, don't tell me more, 8ir, I can't bear it."

“I shall tell you more. I'1ll make you scream with
terror, because you insulted Eve."

¥I d4id not, 8ir I swear I didn't."

“#You did, but I'm not really cruel, Smith. It's
best to get them shrieking at this stage, because in a
minute or so we go uphill into the forest of larches -
the Sweet Gas Zone through which we pass for two minutes.
Then down hill for three minutes into the vaslley of grey
gas. Some units when they enter the Sweet Gas try to
hold their breath. No one can hold his breath for more
than two minutes. All the worse if they do, because then

they %éf congcious when they breathe the grey ,gas, which
seaiiynéétrils, mouth, and lungs for about =%y seconds
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before it stops the clock. Not scared yet, Smith?*
“Just g little, Sir." '
“Why only a little?®
"Because we've both got real gas masks." ‘
#You fool. If ever a Unit deserved the EPG Empyrean,
as thet accursed Commissioner calls it - you're the man.
Why should I risk my life to help a useless Unit like you
to escape. The mask I gave you was a dud. Mine's the
only resl gas protector in this tunnel.®
Smith screamed, and then was silent in thought.
What had he said to the Commissioner - one chance in a
million at Tyburn. It was now an even chance, perhaps, and
his heart beat wildly, a certainty. If not, he would be
ghad to die and to get away from people like Sympathiser
King.®
"Have you fainted, Smith?" asked Kind.
“No I've not,” was the unexpected calm reply.
"What do you mean? I begin to admire you. Well,
now we're going uphill. Take deep breaths, Smith.
Its all ®migt for the - Hell, you fiend, you've changed
the masks - oh! 1I'll hold my breath, I . . . ®
Smith sat shivering as the trolley rose theuw through
a mound of painted larches in the Tunnel. He was

breathing quietly, and smelt nothing. Such was his

degeneration that he felt pity for Sympathiser Kind.
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The trolley began to go downhill into a grey mist.
Then came the sound of forced expiration, £a1§a¢§§g
py an inepirstory ghyriek, and the trolley shook with cone-
vulsive movements for a second or so. Smith looked
at his companion. Sympathiser Xind was limp, and $he
engorged veins on his bald head were black.

Slowly, or %o be preecise, at the rate of three miles
pes® per hour, the trolley ascended out of the Valley
s and continued on the level. At the end of
a long vista Smith saw 2 smail circle of daylight, and

gradually this §§u§§¥ of daylight became larger and
larger. &s the trolley approsched the exit Smith's

be there? The Commissionsr was not there. Twenty

yards beyond the end of the Tunnel the interrupted plates
netic steel stopped 2% = buffer. Behind the

buffer stood four little wen, and by thelr side lay

the Container. The troliley met the buffer, the clamps

sprang apart, the body of Syrpathiser Kind fell sideways

the impact of the skull making a dull erack

on the gﬁ?ﬁ&lﬁ/ and Smlth stepped ocut of his liygenie :

Chair. Without a glanee at 9mith the four desf mutes

placed the body of the late Sympsthiser Kind in the Uon-

tainer, clamped on the 1id, and ecarried it round s ecorner
fifty foot

of the Institute. To his left Smith saw the/grmak Wall.

with the little steel door. He tore off his gas mask,

threw it away, = -!, and next mement was walking like
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a free m Unit in the street.

Within an hour Smith re-entered the breakfast-room
at H.99/Hampstead, where Mrs. Smith was solemnly reading
aloud to Jane and Henry the Act of Parliament concerning
those whé die for the State. As soon as she saw her
Comrade Mrs. Smith screamed - "Oh, I thought you were
dead! We had the Official News on the Radio an hour ago.
The Oommissioner himself spoke to all Hampstead - Sew-
age Smith H.99/Hampstead has left the Lethal Institute,
shere his last words were - I hail the Blue Empyrian
and may less worthy Units follow my lead. It sounded
lovely. And now, in spite of everytﬁing, you're back."

“So that's what he said, is it? Well, Mrs. Smith,

I can tell you it was a lie." :
¥Oh, you'll be the death of me, and the death of us
all.”
"Not giad to see me back, that's what it is!"

"No, it isn't," sobbed Mrs. Smith, "but I did think
you were dead. My poor Mother, whom you always despised,
told me how to respect the Dead. I don't need to know -
know - know - Acts of Parlisment to do - do - do - that"
- and with this final outburst Smith's Oomrade wept bitter
tears, and became hysterical.

Scenes such as these are not good for children.

Henry sat, his elbow on the table, his cheek resting on



his hand, and a frown on his face. To do the lad
justice, he was thinking of his Shakespeare's Sonnets
(confiscated under Secret Search Oommission. Index
Expurgatorius. Article V. Section One. (COlause A.)
Jane had no such thoughts. She rushed to Smith, threw
her arms round his neck, and whew shouted - "Daddy, I'm
glad you're back, and your ferrets will be glad too."
‘The sound of a Chinese gong on the Loud 8pesker put
an end to a scene which was likely to degenerate into
sheer Bathos. “Commissioner Speaking to H99/Hampstead.
Most Secret and Oonfidential. Under pain of inst ’
Death no member of Smith family to leave their heme to-
night. No communion with neighbours. Your house now
surrounded by megbers of the Poisohed Darts Deaf-Mute
Brigade. Anyone who attempts to leave dies instanter,
without benefft of Act of Parliament. Entire family to
parade in Bregkfast-Room at 4 a.m. tomorroﬁ, wht without
carbohydratés or water. At that hour, I, The Commissioner,
for All Hampstead, acting by and/or through the authority
of Our Totality, will decide whether the sentence on all
now present will be Death or Exile. Now each and all to
his or her bed. There shall be no talking in bed.
Every pillow is overheard. Tomorrow, all depends on

Smith speaking the truth. Now, to your beds without a

word, or at Your Peril. Amen."
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As the alloention ended, the Smith family went quietly
to bed. Even ¥rs. Bmith did not dare to say what she
dearly wanted to say - "Smith, you'll be the Death of us
s1l.*

At 4 s.2. next day the family of H.99/Ha
at attentisn round their breskfast table, having eaten
no breskfast. Each, in his or her way, showed signs of
gevless night. ,Yet none of them dared to speak.

mpestead stood

At one minute past £Fve, because even Uemmissioners may
be late, a geeat car sloved down and s%agzg?&é osutside
gheir gate. Within a minute, the Commissioner was in
the Breskfast-room, where they stood wallting.

*8it down, everyone.® he ordered, and all the Smiths
sat ﬁésﬁ*

oy find & chair for me," said the Commissioner.

gmith sprang to his feet - “Pleamse take mine, Sir.
There's not another in the house.®

*g4¢ down, Smith. No other chair! That's to your

credit. You obey the Law of No Hospitality. Some don't.

8it down, I will stand. All yomr lives are in my hand,
or rather in the hand of Smith, the head of this bedhighted
family. He shall answer one question. Stop! ‘ is that
Radic smxprxxffEf receiving or emitting?"

"1 gon't know, 3ir. We're not allowed to interfere
with it.*



48

"Quite right, my friend. Stand up."”

To the congternation of the entire family, the Com-
migsioner seized the ewpity ehair and smashed the Wire-
less.

 "How, Smith, I ecan ask, and you ean answer, in the
presence of your family & simple question on which, becans
I'm always faily, your life and the lives of those sbout
you depend - the gquestion is - Did Sympathiser Kind maske
& mistake, or did you change the Gas Masks? You nust
answer within two-seconds: - the psychological limit."

#1 ghanped '

"Good! You said it within 2 seconds, and therefore

itls true., How, Swith, you and yours are to be Exiled.*

"o, 3ir, we'd rather not."

*Youf fool, you don't know what you're talking about.
#hen we find that a Unit, his comrade, and offspring are
unfit, we ées%:sé them. Yet when, as in your ¢ase, un-
fitness is allied to cunning we deport or exile them to
Ireland, in the 'mpg that they and their progeny may
flourish in Ireland, and sc breed degeneracy among ocur
enemies. 80 will you and yours - unless the Irish kill
you on sight. Ho, they haven't the intelligence to do
that, and 1 think you are comparatively gafe.®

"How all of you get into the charabane that's to

take us to the Aerodrome. .
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"Now, Smith, as we're on the way to the Aerodrome,
you may tell me a thing or two. No physical force used
at the Lethal? No. That's good. Any, any - well,
gshall we say Mental Torture applied in the Tunnel, so
far as your experience goes?"

"Yes, Sir, he was a Fiend, although I was sorry for
him at the end."

fNever mind about your being sorry for him. The
less you say sbout that sort of thing the better - until
you and yours aré safe in Ireland. Only a degenerate
would waste sympathy - a forbidden exotion - on Sympa-
thiser Kind. He was guilty of grave dereliction of
duty. What do you think all that beautiful scenery
is for?®

"I don't know, Sir." =

"To interest the Units on their way along the Tun-
nel. For the first and last time in his life the con-
demned Unit sees Beauty. He thinks he's got a real
gas mask, and is interested all the way. In the Larch
Forest he breathes the Sweet Gas, goes to sleep, and
never wakes up. Could anything be more humane than
that?"

"No, fiix. "

“Seems to me the Lethal needs a comb out. I'll

send some of my best Agents-Provocateurs down this
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afternoon.®
"They may get killed, 8ir."
"ot them. They never get hurt. When they go down
the Tunnel with the Sympathisers there will be no gas
om. I'l1l see to that. But I shall await the trolleys

at the end of each Tunnel, and if any mental cruelty be
reported - what do you think @'11 do?”®
’ *“I don't know, Sir."

"§hy 1'11 stop the relesse of the clamps. 7 Take the
real Cas Mask off the face of the Sympathiser in ques-
tion, Stick it on the face of the Agent-Frovecateur,
switeh on the grey ges, and send the trolley vackwaris
through the Tunnel." Well, here we are at the Aerodrome.

It's a fine éa,,?calm and none of you should be sick.
You see I want you ail to get there.” .

At the Aercdrome an airplane was walting on the centre
of the ground, and the car drove alongslde. The pilot
galuted the Commissioner, who showed him a eard which he
read earefully and nodded. “Deaf-mute,” explained the

Commissi-ner to Smkth. "Ho temptations to lead him

away from home."” Four groundsmen, alsc deaf-mutes,
strapped parachutes on each of the Smiths and then
piaced four ladders against the side of the plane.

"Up you go," said the Commissioner to Smith, "into
Barrel Ho. 1, your comrade into Barrel 2, and the chil-

dren imto 3 and 4." Bll obeyed, and Smith found himself



standing in a large barrel with smooth sides, over the
top of which he cound not see.

“Now," explained the Commissioner, before the grounds-
men fitted on the lids, "there's no risk of suffocation.
The lids are perforated with small holes, enough to let
air in and out, but not large enough for fingers to get
through for holding on. At a given destination the pilot
will pull a lever, and one by one the bottoms will drop
out of the barzési barrels. After that each of you should
say ‘'twenty-one, twenty-two, twenty-three,' which takes
three seconds, before pulling the rip-cord. That means
youk-¥ou you're clear of the machine before the parachute
opens. And by the way, Smith, these parachutes work
all right. Not like certain dud masks of which you had
a little experience yesterday. I seem to hdve taken
quite a fancy to the Smith fagily. Don't mind telling
you I've had my eye on Sympathiser Eve for quite a time.
Not a word to your comrade!" and for the first time the
Oommissioner winked.

The lide were fitted. Smith heard the ladders being
removed, the engine splutter, then roar. In his clesed
barrel he felt the plane jolting, then the steadiness
of the air. A great fear possessed him What did the

Gommissioner mean by saying the parachutes were not like



the dﬁd masks. He said the parachutes worked. Did
that mean they killed you? Were the parachutes real?
On these doubts his mind worked incessantly, until sud-
denly he and the bottom fell out of the barrel. A gale
of wind struck his body, and blew him backwards on his
back in the air. He forgot to count until he saw Mrs.
Smith drop out of the plane, in front and some distance
above him. Then, without counting, he pulled the cord.
In the corner of his left eye something white flut-
tered, and he closed his eyes. He was falling. Then
came & wrench under his armpits, and he was swung vert-
ically in the air. He looked up, and the great parachute
was open. So alsc were three other parachutes. Soon
he was steady in the air, for the day was calm. He
looked down. The kindly earth was rising slowly to
meet him. It was a country of lakes, green fields and
hills - and oh, how green was the grass on those hills

coming nearer and nearer.
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