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Chapter One
THE LADY COMMERCIAL

i @

In the April of I893 I was staying in the course of my business at the Devonshire Arms in Skipton,
Yorkshire. I was then twenty-three years of age, and enjoying a modest and not unsuccessful career as

commercial representative of the firm of Josiah Westerman & Sons, Purveyors of Leather Fancy Goods.

Not much will be said in this narrative of my employment, for even at that time it was not my major
preoccupation, but it was instrumental, in its inglorious fashion, in precipitating the chain of events which
are the major purpose of my story.

The Devonshire was a low, grey-brick commercial hotel, threaded with draughty and ill-lit corridors,
drab with ageing paint and dark-stained panelling. The only congenial place in the hotel was the
commercials' lounge, for although it was small and burdened with furniture - the over-stuffed easy chairs
were placed so close together it was scarcely possible to walk between them - the room was warm in
winter and had the advantage of gas-mantle lighting, whereas the only sources of illumination in the
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bedrooms were dim and smoky oil-lamps.

During the evenings there was little for a resident commercial to do but stay within the confines of the
lounge and converse with his colleagues. For me, the hour between the completion of dinner and nine
p.m. was the one that made me the most impatient, for by long-observed tacit agreement no one would
smoke between those times, and it was the accepted period for conversation. At nine, though, the pipes
and cigars would appear, the air would slowly turn a suffocating blue, heads would lean back on the
antimacassars and eyes would close. Then, unobtrusively, I would perhaps read for a while, or write a
letter or two.

On the evening of which I am particularly thinking I had been for a short stroll after dinner, and had
returned to the hotel before nine. I made a brief visit to my room to don my smoking-jacket, then went to
the ground floor and entered the commercials' lounge.

Three men were already there, and although it was still only seven minutes before nine I noticed that
Hughes, a representative from a Birmingham machine-tool manufacturer, had started his pipe.

I nodded to the others, and went to a chair in the furthest comer of the room.

At nine-fifteen, Dykes came into the lounge. Dykes was a young man of about my own age, and
although I had affected no interest in him it was his wont to address me in some confidence.

He came directly to my corner and sat opposite me. I pulled down the top leaf over the letter I had been
drafting.

"Will you smoke, Turnbull?" he said to me, offering his cigarette case.
"No thank you." I had smoked a pipe for a while, but had desisted for more than a year.

He took a cigarette for himself, and made a display of lighting it. Like me, Dykes was a commercial
representative, and often declared I was too conservative in my outlook. I was usually entertained by his
outgoing manner, in the way one may enjoy the excesses of others.

"I hear there's a lady commercial in tonight," he said casually now, but leaning towards me slightly to add
emphasis to his words. "What do you make of that, Turnbull?"

"You surprise me," I admitted. "Are you sure of that?"

"I came 1n late this evening," he said, lowering his voice. "Happened to glance at the register. Miss A.
Fitzgibbon of Surrey. Interesting, wouldn't you say?"

Somewhat aloof, as I saw myself to be, from the day-to-day concerns of my fellow commercials, [ was
nevertheless interested by what he said. One cannot help but become aware of the lore of one's own
occupation, and it had long been rumoured that women were now being employed as representatives. |
had never before met one myself, but it seemed logical that sales of certain requisites - shall we say of a
toilette or boudoir nature - might be better negotiated by women. Certainly, some of the stores I called at
employed women buyers, so there was no precedent barring their entry into the sales aspect of a
transaction.

I glanced over my shoulder, although I knew that she could not have entered the lounge unnoticed.
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"I haven't seen her," I said.

"No, and we're not likely to! Do you think that Mrs Anson would allow a young lady of gentle breeding
into a commercial lounge?"

"So you have seen the lady?" I said.
Dykes shook his head. "She dined with Mrs Anson in the coffee-room. I saw a tray being taken there."

I said, for my interest was persisting: "Do you suppose that what is said about lady commercials has any
substance?"

"Undoubtedly!" said Dykes at once. "No profession for a gentlewoman."
"But you said that this Miss Fitzgibbon was a gentle-"
"A euphemism, dear chap." He leaned back in his easy chair, and drew pleasurably on his cigarette.

[ usually found Dykes an amusing companion, for his ready abandonment of social niceties often meant
that he would regale me with bawdy anecdotes. These I would listen to in envious silence, as most of my
time was passed in enforced solitude. Many commercials were bachelors - perhaps by nature - and the
life of constant movement from one town to another led to an inability to make permanent ties. Thus,
when word that some firms now employed ladies as their representatives was rumoured, the
smoking-rooms and commercial lounges of hotels all over the country had been sibilant with salacious
speculation. Dykes himself had been a source of much information on the subject, but as time passed it
became clear that there was to be no substantial change to our way of life. Indeed, this was the very first
occasion on which I had even been aware that a lady commercial was staying in the same hotel as myself.

"You know, Turnbull, I fancy I shall introduce myself to Miss Fitzgibbon before the evening is out."
"But what will you say? Surely you would require an introduction?"

"That will be simple to arrange. I shall merely go to the door of Mrs Anson's sitting-room, knock boldly,
and invite Miss Fitzgibbon to take a short stroll with me before turning in.

"I-" My sentence was cut short, for I had suddenly realized that Dykes could not be in earnest. He knew
the proprietress of this hotel as well as I, and we both understood what kind of reception such a move
could expect. Miss Fitzgibbon might well be an Emancipationist, but Mrs Anson was still firmly rooted in
the 1860s.

"Why should I describe my strategy to you?" Dykes said. "We shall both be here until the weekend; I
shall tell you then how I have fared."

I said: "Could you not somehow discover which firm she represents? Then you could contrive a chance
meeting with her during the day."

Dykes smiled at me mysteriously.

"Maybe you and I think alike, Turnbull. I have already obtained that information. Would you care to
place a small wager with me, the winner being the man who first speaks to the lady?"
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I felt my face reddening. "I do not bet, Dykes. Anyway, it would be foolish for me to compete with you,
since you have an advantage."

"Then I shall tell you what I know. She is not a commercial at all, but an amanuensis. She works for no
firm, but is in the personal employ of an inventor. Or so my informant tells me."

"An inventor?" I said, disbelieving. "You cannot be serious!"

"That is what I have been told," Dykes said. "Sir William Reynolds by name, and a man of great
eminence. | know nothing of that, nor care, for my interests lie with his assistant."

I sat with my writing-tablet on my knees, quite taken aback by this unexpected information. In truth I
had no interest in Dykes's nefarious designs, for I tried at all times to conduct myself with propriety, but
the name of Sir William Reynolds was a different matter.

I stared at Dykes thoughtfully while he finished his cigarette, then stood up.

"I think I shall retire," I said.

"But it's still early. Let us have a glass of wine together, on my account." He reached over and pressed
the electrical bell-push. "I want to see you place that wager with me."

"Thank you but no, Dykes. I have this letter to finish, if you will excuse me. Perhaps tomorrow
evening...?"

I nodded to him, then worked my way towards the door. As I reached the corridor outside, Mrs Anson
approached the lounge door.

"Good evening, Mr Turnbull."
"Good night, Mrs Anson."

By the bottom of the staircase I noticed that the door to the sitting-room was ajar, but there was no sign
of the lady guest.

Once in my room, I lighted the lamps and sat on the edge of my bed, trying to order my thoughts.

The mention of Sir William's name had a startling effect on me, for he was at that time one of the most
famous scientists in England. Moreover, I had a great personal interest in matters indirectly concerned
with Sir William, and the casual information Dykes had imparted was of the greatest interest to me.

In the 1880s and 1890s there was a sudden upsurge in scientific developments, and for those with an
interest in such matters it was an enthralling period. We were on the verge of the Twentieth Century, and
the prospect of going into a new era surrounded by scientific wonders was stimulating the best minds in

Page 7



the world. It seemed that almost every week produced a new device which promised to alter our mode
of existence:

electric omnibuses, horseless carriages, the kinematograph, the American talking machines... all these
were very much on my mind.

Of these, it was the horseless carriage which had most caught my imagination. About a year before I had
been fortunate enough to be given a ride on one of the marvellous devices, and since then had felt that in
spite of the attendant noise and inconvenience such machines held great potential for the future.

It was as a direct result of this experience that I had involved myself - in however small a way - with this
burgeoning development. Having noticed a newspaper article about American motorists, I had persuaded
the proprietor of the firm that employed me, Mr Westerman himself, to introduce a new line to his range
of goods. This was an instrument which I had named the Visibility Protection Mask. It was made of
leather and glass, and was held in place over the eyes by means of straps, thus protecting them from
flying grit, insects, and so forth.

Mr Westerman, it should be added, was not himself wholly convinced of the desirability of such a Mask.
Indeed, he had manufactured only three sample models, and I had been given the commission to offer
them to our regular customers, on the understanding that only after I had obtained firm orders would the
Mask be made a permanent part of the Westerman range.

I treasured my idea, and I was still proud of my initiative, but I had been carrying my Masks in my
samples-case for six months, and so far I had awakened not the slightest interest of any customer. It
seemed that other people were not so convinced as I of the future of the horseless carriage.

Sir William Reynolds, though, was a different matter. He was already one of the most famous motorists
in the country. His record speed of just over seventeen miles an hour, established on the run between
Richmond and Hyde Park Corner, was as yet unbeaten by any other.

If I could interest him in my Mask, then surely others would follow!

In This way it became imperative that I introduce myself to Miss Fitzgibbon. That night, though, as I lay
fretfully in my hotel bed, I could have had no conception of how deeply my Visibility Protection Mask
was to change my life.

All during the following day, I was preoccupied with the problem of how to approach Miss Fitzgibbon.
Although I made my rounds to the stores in the district I could not concentrate, and returned early to the
Devonshire Arms.

As Dykes had said the evening before, it was most difficult to contrive a meeting with a member of the
opposite sex in this hotel. There were no social courtesies open to me, and so I should have to approach
Miiss Fitzgibbon directly. I could, of course, ask Mrs Anson to introduce me to her, but I felt in all
sincerity that her presence at the interview would be an impediment.
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Further distracting me during the day had been my curiosity about Miss Fitzgibbon herself. Mrs Anson's
protective behaviour seemed to indicate that she must be quite young, and indeed her style as a single
woman was further evidence of this. If this were so, my task was greater, for surely she would mistake
any advance I made towards her for one of the kind Dykes had been planning?

As the reception-desk was not attended, I took the opportunity to look surreptitiously at the register of
guests. Dykes's information had not been misleading, for the last entry was in a neat, clear handwriting:
Miss A. Fitzgibbon, Reynolds House, Richmond Hill, Surrey.

I looked into the commercial lounge before going up to my room. Dykes was there, standing in front of
the fireplace reading The Times.

I proposed that we dine together, and afterwards take a stroll down to one of the public-houses in the
town.

"What a splendid notion!" he said. "Are you celebrating a success?"

"Not quite. I'm thinking more of the future."

"Good strategy, Turnbull. Shall we dine at six?"

This we did, and soon after dinner we were ensconced in the snug bar of a public-house called The
King's Head. When we were settled with two glasses of porter, and Dykes had started a cigar, [
broached the subject uppermost on my mind.

"Are you wishing I'd made a wager with you last night?" I said.

"What do you mean?"

"Surely you understand."

"Ah!" said Dykes. "The lady commercial!"

"Yes. I was wondering if | would owe you five shillings now, had I entered a bet with you."

"No such luck, old chap. The mysterious lady was closeted with Mrs Anson until I retired, and I saw no
sign of her this morning. She is a prize which Mrs Anson guards jealously."

"Do you suppose she is a personal friend?"

"I think not. She is registered as a guest."

"Of course," I said.

"You've changed your tune since last night. I thought you had no interest in the lady."

I said quickly: "I was just enquiring. You seemed bent on introducing yourself to her, and I wanted to
know how you had fared."

"Let me put it this way, Turnbull. I considered the circumstances, and judged that my talents were best
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spent in London. I can see no way of making the lady's acquaintance without involving Mrs Anson. In
other words, dear chap, I am saving my energies for the weekend."

I smiled to myself as Dykes launched into an account of his latest conquest, because although I had
learned no more about the young lady I had at least established that I would not be in a misleading and
embarrassing competitive situation.

I listened to Dykes until a quarter to nine, then suggested we return to the hotel, explaining that [ had a
letter to write. We parted company in the hall; Dykes walked into the commercial lounge, and I went
upstairs to my room. The door to the sitting-room was closed, and beyond it I could hear the sound of
Mrs Anson's voice.

Chapter Two
A CONVERSATION IN THE NIGHT

T

The staff of the Devonshire Arms were in the habit - presumably at Mrs Anson's instruction - of
sprinkling the shades of the oil-lamps with eau de cologne. This had the effect of infusing a cloying
perfume through the first floor of the hotel, one so persistent that even now I cannot smell cologne
without being reminded of the place.

On this evening, though, I thought I detected a different fragrance as I climbed the stairs. It was drier,
less sickly, more redolent of herbs than Mrs Anson's perfumes.. but then I could smell it no more, and I
went on into my room and closed the door.

I lit the two oil-lamps in my room, then tidied my appearance in front of the mirror. I knew I had alcohol
on my breath, so I brushed my teeth, then sucked a peppermint lozenge. I shaved, combed my hair and
moustache, and put on a clean shirt.

When this was done I placed an easy chair beside the door, and moved a table towards it. On this I
placed one of the lamps, and blew out the other. As an afterthought I took one of Mrs Anson's
bath-towels, and folded it over the arm of the chair. Then I was ready.

I sat down, and opened a novel.

More than an hour passed, during which although I sat with the book on my knee, I read not one word.
I could hear the gentle murmur of conversation drifting up from the downstairs rooms, but all else was

still.

At last I heard a light tread on the stairs, and at once I was ready. I put aside the book, and draped the
bath-towel over my arm. I waited until the footsteps had passed my door, and then I let myself out.

In the dim light of the corridor I saw a female figure, and as she heard me she turned. It was a
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chambermaid, carrying a hot water bottle in a dark-red cover.
"Good evening, sir," she said, making a small sullen curtsey in my direction, then continued on her way.

I went across the corridor into the bath-room, closed the door, counted to one hundred slowly, and then
returned to my room.

Once more [ waited, this time in considerably greater agitation than before.

Within a few minutes I heard another tread on the stairs, this time rather heavier. Again [ waited until the
footsteps had passed before emerging. It was Hughes, on his way to his room. We nodded to each other
as [ opened the door of the bath-room.

When I returned to my own room I was growing angry with myself for having to resort to such elaborate
preparations and minor deceptions. But [ was determined to go through with this in the way I had
planned.

On the third occasion I heard footsteps I recognized Dykes's tread, as he bounded up taking two steps
at a time.. I was thankful not to have to go through the charade with the bath-towel.

Another half-hour passed and I was beginning to despair, wondering if I had miscalculated. After all,
Miss Fitzgibbon might well be staying in Mrs Anson's private quarters; I had no reason to suppose that
she would have been allocated a room on this floor. At length, though, I was in luck. I heard a soft tread
on the staircase, and this time when I looked down the corridor I saw the retreating back of a tall young
woman. [ tossed the towel back into my room, snatched up my samples-case, closed the door quietly
and followed her.

If she was aware that I was behind her, she showed no sign of it. She walked to the very end of the
corridor, to where a small staircase led upwards. She turned, and climbed the steps.

I hastened to the end of the corridor, and as I reached the bottom of the steps I saw that she was on the
point of inserting a key into the door. She looked down at me.

"Excuse me, ma'am," I said. "Allow me to introduce myself. I am Turnbull, Edward Turnbull."

As she regarded me I felt immensely foolish, peering up at her from the bottom of the steps. She said
nothing, but nodded

slightly at me.

"Do I have the pleasure of addressing Miss Fitzgibbon?" [ went on. "Miss A. Fitzgibbon?"

"That 1s I," she said, in a pleasant, well modulated voice.

"Miss Fitzgibbon, I know you will think this an extraordinary request, but I have something here I think
will be of interest to you. I wondered if I might show it to you?"

For a moment she said nothing, but continued to stare down at me. Then she said: "What is it, Mr
Turnbull?"

I glanced along the corridor, fearing that at any moment another of the guests would appear.
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I said: "Miss Fitzgibbon, may I come up to you?"
"No, you may not. I shall come down."

She had a large leather hand-bag, and she placed this on the tiny landing beside her door. Then, raising
her skirt slightly, she came slowly down the steps towards me.

When she stood before me in the corridor, I said: "I will not detain you for more than a few moments. It
was most fortunate that you should be staying in this hotel."

While I spoke I had crouched down on the floor, and was fumbling with the catch of my samples-case.
The lid came open, and I took out one of the Visibility Protection Masks. I stood up,' holding it in my
hand, and noticed that Miss Fitzgibbon was regarding me curiously. There was something about her
forthright gaze that was most disconcerting.

She said: "What do you have there, Mr Turnbull?"

"[ call it the Visibility Protection Mask," I said. She made no reply, so I went on in some confusion: "You
see, it is suited for passengers as well as the driver, and can be removed at a moment's notice."

At this, the young lady stepped back from me, and seemed to be about to ascend the steps once more.
"Please wait!" I said.. "I am not explaining very well."

"Indeed you are not. What is it you have in your hand, and why should it be of such interest to me that
you accost me in an hotel corridor?"

Her expression was so cold and formal I did not know how to phrase my words. "Miss Fitzgibbon, I
understand that you are in the employ of Sir William Reynolds?"

She nodded 'to confirm this, so at once I stuttered out an account of how I felt sure he would be
interested in my Mask.

"But you have still not told me what it is."

"It keeps grit out of one's eyes when motoring," I said, and on a sudden impulse I raised the Mask to my
eyes', and held it in place with my hands. At this the young lady laughed abruptly, but I felt that it was not
an unkind laughter.

"They are motoring goggles!" she said. "Why .did you not say?"

"You have seen them before?" I said in surprise.

"They are common in America."

"Then Sir William already possesses some?" I said.

"No ... but he probably feels he does not need them."

I crouched down again, hunting through my samples-case.
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"There is a ladies' model," I said, searching anxiously through the various products that I kept in my case.

At last | found the smaller variety that Mr Westerman's factory had produced, and stood up, holding it
out to her. In my haste I inadvertently knocked my case, and a pile of photograph albums, wallets and
writing-cases spilled on the floor. "You may try this on, Miss Fitzgibbon. It's made of the best kid."

As I'looked again at the young lady, I thought for a moment that her laughter was continuing, but she
held her face perfectly seriously.

"I'm not sure that I need-"

"] assure you that it is comfortable to wear."

My earnestness at last won through, for she took the leather goggles from me.
"There's an adjustable strap," I said. "Please try it on."

I bent down once more, and thrust my spilled samples back into the case. As I did so, I glanced down
the corridor again.

When I stood up, Miss Fitzgibbon had raised the Mask to her forehead, and was trying to connect the
strap. The large, flowered hat that she was wearing made this exceptionally difficult. If I had felt foolish at
the beginning of this interview, then it was nothing to what I now felt. My impulsive nature and
awkwardness of manner had led me to a situation of the most embarrassing kind. Miss Fitzgibbon was
clearly trying to humour me, and as she fumbled with the clasp I wished I had the strength to snatch the
goggles away from her and run shamefacedly to my room. Instead, I stood lamely before her, watching
her efforts with the strap. She was wearing a patient smile.

"It appears to have become caught in my hair, Mr Turnbull."

She tugged at the strap, but frowned as the hairs were pulled. I wanted to help her in some way, but I
was too nervous of her.

She tugged again at the strap, but the metal clasp was tangled in the strands of hair.

At the far end of the corridor I heard the sound of voices, and the creak of the wooden staircase. Miss
Fitzgibbon heard the sounds too, for she also looked that way.

"What am I to do?" she said softly. "I cannot be found with this in my hair."

She pulled again, but winced.

"May I help?" I said, reaching forward.

A shadow appeared on the wall by the top of the staircase, thrown by the lamps in the hallway.

"We will be discovered at any moment!" said Miss Fitzgibbon, the goggles swinging beside her face.
"We had better step into my room for a few minutes."

The voices were coming closer.

"Your room?" I said in astonishment. "Do you not want a chaperone? After all-"
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"Whom would you propose to chaperone me?" said Miss Fitzgibbon. "Mrs Anson?"

Raising her skirt again, she hurried up the steps towards the door. After hesitating another second or two
I took up my samples-case, holding the lid down with my hand, and followed. I waited while the young
lady unlocked the door, and a moment later we were inside.

The room was larger than mine, and more comfortable. There were two gas-mantles against the wall,
and when Miss Fitzgibbon turned them up the room was filled with a bright, warm radiance. A coal fire
burned in the grate, and the windows were richly curtained with long, velvet drapes. In one comer there
was a large French bedstead, with the covers turned down. Most of the space, however, was given over
to furniture which would not have looked out of place in the average parlour, with a chaise longue, two
easy chairs, several rugs, an immense dresser, a bookcase and a small table.

I stood nervously by the door, while Miss Fitzgibbon went to a mirror and untangled the goggles from
her hair. She placed these on the table.

When she had removed her hat, she said: "Please sit down, Mr Turnbull."
I looked at the goggles. "I think I should leave now."
Miss Fitzgibbon was silent, listening to the sound of the voices as they passed the bottom of the stairs.

"Perhaps it would be as well if you stayed a little longer," she said. "It would not do for you to be seen
leaving my room at this late hour."

I laughed politely with her, but I must confess to being considerably taken aback by such a remark.

I sat down in one of the easy chairs beside the table and Miss Fitzgibbon went to the fireplace and
poked the coals so that they flared up more brightly.

"Please excuse me for a moment," she said. As she passed me I sensed that she had about her a trace of
the herbal fragrance I had noticed earlier. She went through an inner door, and closed it.

I sat silently, cursing my impulsive nature. I was sorely embarrassed by this incident, for Miss Fitzgibbon
clearly had no need for, nor interest in, my motoring Mask. The notion that she would persuade Sir
William to experiment with my goggles was even more unlikely. I had annoyed and compromised her, for
if Mrs Anson, or indeed anyone else in the hotel, should discover that I had been alone in her room at
night, then the young lady's reputation would be permanently marked.

When Miss Fitzgibbon returned, some ten minutes later, [ heard the sound of a cistern hissing in the next
room, and surmised that it must be a private bath-room. This seemed to be so, for Miss Fitzgibbon had
apparently renewed her maquillage, and her hair was arranged differently, so that the tight bun she had
been wearing had been loosened to allow some strands of her hair to fall about her shoulders. As she
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moved past me to sit in the other chair I noticed that the herbal fragrance was more noticeable.
She sat down, and leaned back with a sigh. Her behaviour towards me was entirely without ceremony.
"Well, Mr Turnbull," she said. "I find I owe you,. an apology. I'm sorry I was stufty to you outside."
"It is I who should apologize," I said at once. "I-"

"It was a natural reaction, I'm afraid," she went on, as if she had not heard me. "I've just spent the last
four hours with Mrs Anson, and she seems never to be at a loss for words."

"] felt sure you were a friend of hers," I said.

"She has' appointed herself my guardian and mentor. I accept a lot of advice from her." Miss Fitzgibbon
stood up again, and went to the dresser and produced two glasses. "I know you drink, Mr Turnbull, for I
have smelled your breath. Would you care for a glass of brandy?"

"Thank you, yes," I said, swallowing hard.

She poured some brandy from a metal flask which she took from her hand-bag, and placed the two
glasses on the table between us. "Like you, Mr Turnbull, I sometimes find the need for fortification."

She sat down again. We raised glasses, and sipped the drink.

"You have lapsed into silence," she said. "I hope I have not alarmed you."

I stared at her helplessly, wishing that I had never set out on this naive enterprise.

"Do you come to, Skipton frequently?" she said.

"About two or three times a year. Miss Fitzgibbon, I think 'I should bid you good-night. It is not proper
for me to be here with you alone."

"But I still haven't discovered why you were so eager to show me your goggles."

"] felt you might influence Sir William to consider trying them."

She nodded her understanding. "And you are a goggles salesman?"

"No, Miss Fitzgibbon. You see, the firm | am employed by is a manufacturer of'..."

My voice had tailed away, for I had heard in the same instant the sound that now clearly distracted Miss
Fitzgibbon. We had both heard, just beyond the door, a creaking of floorboards.

Miss Fitzgibbon raised a finger to her lips, and we sat in anguished silence. A few moments later there
was a sharp and peremptory rapping on the door!
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"MissFitzgibbon!" It was Mrs Anson's voice.

I stared desperately at my new friend.

"What shall we do?" I whispered. "If I am found here at this hour. ..."

"Keep quiet ... leave it to me."

From outside, again: "Miss Fitzgibbon!"

She moved quickly to the far side of the room, and stood beside the bed.

"What is it, Mrs Anson?" she called, in a faint, tired-seeming voice.

There was a short silence. Then: "Has the maid brought a hot water bottle to your room?"
"Yes, thank you. I am already abed."

"With the lamps still alight, Miss Fitzgibbon?"

The young lady pointed desperately at the door,and waved her hands at me. I understood immediately,
and moved quickly to one side so that I could not be seen through the keyhole.

"I .am doing a little reading, Mrs Anson. Good night to you."

There was another silence from beyond the door, during which I felt I must surely shout aloud to break
the tension!

"I thought I heard the sound of a man's voice," said Mrs Anson.

"T am quite alone," said Miss Fitzgibbon. I saw that her face was flushing red, although whether it was
from embarrassment or anger I could not tell.

"I don't think I am mistaken."

"Please wait a moment," said Miss Fitzgibbon.

She crept over to me, and raised her mouth until it was beside my ear.

"I shall have to let her in," she whispered. "I know what to do. Please turn your back."

"what?" I said in astonishment.

"Turn your back .. please!”

I stared at her in anguish for a moment longer, then did as she said. I heard her move away from me
towards the wardrobe, and then there came the sound of her pulling at the clasps and buttons of her

gown. I closed my eyes firmly, covering them with my hand. The enormity of my situation was without
parallel.

Page 16



I heard the wardrobe door close, and then felt the touch of a hand on my arm. I looked: Miss Fitzgibbon
was standing beside me, a long striped flannel dressing-gown covering her. She had taken the pins from
her hair so that it fell loosely about her face.

"Take these," she whispered, thrusting the two brandy-glasses into my hands. "Wait inside the
bath-room."

"Miss Fitzgibbon, I really must insist!" said Mrs Anson.

I stumbled towards the bath-room door. As I did so I glanced back and saw Miss Fitzgibbon throwing
back the covers of the bed and crumpling the linen and bolster. She took my samples-case, and thrust it
under the chase longue. 1 went inside the bath-room and closed the door. In the dark I leaned back
against the door frame, and felt my hands trembling.

The outer door was opened.

"Mrs Anson, what is it you want?"

I heard Mrs Anson march into the room.. I could imagine her glaring suspiciously about, and I waited for
the moment of her irruption into the bath-room.

"Miss Fitzgibbon, it is very late. Why are you not yet asleep?"

"T am doing some reading. Had you not knocked when you did, I dare say I should be asleep at this
moment."

"I distinctly heard a male voice."

"But you can see... | am alone. Could it not have been from the next room?"

"It came from in here."

"Were you listening at the door?"

"Of course not! I was passing down the lower corridor on the way to my own room."

"Then you could easily have been mistaken. I too have heard voices."

The tone of Mrs Anson's words changed suddenly. "My dear Amelia, I am concerned only for your
well-being. You do not know these commercial men as well as I. You are young and innocent, and I am

responsible for your safety."

"I'm twenty-two years of age, Mrs Anson and / am responsible for my safety. Now please leave me, as
I wish to go to sleep."

Again, Mrs Anson's tone changed. "How do I know you're not deceiving me?"
"Look around, Mrs Anson!" Miss Fitzgibbon came to the bath-room door, and threw it open. It banged

against my shoulder, but served to conceal me behind it. "Look everywhere! Would you care to inspect
my wardrobe? Or would you prefer to peer under my bed?"
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"There is no need for unpleasantness, Miss Fitzgibbon. I am quite prepared to take your word."
"Then kindly leave me in peace, as I have had a long day at work, and I wish to go to sleep."
There was a short silence. Then Mrs Anson said: "Very well, Amelia. Good night to you."
"Good night, Mrs Anson."

I heard the woman walk from the room, and down the stairs outside. There was a much longer silence,
and then I heard the outer door close.

Miss Fitzgibbon came to the bath-room, and leaned weakly against the door-post.

"She's gone," she said.

Miiss Fitzgibbon took one of the glasses from me, and swallowed the brandy.

"Would you like some more?" she said softly.

"Yes, please."

The flask was now nearly empty, but we shared what remained.

I looked at Miss Fitzgibbon's face, pale in the gaslight, and wondered if I looked as ashen.
"I must leave at once, of course," I said.

She shook her head. "You would be seen. Mrs Anson wouldn't dare come to the room again, but she
will not go straight to bed."

"Then what can I do?"
"We'll have to wait. I should think if you leave in about an hour's time she will no longer be around."

"We are behaving as if we are guilty," I said. "Why can I not go now, and tell Mrs Anson the truth of the
matter?"

"Because we have already resorted to deception, and she has seen me in my nightwear."
"Yes, of course."

"I shall have to turn off the gaslights, as if I have gone to bed. There is a small oil-lamp, and we can sit
'by that." She indicated, a folding dressing-screen. "If you would move that in front of the door, Mr
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Turnbull, it will mask the light and help subdue our voices."

"I'll move it at once," I said.

Miss Fitzgibbon put another lump of coal on the fire, lit the oil-lamp, and turned off the gas-mantles.

I helped her move the two easy chairs towards the fireplace, then placed the lamp on the mantelpiece.
"Do you mind waiting a while?" she asked me.

"I should prefer to leave," I said uncomfortably, "but I think you are right. I should not care to face Mrs
Anson at this moment."

"Then please try to be less agitated."

I said: "Miss Fitzgibbon, I should feel much more relaxed if you would put on your clothes again."

"But beneath this gown I am wearing my underclothing." "Even so."

I went into the bath-room for a few minutes, and when I returned she had replaced her dress. Her hair
was still loose, though, which I found pleasing, for I felt her face was better suited when framed in this
way.

As I sat down, she said tome: "Can I ask one more favour of you, without further shocking you?"

"What is that?"

"I will be more at ease during the next hour if you would stop addressing me by my surname. My name
is Amelia."

"I know," I said. "I heard Mrs Anson. I am Edward." "You are so formal, Edward."

"I can't help it," I said. "It is what I am used to."

The tension had left me, and I felt very tired. Judging by the way Miss Fitzgibbon - or Amelia - was
sitting, she felt the same. The abandonment of formal address was a similar relaxation, as if Mrs Anson's
abrupt intrusion had swept aside the normal courtesies. We had suffered, and survived, a potential
catastrophe and it had drawn us together.

"Do you think that Mrs Anson suspected I was here, Amelia?" I said

She glanced shrewdly at me. "No, she knew you were here."

"Then I have compromised you!"

"It is I who have compromised you. The deception was of my own invention."

I said: "You're very candid. I don't think I have ever met anyone like you."

"Well, in spite of your stuftiness, Edward, I don't think I've ever met anyone quite like you before."
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Now that the worst was over, and the rest could be dealt with in good time, I found that I was able to
enjoy the intimacy of the situation. Our two chairs were close together in warmth and semi-darkness, the
brandy was glowing within, and the light from the oil-lamp laid subtle and pleasing highlights on Amelia's
features. All this made me reflective in a way that had nothing whatsoever. to do with the circumstances
that had brought us together. She seemed to me to be a person of wonderful beauty and presence of
mind, and the thought of leaving her when my hour's wait was over was too unwelcome to contemplate.

At first it was [ who led the conversation, talking a little of myself. I explained how my parents had
emigrated to America soon after I had left school, and that since then I had lived alone while working for
Mr Westerman.

"You never felt any desire to go with your parents to America?" Amelia said.

"I was very tempted. They write to me frequently, and America seems to be an exciting country. But I
felt that I scarcely knew England, and that I should like to live my own life here for a while, before joining
them."

"And do you know England any better now?"

"Hardly," I said. "Although I spend my weeks outside London, I spend most of my time in hotels like
this."

With this, I enquired politely of her own background.

She told me that her parents were dead - there had been a sinking at sea while she was still a child - and
that since then she had been under the legal guardianship of Sir William. He and her father had been
friends since their own schooldays, and in her father's will this wish had been expressed.

"So you also live at Reynolds House?" I said. "It is not merely employment?"

"I am paid a small wage for my work, but Sir William has made a suite of rooms in one of the wings
available to me."

"I should greatly like to meet Sir William," I said, fervently.

"So that he may try your goggles in your presence?" Amelia said.

"T am regretting that I brought them to you."

"And I am glad you did. You have inadvertently enlivened my evening. I was beginning to suspect that
Mrs Anson was the only person in this hotel, so tight was her hold on me Anyway, I'm sure Sir William

will consider purchasing your goggles, even though he does not drive his horseless carriage these days."

I looked at her in surprise. "But I understood Sir William was a keen motorist Why has he lost interest?"
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"He 1s a scientist, Edward. His invention is prolific, and he is constantly turning to new devices."

In this way we conversed for a long time, and the longer we spoke the more relaxed I became. Our
subjects were inconsequential for the most part,. dwelling on our past lives and experiences. I soon learnt
that Amelia was much better travelled than me, having accompanied Sir William on some of his overseas
journeys. She told me of her visit to New York, and to Dresden and Leipzig, and I was greatly
interested.

At last the fire burned down, and we had drunk the last of the brandy.

I said, regretfully: "Amelia, do you think I should now return to my room?"

For a moment her expression did not change, but then she smiled briefly and to my surprise laid her hand
gently on my arm.

"Only if you wish to," she said.

"Then I think I shall stay a few minutes longer."

Immediately I said this I regretted it. In spite of her friendly gesture I felt that we had spoken enough of
the matters that interested us, and that further delay was only an admission of the considerable degree of
distraction her nearness to me was causing. | had no idea how long it was since Mrs Anson had left us -
and to take out my watch would have been Unpardonable - but I felt sure that it must be much more than
the hour we had agreed. Further delay was improper.

Amelia had not removed her hand from my arm.

"We must speak again, Edward," she said. "Let us meet m London one evening; perhaps you would
invite me to join you for dinner. Then, without having to hush our voices, we can talk to our hearts'
content.”

I said: "When are you returning to Surrey?"

"[ think it will be tomorrow afternoon."

"[ shall be in town during the day. Will you join me for luncheon? There is a small inn on the Ilkley
road...."

"Yes, Edward. I shall enjoy that"

"Now I had better return." I took my watch from my pocket, and saw that an hour and a half had
elapsed since Mrs Anson's intrusion. "I'm very sorry to have talked for so long."

Amelia said nothing, but simply shook her head slowly.

I took my samples-case, and walked quietly to the door. Amelia stood up too, and blew out the
oil4amp.

"I'll help you with the screen," she said.
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The only illumination in the room was from the dying embers of the fire. I saw Amelia silhouetted against
the glow as she came towards me. Together we shifted the folding screen to one side, then I turned the
handle of the door. All was still and silent beyond. Suddenly, in that great quietness I wondered how well
the screen had muffled our voices, and whether in fact our innocent liaison had been overheard by more
than one other person.

I turned back to her.
"Good night, Miss Fitzgibbon," I said.

Her hand touched my arm again, and I felt a warmth of breath on my cheek. Her lips touched me for a
fraction of a second.

"Good night, Mr Turnbull." Her fingers tightened on my arm, then she moved back and her door closed
silently.

My room and bed were cold, and I could not sleep. I lay awake all night, my thoughts circling endlessly
around subjects that could not be further removed from my immediate surroundings. In the morning,
surprisingly alert in spite of my sleeplessness, I was first down to the breakfast-room, and as I sat at my
usual table the head waiter approached me.

"Mrs Anson's compliments, sir," he said. "Would you kindly attend to this directly you have finished
breakfast?"

I opened the slim brown envelope and found that it contained my account. When I left the
breakfast-room I discovered that my luggage had been packed, and was ready for me in the entrance
hall. The head waiter took my money, and conducted me to the door. None of the other guests had seen
me leave; there had been no sign of Mrs Anson. I stood in the sharp cool of the morning air, still stunned
by the abruptness of my enforced departure.

After a while I carried my bags to the station and deposited them at the luggage office. I stayed in the
vicinity of the hotel all day, but saw no sign of Amelia. At midday I went to the inn on the Ilkley road, but
she did not appear. As evening drew on [ went back to the station, and caught the last train of the day to
London.

Chapter Three
THE HOUSE ON RICHMOND HILL
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During the week following my premature return from Skipton, I was away on business in Nottingham.
Here I applied myself to my work to such a degree that I adequately made up for the poor sales I had
achieved in Skipton. By the Saturday evening, when I returned to my lodgings near Regent's Park, the
incident had receded to a regrettable memory. To say this is not wholly accurate, however, for in spite of
the consequences, meeting Amelia had been an uplifting experience. I felt I should not hope to see her
again, but I did feel the need to apologize.

As I should have known it would, though, the next move came from Amelia, for waiting for me on that
Saturday evening was a letter postmarked in Richmond.

The main part of the letter was type-written, and simply stated that Sir William had been told of the
motoring aid I had demonstrated, and that he had expressed a desire to meet me. Accordingly, I was
invited to the house on Sunday, 21St May, when Sir William would be glad to speak to me over
afternoon tea. It was signed: "A. Fitzgibbon".

Underneath this main message, Amelia had added a hand- written postscript:

Sir William is usually busy in his laboratory during most of the daylight hours, so would you
care to arrive at about 2.00p.m.? As the weather is now so much finer | thought you and |
might enjoy bicycling through Richmond Park.

Amelia

I did not take long to make up my mind. Indeed, within minutes I had written my acceptance, and
posted it within the hour. I was very glad to be invited to tea.

On the appointed day I left Richmond Station, and walked slowly through the town. Most of the shops
were closed, but there was much traffic - mostly phaetons and broughams, carrying families on Sunday
outings - and the pavements were crowded with pedestrians. I strolled along with everyone else, feeling
smart and fashionable in the new clothes I had bought the day before. To celebrate the occasion I had
even indulged myself in the extravagance of a new straw boater, and this I wore at a jaunty angle,
reflecting the carefree mood I was in. The only reminder of my normal way of life was the samples- case
I carried. This I had emptied of everything except the three pairs of goggles. Even the unwonted lightness
of the case, though, emphasized the special nature of this visit.

[ was far too early, of course, having left my lodgings soon after breakfast. I was determined not to be
late, and so had over-estimated the amount of time it would take me to reach here. I had enjoyed a
leisurely walk through London to Waterloo Station, the train journey had taken only twenty minutes or
so, and here | was, enjoying the mild air and warm sunshine of a May morning.
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In the centre of the little town I passed the church as the congregation was leaving, walking out into the
sunlight, the gentlemen calm and formal in their suits, the ladies gay in bright clothes and carrying
sunshades. I walked on until I reached Richmond Bridge, and here I stepped out over the Thames,
looking down at the boats plying between the wooded banks.

It was all such a contrast from the bustle and smells of London; much as I liked to live in the metropolis,
the ever present press of people, the racket of the traffic and the dampening grey of the industrial pall that
drifted over the rooftops all made for an unconscionable pressure on one's mind. It was reassuring to find
a place like this, such a short journey from the centre of London, that enjoyed an elegance that too often
I found easy to forget still existed.

I continued my stroll along one of the riverside walks, then turned round and headed back into the town.
Here I found a restaurant open, and ordered myself a substantial lunch. With this finished, I returned to
the station, having previously forgotten to find out the times of the trains returning to London in the
evening,

At last it was time to set out for Richmond Hill, and I walked back through the town, following The
Quadrant until I came to the junction with the road which led down to Richmond Bridge. Here I followed
a smaller road which forked to the left, climbing the Hill. All along my left-hand side there were buildings;
at first, near the bottom of the Hill, the houses were terraced, with one or two shops. At the end of the
terrace there was a public house - The Queen Victoria, as I recall - and beyond this the style and class of
house changed noticeably.

Several were set a long way back from the road, almost invisible behind the thickly growing trees. To
my right there was parkland and more trees, and as I climbed higher I saw the sweeping curve of the
Thames through the meadows by Twickenham. It was a most beautiful and peaceful place.

At the top of the Hill the road became a pitted cart-track, leading through Richmond Gate into the Park
itself, and the pavement ceased to exist altogether. At this point there was a narrower track, leading more
directly up the slope of the Hill, and I walked this way. Shortly along this track I saw a gateway with
Reynolds House carved into the sandstone posts, and I knew I had come to the right place.

The driveway was short, but described a sharp S, so that the house was not visible from the gate. I
followed the drive, remarking to myself on the way in which the trees and shrubbery had been allowed to
grow unhindered. In several places the growths were so wild that the drive was barely wide enough to
allow passage of a carriage.

In a moment the house came into sight, and I was at once impressed by its size. The main part of the
house seemed, to my untrained eye, to be about one hundred years old, but two large and more modern
wings had been added at each end, and a part of the courtyard so produced had been roofed over with a
wooden-framed glass structure, rather like a greenhouse.

In the immediate vicinity of the house the shrubbery had been cut back, and a well-kept lawn lay to one
side of the house, stretching round to the far side.

I saw that the main entrance was partially concealed behind a part of the glasshouse - at first glance I
had not noticed it - and walked in that direction. There seemed to be no one about; the house and
grounds were silent, and there was no movement at any of the windows.

As I walked past the windows of the conservatory-like extension, there was a sudden scream of metal
upon metal, accompanied by a blaze of yellow light. For an instant I saw the shape of a man, hunched
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forward, and silhouetted by a blaze of sparks. Then the grinding ceased, and again all became dim within.

I pressed the electrical bell-push by the door, and after a few moments the door was opened by a
plump, middle-aged woman in a black dress and white apron. I removed my hat.

"I should like to see Miss Fitzgibbon," I said, as I stepped into the hall. "I believe I am expected."
"Do you have a card, sir?"

I was about to produce my regular business-card, supplied by Mr Westerman, but then recalled that this
was more of a personal visit. "No, but if you would say it is Mr Edward Turnbull."

"Will you wait?"
She showed me into a reception-room, and closed the doors behind me.

I must have walked a little too energetically up the Hill, for I found that I was hot and flushed, and my
face was damp with perspiration. I mopped my face with my kerchief as quickly as possible, then, to
calm myself, I glanced around the room, hoping that an appraisal of its furniture would gain me an insight
into Sir William's tastes. In fact, the room was ill furnished to the point of bareness. A small octagonal
table stood before the fireplace, and beside it were two faded easy chairs, but these, apart from the
curtains and a threadbare carpet, were all that were there.

Presently, the servant returned.

"Would you please come this way, Mr Turnbull?" she said. "You may leave your case here in the
hallway."

I followed her along a corridor, then turned to the left and came into a comfortable drawing-room, which
opened onto the garden by way of a french window. The servant indicated that I should pass through,
and as I did so [ saw Amelia sitting at a white, wrought-iron table placed beneath two apple trees on the
lawn.

"Mr Turnbull, ma'am," said the woman, and Amelia set aside the book she had been reading.
"Edward," she said. "You're earlier than I expected. That's wonderful it's such a lovely day for a ride!"

I sat down on the opposite side of the little table I was aware that the servant was still standing by the
french window.

"Mrs Watchets, will you bring us some lemonade?" Amelia said to her, then turned to me. ""Y ou must be
thirsty from your walk up the Hill. We'll have just one glass each, then set oft at once."

It was delightful to be with her again, and such a pleasant surprise that she was as lovely as I had
remembered her. She was wearing a most pleasing combination of white blouse and dark blue silk skirt,
and on her head she had a flowered raffia bonnet. Her long auburn hair, finely brushed and held behind
her ears with a clip, fell neatly down her back. She was sitting so that the sunlight fell across her face, and
as the branches of the apple trees moved in the gentle breeze, their shadows seemed to stroke the skin of
her face. Her profile was presented to me: she was beautiful in many ways, not least that her fine features
were exquisitely framed by the style of hair. I admired the graceful way she sat, the delicacy of her fair
skin, the candour of her eyes.
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"I haven't brought a bicycle with me," I said. "I wasn't-"

"We have plenty here, and you may use one of those. I'm delighted you could come today, Edward.
There are so many things I have to tell you."

"I'm terribly sorry if I got you into trouble," I said, wanting to get off my chest the one matter that had
been preoccupying me. "Mrs Anson was in no doubt as to my presence in your room."

"I understand you were shown the door."

"Directly after breakfast," I said. "I didn't see Mrs Anson...

At that moment Mrs Watchets reappeared, bearing a tray with a glass jug and two tumblers, and I
allowed my sentence to go unfinished. While Mrs Watchets poured out the drinks, Amelia pointed out to
me a rare South American shrub growing in the garden (Sir William had brought it back with him from

one of his overseas journeys), and I expressed the greatest interest in it.

When we were once more alone, Amelia said: "Let us talk of those matters while we are riding. I'm sure
Mrs Watchets would be as scandalized as Mrs Anson to hear of our nocturnal liaisons."

There was something about her use of the plural that sent a pleasurable, though not entirely guiltless, thrill
through me.

The lemonade was delicious: ice-cold, and with a sharp hint of sourness that stimulated the palate. I
finished mine with immoderate speed.

"Tell me a little of Sir William's work," I said. "You told me that he has lost interest in his horseless
carriage. What is he engaged in at the moment?"

"Perhaps if you are to meet Sir William, you should ask him that yourself. But it is no secret that he has
built a heavier-than air flying machine."

I looked at her in amazement.

"You cannot be serious!" I said. ""No machine can fly!"
"Birds fly; they are heavier than air."

"Yes, but they have wings."

She stared at me thoughtfully for a moment. "You had better see it for yourself, Edward. It's just beyond
those trees."

"In which case," I said, "yes, let me see this impossible thing!"

We left our glasses on the table, and Amelia led me across the lawn towards a thicket of trees. We
passed through these in the direction of Richmond Park - which ran right up to the boundary of the house
grounds - until we came to an area which had been levelled, and the surface compacted with a hard
covering. On this stood the flying machine.
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It was larger than I could have imagined it would be, extending some twenty feet at its widest point It
was clearly unfinished: the framework, which was of wooden struts, was uncovered, and there appeared
to be nowhere that the driver could sit. On each side of the main body there was a wing, sagging so that
the tip touched the ground. The overall appearance was similar to that of a dragonfly at rest, although it
had none of the beauty of that insect.

We walked over to it and I ran my fingers along the surface of the nearer wing. There seemed to be
several wooden formers under the fabric, which itself had the texture of silk. It was stretched very tightly,
so that drumming one's fingers on the fabric produced a hollow sound.

"How does it work?" I said.

Amelia went over to the main body of the machine.

"The motor was fixed in this position," she said, indicating four struts more substantial than the others.
"Then this system of pulleys carried the cables which raised and lowered the wings."

She pointed out the hinges which allowed the wings to flap up and down, and I found by lifting one that
the motion was very smooth and strong.

"Sir William should have continued with this!" I said. "Surely to fly would be a wonderful thing!"

"He became disillusioned with it," Amelia said. "He was discontented with the design. One evening he
told me that he needed the time to reconsider his theory of flight, because this machine simply imitates
unsuccessfully the movements of a bird. He said that it needed a thorough reappraisal. Also, the
reciprocating engine he was using was too heavy for the machine, and not powerful enough."

"I should have thought that a man of Sir William's genius could have modified the motor," I said.

"Oh, but he did. See this." Amelia pointed out a queer assemblage, placed deep inside the structure. It
seemed on first sight to be made of ivory and brass, but there was a crystalline quality to it that somehow
deceived the eye, so that within its winking, multifaceted depths it was not possible to see the constituent
parts.

"What is this?" I said, very interested.

"A device of Sir William's own invention. It is a substance that enhances power, and it was not without
effect. But as I say, he was not content with the design and has abandoned the machine altogether."

"Where is the engine now?"." I said.

"In the house. He uses it to generate electricity for his laboratory."

I bent down to examine the crystalline material more closely, but even near to, it was difficult to see how
it was made. [ was disappointed with the flying machine, and thought it would have been fun to see it in
the air.

I straightened, and saw that Amelia had stepped back a little.

I said to her: "Tell me, do you ever assist Sir William in his laboratory?"
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"If I am called upon to do so."

"So you are Sir William's confidante?"

Amelia said: "If you mean that I could persuade him to purchase your goggles, then I suppose so."
I said nothing to this, for the wretched affair of the goggles was not on my mind.

We had started walking slowly back towards the house, and as we came to the lawn, Amelia said: "Shall
we now go for our bicycle ride?"

"T'd like that"

We went into the house and Amelia summoned Mrs Watchets. She told her that we would be out for
the rest of the afternoon, but that tea should be served as normal at four-thirty. Then we went to an
outhouse where several bicycles were stacked, selected one each, and pushed them through the grounds
until we reached the edge of the Park.

111

We rested in the shade of some trees overlooking the Pen Ponds, and Amelia at last told me what had
happened to her on the morning following our conversation.

"[. was not called for breakfast," she said, 'and being tired I overslept. At eight-thirty I was awakened by
Mrs Anson bringing a breakfast-tray into the room. Then, as you might expect, I was given the benefit of
Mrs Anson's views on morality... at her customary length."

"Was she angry with you? Did you try to explain?"

"Well, she wasn't angry, or at least she didn't reveal her anger. And I had no chance to explain. She was
tight-lipped and solicitous. She knew what had happened, or she had made up her mind what had
happened, and at first I thought that had I made any attempt to deny what was already a foregone
conclusion it would have provoked her to a rage, so I sat and listened humbly to her advice. This was, in
substance, that I was a young lady of education and breeding, and that what she referred to as 'loose
living' was not for the likes of me. It was, however, very revealing in another way. I realized that she
could censure the imagined actions of others, yet at the same time display a prurient and consuming
curiosity about them. For all her anger, Mrs Anson was hoping for insights into what had happened."

"I suppose her curiosity was disappointed,” I said.

"Not at all," said Amelia, smiling as she held a stem of grass in her hand and stripped away the outer
leaves to reveal the bright-green, soft inner stalk. "I supplied her with a few illuminating details."

I found myself laughing in spite of the fact that I was at once very embarrassed and rather excited.
"I should like to hear one or two of those details," I said, boldly.

"Sir, what of my modesty?" Amelia said, fluttering her eye- lashes at me in an exaggerated way, then she
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too laughed aloud.

"With her curiosity satisfied, and with my life revealed to be on the downward path, she hastened from
my room, and that was the end of that. I left the hotel as soon as I could. The delay had made me late for
my appointment at the engineering works, and I wasn't able to get to our luncheon in time. I'm very sorry.

"That's all right," I said, feeling well pleased with myself, even if my scandalous reputation were a fiction.

We were sitting together against the bole of a huge tree, the bicycles leaning against another tree. A few
yards away, two little boys in sailor suits were trying to make a toy yacht sail out across the Pond. Near
by, their nanny watched without interest.

"Let's ride further," I said. "I'd like to see more of the Park."

I leaped up and extended my hands to help Amelia to her feet. We ran over to the bicycles and
disentangled them. We mounted and turned into the breeze, heading in the general direction of
Kingston-upon-Thames.

We pedalled at a leisurely rate for a few minutes, but then, just as we were approaching a slight rise in
the ground, Amelia called out: "Let's race!"

I pedalled harder, but with the combination of the headwind and the gradient it was heavy going. Amelia
kept abreast of me.

"Come on, you're not trying!" she shouted, and surged slightly ahead of me.

I pressed down harder on the pedals and managed to catch her up, but at once she pulled ahead again. I
raised myself from the saddle, and used all my strength to try to make up the difference, but for all my
efforts Amelia managed somehow to stay a few yards ahead. Suddenly, as if tired of playing with me,
Amelia shot quickly forward and, bumping alarmingly over the uneven surface of the path, climbed
quickly up the slope. I knew I could never keep up with her, and at once gave up the unequal struggle. |
watched her ahead of me ... then realized with a shock that she was still sitting upright in the saddle, and;

as far as I could see, was free-wheeling!

Aghast, [ watched her bicycle spin over the crest of the slope, at a speed that must have been well in
excess of twenty miles an hour, and then vanish from my sight.

I pedalled on peevishly, sulking a little at the way my pride had been thwarted. As I came over the crest
I saw Amelia a few yards further on. She had dismounted, and her bicycle was lying on its side, the front
wheel spinning. She was sitting on the grass beside it laughing at the sight of my hot and perspiring face.

I flung my bicycle down beside hers, and sat down in a mood as near displeasure as [ had ever
experienced in her company.

"You cheated," I said.
"You could have done so too," she cried, still laughing at me.
I mopped my face with my kerchief. "That wasn't a race, it was a deliberate humiliation."

"Oh, Edward! Don't take it so seriously. I only wanted to show you something."
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"What?" I said in a surly tone.

"My bicycle. Do you notice anything about it?"
"No." I was still not mollified.

"What about the front wheel?"

"It's still spinning," I said.

"Then stop it."

I reached out and gripped the pneumatic tyre with my hand, but snatched it away as the friction burned
me. The wheel continued to spin.

"What is it?" I said, my distemper immediately forgotten.

"It is one of Sir William's devices," she said. "Your bicycle is fitted with one too."

"But how does it work? You were free-wheeling up the hill. That is against all the laws of physics."
"Look, I'll show you."

She reached over to her machine and took hold of the handle-bar. She held the right-hand grip in a

certain way, and the front wheels topped its uncanny spinning. She righted the bicycle.

"Under here." She showed me where to look, and between the rubber grip and the brake-bar I saw a
tiny strip of mica.

"Move this forward with your fingers, so, and-"

The bicycle started to move forward, but she raised the front wheel from the ground and it spun
effortlessly in the air.

"When you wish to stop, you simply slide the strip back, and the bicycle may be ridden normally."
"And you say my machine is fitted with this?"

"Yes."

"Why did you not tell me? Then we need not have expended any effort on the ride!"

Amelia was laughing again as I hastened to my own machine and righted it. Sure enough, under the
right-hand grip there was a similar piece of mica.

"I must try this at once!," I shouted, and mounted my machine. As soon as I had found my balance I slid
the mica strip forward, and the bicycle moved faster.

"It works!" I cried to Amelia, waving to her in delight and at that moment the front wheel hit a tuft of

grass, and I was unseated.
Amelia ran over to me and helped me to my feet. My bicycle lay a few yards from me, the front wheel
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spinning merrily.
"What a marvellous invention!" I cried, full of enthusiasm for it. "Now we shall race in style!"

"All right," Amelia said "First back to the Ponds!"

I retrieved my machine, and she ran back to hers. In a few moments we were both mounted, and
speeding spectacularly towards the crest of the slope. This time the race was more even, and as we
rolled down the long gradient towards the distant Ponds we kept abreast of each other. The wind
drummed against my face, and it was not long before I felt my boater snatched away. Amelia's bonnet
was blowing backwards, but stayed around her neck because of its strap.

As we came to the Ponds we speeded past the nanny and the two little boys, who stared after us in
amazement. Laughing aloud, we circled around the larger of the two Ponds, then pulled back the mica
strips and pedalled towards the trees at a moderate pace.

As we dismounted, I said: "What is it, Amelia? How does it work?"

I was feeling breathless, even though the actual physical energy expended had been negligible.

"It's in here," she said.

With a twisting motion she slid back the moulded rubber hand-grip, so exposing the tubular steel of the
handle-bar. She held the bar so that I could see into its interior ... and there, nestling inside, was some of
the crystalline material I had seen on the flying machine.

"There is a wire which runs through the frame," Amelia said, "and that is connected to the wheel. Inside
the hub is some more of that."

"What is this crystalline material?" I said. "What does it consist of?"

"That I don't know. I'm aware of some of the materials it comprises, for I have to order them, but I'm
not sure how they are joined to produce the effect.”

She explained that the adapted bicycle had been developed by Sir William when bicycling became

popular a few years before. His idea had been to assist the weak or elderly whenever they encountered a
hill.

"Do you realize that this device alone would make him a fortune?"

"Sir William does not want for money."

"No, but think of the public good it would do. A machine like this could transform the carriage industry."
Amelia was shaking her head. "You don't understand Sir William. I'm sure he has considered taking out

a Patent on this, but I think he judged it better unknown. Bicycling is a sport, mostly enjoyed by the

young, and it is done for fresh air and exercise. As you have seen, it requires no effort to ride a bicycle
like this."

"Yes, but there would be other uses.,"
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"Indeed, and that is why I say you do not understand Sir William, nor could you be expected to He is a
man of restless intellect, and no sooner has he developed one device than he goes on to another. The
bicycles were adapted before he built his horseless carriage, and that was before his flying machine."

I said: "And he has abandoned his flying machine for a new project?"

"Yes."

"May I enquire what that is to be?"

She said: "You will be meeting Sir William shortly. Perhaps he will tell you himself."

I thought about this for a moment. ""You say he is sometimes an uncommunicative man. Maybe he would
not tell me."

We were once more seated close together beneath the tree. Amelia said: "Then you may ask me about it
again, Edward."

Chapter Four
SIR WILLIAM EXPOUNDS A THEORY

@

Time was passing, and soon Amelia suggested that we return to the house.

"Shall we race or ride?" I said, not especially anxious to do either, for I had been finding our rest
together beneath the trees an exquisite experience. It was still sunny and warm, and there was a pleasant
dusty heat rolling through the Park.

"We will ride," she said firmly. "There is no exercise in free-wheeling."

"And we may take it more slowly," I said. "Shall we do this again, Amelia? I mean, shall we bicycle
together on another weekend?"

"It will not be possible every weekend," she said. "Sometimes I am called upon to work, and
occasionally I have to be away."

I felt a pang of unreasoned jealousy at the idea of her travelling with Sir William.
"But when you are here, shall we bicycle then?"
"You will have to invite me," she said.

"Then [ will."
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When we mounted our machines we first retraced the way of our race, and retrieved my lost boater. It
was undamaged, and I placed it on my head, keeping the brim well down over my eyes so as to prevent
it blowing off again.

The ride back to the house was uneventful and, for the most part, conducted in silence. I was at last
understanding the real reason why I had come to Richmond this afternoon; it was not at all to meet Sir
William, for although I was still fascinated by what I knew of him I would have gladly exchanged the
coming interview for another hour, two hours, or the entire evening in the Park and Amelia.

We entered the grounds of the house through a small gate way by Sir William's abandoned flying
machine, and wheeled the bicycles back to the outhouse.

"T am going to change my clothes," Amelia said.
"You are delightful just as you are," I said

"And you? Are you going to meet Sir William with grass all over your suit?" She reached over and
plucked a stem of grass that had somehow lodged itself under the collar of my jacket.

We entered the house through the French window, and Amelia pressed a bell-push. In a moment, a
manservant appeared.

"Hillyer, this is Mr Turnbull. He will be staying with us to tea and dinner. Would you help him prepare?"
"Certainly, Miss Fitzgibbon." He turned towards me. "Would you step this way, sir?"

He indicated that I should follow him, and we moved towards the corridor. From behind, Amelia called
to him.

"And Hillyer?" she said. "Would you please tell Mrs Watchets that we shall be ready for tea in ten
minutes, and that it is to be served in the smoking-room?"

"Yes, ma'am."

Hillyer led me through the house to the first floor, where there was a small bath-room. Inside, soap and
towels were laid out, and while I washed Hillyer took away my jacket to have it brushed.

The smoking-room was on the ground floor, and it was a small, well-used room, comfortably furnished.
Amelia was waiting for me; perhaps my remark about her appearance had flattered her, for she had not
after all changed, but had merely put on a tiny jacket over her blouse.

Crockery had been laid on a small octagonal table, and we sat down to wait for Sir William to arrive.
According to the clock on the mantelpiece it was now some minutes after four- thirty, and Amelia
summoned Mrs Watchets.

"Have you sounded the tea-bell?" Amelia said.

"Yes, ma'am, but Sir William is still in his laboratory."

""Then perhaps you would remind him that he has a guest this afternoon."
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Mrs Watchets left the room, but a moment or two later a door at the far end of the room opened, and a

tall, well-built man came in hurriedly. He was in his shirt and waistcoat, and carried a jacket over his arm.

He was trying to roll down his shirtsleeves, and as he came in he glanced in my direction I stood up at
once.

He said to Amelia: "Is tea here? I'm nearly finished!"
"Sir William, do you remember 'l mentioned Edward Turnbull to you?"

He looked at me again. "Turnbull? Good to meet you!" He gestured impatiently at me. "Do sit down.
Amelia, help me with my cuff."

He extended his arm to her, and she reached under it to connect the cuff-link. When this was done, he
rolled down his other sleeve and Amelia connected this cuff too. Then he put on his jacket and went to

the mantelpiece. He selected a pipe and filled its bowl with tobacco from a jar.

I waited apprehensively; I wondered if the fact that he had been about to finish his work indicated that
this was an unfortunate moment to call on him.

"What do you think of that chair, Turnbull?" he said, without turning.
"Sit right back into it," Amelia said. "Not on the edge."

I complied, and as I did so it seemed that the substance of the cushion remoulded itself beneath me to
adapt to the shape of my body. The further back I leaned, the more resilient it seemed.

"That is a chair of my own design," Sir William said, turning towards us again as he applied a lighted
match to the bowl of his pipe. Then he said, seemingly irrelevantly: ""What exactly is. your faculty?"

"My, er-?"
"Your field of research. You're a scientist, are you not?"
"Sir William," said Amelia, "Mr Turmnbull is interested in motoring, if you will recall."

At that moment I remembered that my samples-case was still where I had left it when I arrived: in the
hall.

Sir William looked at me again. "Motoring, eh? A good hobby for a young man. It was a passing phase
with me, I'm afraid. I dismantled my carriage because its components, were more useful to me in the
laboratory."

"But it is a growing fashion, sir," I said. "After all, in America-"
"Yes, yes, but [ am a scientist, Turnbull. Motoring is just one aspect of a whole field of new research.
We are now on the brink of the Twentieth Century, and that is to be the century of science. There is no

limit to what science might achieve."

As Sir William was speaking he did not look at me, but stared over my head. His fingers were fretting
with the match he had blown out.
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"I agree that it is a subject of great interest to many people, sir," I said.

"Yes, but I think it is in the wrong way. The popular thought is to make what we already have work
better. The talk is of faster railway-trains, larger ships. My belief is that all these will be obsolete soon. By
the end of the Twentieth Century, Turnbull, man will travel as freely about the planets of the Solar System
as he now drives about London. We will know the peoples of Mars and Venus as well as we now know
the French and Germans. I dare say we will even travel further.. out to the stars of the Universe!"

At that moment Mrs Watchets came into the room bearing a silver tray loaded with teapot, milk-jug and
a sugar-bowl. I was glad of the intrusion, for I found the combination of Sir William's startling ideas and
his nervous manner almost more than I could bear. He too was glad to be interrupted, I think, for as the
servant set the tray on the table, and began to pour the tea for us, Sir William stepped back and stood by
the end of the mantel. He was relighting his pipe, and as he did so I was able to look at him for the first
time without the distraction of his manner.

He was, as [ have said, a tall and large man, but what was most striking about him was his head. This
was high and broad, the face pale and with grey eyes. His hair was thinning at the temples, but on the
crown it grew thickly and wildly, exaggerating the size of his head, and he wore a bushy beard which
itself made more marked the pallor of his skin.

I wished I had found him more at his ease, for in the few moments he had been in the room he had
destroyed the pleasant sense of well-being that had developed while I was with Amelia, and now I was
as nervous as he.

A sudden inspiration came to me, that he himself might be a man not used to meeting strangers, that he
was better accustomed to long hours of solitary work. My own occupation involved meeting many
strangers, and it was a, part of my job to be able to mix well, and so, paradoxical as it might sound, I

suddenly realized that here I could take the lead.

As Mrs Watchets left the room, I said to him: "Sir, you say you are nearly finished? I hope I have not
disturbed you."

The simplicity of my device had its desired effect. He went towards one of the vacant chairs and sat
down, and as he replied his words were phrased more calmly.

"No, of course not," he said. "I can continue after tea., I needed a short rest in any event."
"May I enquire as to the nature of your work?"

Sir William' glanced at Amelia for a moment, but her expression remained neutral.

"Has Miss Fitzgibbon told you what I am currently building?"

"She has told me a little, sir. I have seen your flying machine, for instance."

To my surprise, he laughed at that. "Do you think I am insane to meddle with such follies, Turnbull? My
scientific colleagues tell me that heavier-than-air flight is impossible. What do you say?"

"[t's a novel concept, sir." He made no response but continued to stare at me, so [ went on hastily: "It
seems to me that the problem is a lack of an adequate power-supply. The design is sound."
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"No, no, the design is wrong too. I was going about it the wrong way. Already I have made machine
flight obsolete, and before I even tested that contraption you saw!"

He drank some of his tea quickly, then, astounding me with his speed, jerked out of his chair and moved
across the room to a dresser. Opening a drawer he brought forth a thin package, and handed it to me.

"Have a look at those, Turnbull. Tell me what you think."

I opened the package and inside found that there were seven photographic portraits. The first one was a
head and shoulders picture of a boy, the second was a slightly older boy, the third was that of a youth,
the fourth that of a very young man, and so on.

"Are they all of the same person?" I said, having recognized a recurring facial similarity.

"Yes," said Sir William. "The subject is a cousin of mine, and by chance he has sat for photographic
portraits at regular intervals. Now then, Turnbull, do you notice anything about the quality of the
portraits? No! How can I expect you to anticipate me? They are cross-sections of the Fourth
Dimension!"

As I frowned, Amelia said: "Sir William, this is probably a concept new to Mr Turnbull."

"No more than that of heavier-than-air flight! You have grasped that, Turnbull, why should you not grasp
the Fourth Dimension?"

"Do you mean the... concept of...?" I was floundering.

"Space and Time! Exactly, Turnbull ... Time, the great mystery!"

I glanced at Amelia for more assistance, and realized that she had been studying my face. There was a
half-smile on her lips, and at once I guessed that she had heard Sir William expounding on this subject
many times.

"These portraits, Turnbull, are two-dimensional representations of a three-dimensional person.
Individually, they can depict his height and width, and can even offer an approximation of his depth ... but
they can never be more than flat, two-dimensional pieces of paper.. Nor can they reveal that he has been

travelling all his life through Time. Placed together, they approximate the Fourth Dimension."

He was pacing about the room now, having seized the portraits from my hands, and was waving them
expansively as he spoke. He crossed to the mantel and set them up, side by side.

"Time and Space are inherently the same. [ walk across this room, and I have travelled in Space a
matter of a few yards. but at the same moment I have also moved through Time by a matter of a few
seconds. Do you see what | am meaning?"

"That one motion complements the other?" I said, uncertainly.

"Exactly! And I am working now to separate the two... to facilitate travel through Space discrete from
Time, and through Time discrete from Space. Let me show you what I mean."

Abruptly, he turned on his heel and hurried from the room. The door slammed behind him.
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I was dumbfounded. I simply stared at Amelia, shaking my head.

She said: "I should have known he would be agitated. He is not always like this, Edward. He has been
alone in his laboratory all day, and working like that he often becomes animated."

"Where has he gone?" | said. "Should we follow him?"
"He's returned to his laboratory. I think he will be showing you something he has made."

Exactly at that moment the door opened again and Sir William returned. He was carrying a small
wooden box with great care, and he looked around for somewhere to place it.

"Help me move the table," Amelia said to me.

We carried the table bearing the tea-things to one side, and brought forward another. Sir William placed
his box in the centre of it, and sat down.. As quickly as it had begun, his animation seemed to have
passed.

"T want you to look at this closely," he said, "but I do not want you to touch it. It is very delicate."

He opened the lid of the box The interior was padded with a soft, velvet-like material, and resting inside
was a tiny mechanism which, on first sight, I took to be the workings of a clock.

Sir William withdrew it from its case with care, and rested it on the surface of the table.

I leaned forward and peered closely at it. At once, with a start of recognition, I realized that much of it
was made with that queer, crystalline substance I had seen twice before that afternoon. The resemblance
to a clock was misleading, I saw now, lent to it simply by the precision with which the tiny parts had been
fitted together, and some of the metals with which it had been made. Those I could recognize seemed to
be some tiny rods of nickel, some highly polished pieces of brass and a cog-wheel made of shining
chrome or silver. Part of it had been shaped out of a white substance which could have been ivory, and
the base was made of a hard, ebony-like wood. It is difficult, though, to describe what I saw, for all
about there was the quartz-like substance, deceiving the eye, presenting hundreds of tiny facets at
whatever angle I viewed it from.

I stood up, and stepped back a yard or two. From there, the device once more took on the aspect of a
clock-mechanism, albeit a rather extraordinary one.

"It's beautiful," I said, and saw that Amelia's gaze was also on it.

"You, young man,. are one of the first people in the world to see a mechanism that will make real to us
the Fourth Dimension."

"And this device will really work?" I said.

"Yes, it will. It has been adequately tested. This engine will, depending how I choose, travel forward or
backward in Time."

Amelia said: "You could demonstrate, Sir William."
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He made no answer, but instead sat back in his chair. He was staring at the strange device, a thoughtful
expression on his face. He maintained this posture for five minutes, and for all the awareness he showed
of Amelia and me, we might not have existed. Once he leaned forward, and closely scrutinized the
device. At this I made to say something, but Amelia signed to me and I subsided into silence. Sir William
raised the device in his hand, and held it up against the daylight from the window. He reached forward to
touch the silver cog-wheel, then hesitated and set down the device again. Once more he sat back in his
chair and regarded his invention with great concentration.

This time he was still for nearly ten minutes, and I began to grow restless, fearing that Amelia and I were
a disturbance to him.

Finally, he leaned forward and replaced the device in its case. He stood up.

"You must pardon me, Mr Turnbull," he said. "I have just been stricken with the possibility of a minor
modification."

"Do you wish me to leave, sir?"

"Not at all, not at all."

He seized the wooden box, then hastened from the room, The door slammed behind him.

I glanced at Amelia and she smiled, immediately lifting the tension that had marked the last few minutes.
"Is he coming back?" I said.

"I shouldn't think so. The last time he acted like this, he locked himself in his laboratory, and no one
except Mrs Watchets saw him for four days."

Amelia summoned Hillyer, and the manservant went around the room, lighting the lamps. Although the
sun was still up, it was now behind the trees that grew around the house, and shadows were creeping on.
Mrs Watchets came in to clear away the tea-things. I realized that I had drunk only half of my cup, and
swallowed the rest quickly. I was thirsty from the bicycling expedition.

I said, when we were alone: "Is he mad?"

Amelia made no answer, but appeared to be listening. She signalled that I should be silent . . and then
about five seconds later the door burst open yet again, and Sir William was there, wearing a topcoat.

"Amelia, I am going up to London. Hillyer can take me in the carriage."
"Will you be back in time for dinner?"

"No ... I shall be out all evening. I'll sleep at my club tonight" He turned to me. "Inadvertently, Turnbull,
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my conversation with you has generated an idea. I thank you, sir."

He rushed out of the room as abruptly as he had entered, and soon we heard the sound of his voice in
the hall. A few minutes later we heard a horse and carriage on the gravelled driveway.

Amelia went to the window, and watched as the manservant drove the carriage away, then returned to
her seat.

She said: "No, Sir William is not mad."

"But he behaves like a madman."

"Perhaps that is how it seems. I believe he is a genius; the two are not wholly dissimilar."

"Do you understand his theory?"

"I can grasp most of it. The fact that you didn't follow it, Edward, is no reflection on your own intellect.
Sir William is himself so familiar with it that when explaining it to others he omits much of it. Also, you are
a stranger to him, and he is rarely at ease unless surrounded by those he knows. He has a group of
acquaintances from the Linnaean - his club in London - and they are the only people to whom I have
ever heard him speak naturally and fluently."

"Then perhaps I should not have asked him."

"No, it is his obsession; had you not expressed an interest, he would have volunteered his theory.
Everyone about him has to bear it. Even Mrs Watchets has heard him out twice."

"Does she understand it?"

"I think not," said Amelia, smiling.

"Then I shall not expect clarification from her. You will have to explain."

"There isn't much I can say. Sir William has built a Time Machine. It has been tested, and I have been
present during some of the tests, and the results have been conclusive. He has not said so as yet, but
suspect that he is planning an expedition into futurity."

I smiled a little, and covered my mouth with my hand.

Amelia said: "Sir William is in perfect earnest."

"Yes... but I cannot see a man of his physique entering a device so small."

"What you have seen is only a working model. He has a full- sized version." Unexpectedly, she laughed.
"You don't think I meant the model he showed you?"

"Yes, I did."
When Amelia laughed she looked most beautiful, and I did not mind having misunderstood.

But large or small, I cannot believe such a Machine is possible!" I said.

Page 39



"Then you may see it for yourself. It is only a dozen yards from where you are sitting."
I jumped to my feet. "Where is it?"

"In Sir William's laboratory." Amelia seemed to have been infected with my enthusiasm, for she too had
left her seat with great alacrity. "I'll show you."

We left the smoking-room by the door which Sir William had used, and walked along a passage to what
was clearly a newly constructed door. This led directly into the laboratory, which was, I now realized, the
glass-covered annexe which had been built between the two wings of the house.

I do not know what I had been expecting the laboratory to be like, but my first impression was that it
bore a considerable resemblance to the milling-shop of an engineering works I had once visited.

Along the ceiling, to one side, was a steam-lathe which, by the means of several adjustable leather
straps, provided motive power to the many pieces of engineering equipment I saw ranged along a huge
bench beneath it. Several of these were metal-turning lathes, and there was also a sheet-metal stamp, a
presser, some acetylene welding equipment, two massive vices and any number of assorted tools
scattered about. The floor was liberally spread with the shavings and fragments of metals removed in the
processes, and in many parts of the laboratory were what appeared to be long-abandoned pieces of cut
or turned metal.

"Sir William does much of the engineering himself," said Amelia, "but occasionally he is obliged to
contract out for certain items. I was in Skipton on one of these errands when I met you."

"Where is the Time Machine?" 1 said.
"You are standing beside it."

I realized with a start that what I had taken at first to be another collection of discarded metals did, in
fact, have a coherent scheme to it. I saw now that it bore a certain resemblance to the model he had
shown me, but whereas that had had the perfection of miniaturism, this by its very size appeared to be
more crude.

In fact, however, as soon as I bent to examine it [ saw that every single constituent part had been turned
and polished until it shone as new.

The Time Machine was some seven or eight feet in length, and four or five feet in width. At its highest
point it stood about six feet from the floor, but as its construction had been strictly functional, perhaps a
description in terms of overall dimension is misleading. For much of its length the Time Machine was
standing only three feet high, and in the form of a skeletal metal frame.

All its working parts were visible... and here my description becomes vague of necessity. What I saw
was a repetition in-extremis of the mysterious substances I had earlier that day seen in Sir William's
bicycles and flying machine: in other words, much of what was apparently visible was rendered invisible
by the eye-deceiving crystalline substance. This encased thousands of fine wires and rods, and much as |
peered at the mechanism from many different angles, I was unable to learn very much.
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What was more comprehensible was the arrangement of controls.

Towards one end of the frame was a leather-covered seat, rounded like a horse-saddle. Around this
was a multiplicity of levers, rods and dials.

The main control appeared to be a large lever situated directly in front of the saddle. Attached to the top
of this - incongruous in the context - was the handle-bar of a bicycle. This, I supposed, enabled the
driver to grip the lever with both hands. To each side of this lever were dozens of subsidiary rods, all of
which were attached at different swivelling joints, so that as the lever was moved, others would be
simultaneously brought into play.

In my preoccupation I had temporarily forgotten Amelia's presence, but now she spoke, startling me a
little.

"It looks substantial, does it not?" she said.

"How long has it taken Sir William to build this?" I said.

"Nearly two years. But touch it, Edward... see bow substantial it is."

"I wouldn't dare," I said. "I would not know what I was doing."

"Hold one of these bars. It is perfectly safe."

She took my hand, and led it towards one of the brass rods which formed part of the frame. I laid my
fingers gingerly on this rail ... then immediately snatched them away, for as my fingers closed on the rod
the entire Machine had visibly and audibly shuddered, like a living being.

"What is 1t?" I cried.

"The Time Machine is attenuated, existing as it were in the Fourth Dimension. It is real, but it does not
exist in the real world as we know it. It is, you must understand, travelling through Time even as we stand
here."

"But you cannot be serious... because if it were travelling it would not be here now!"

"On the contrary, Edward." She indicated a huge metal flywheel directly in front of the saddle, which
corresponded approximately with the silver cog-wheel I had seen on Sir William's model. "It is turning.
Can you see that?"

"Yes, yes I can," I said, leaning as near it as I dared. The great wheel was rotating almost imperceptibly.

"If it were not turning, the Machine would be stationary in Time. To us, as Sir William explained, the
Machine would then vanish into the past, for we ourselves are moving forward in Time."

"So the Machine must always be in operation."
While we had been there the evening had deepened, and gloom was spreading in the eerie laboratory.

Amelia stepped to one side and went to yet another infernal contraption. Attached to this was a cord
wound around an external wheel, and she pulled the cord sharply. At once the device emitted a coughing,
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spitting sound, and as it picked up speed, light poured forth from eight incandescent globes hanging from
the frame ceiling,

Amelia glanced up at a clock on the wall, which showed the time of twenty-five minutes past six.

It will be time for dinner in half an hour," she said. "Do you think a stroll around the garden would be
enjoyable before then?"

I tore my attention away from the wondrous machines Sir William had made.

The Time Machine might slowly move into futurity, but Amelia was, to my. way of thinking, stationary. in
Time. She was not attenuated, and not at all a creature of past or future.

I said, for I was understanding that my time here in Richmond must soon be at an end: "Will you take my
arm?"

She slipped her hand around my elbow, and together we walked past the Time Machine, and the noisy
reciprocating engine, through a door in the far corner of the laboratory, and out into the cool evening light
of the garden. Only once did I glance back, seeing the pure-white radiance of the electrical lamps shining
through the glass walls of the annexe.

Chapter Five
INTO FUTURITY!

e @

I had ascertained that the last train to London left Richmond at ten-thirty, and I knew that to catch it I
should have to leave by ten. At eight-thirty, though, I was in no mood to think of returning to my lodgings.
Furthermore, the prospect of returning to work the next day was one I greeted with the utmost
despondency. This was because with the completion of dinner, which had been accompanied by a dry
and intoxicating wine, and with the move from the dining-room to the semi-dark intimacy of the
drawing-room, and with a glass of port inside me and another half finished, and the subtle fragrance of
Amelia's perfume distracting my senses, I was subject to the most perturbing fantasies.

Amelia was no less intoxicated than I, and I fancied that she could not have mistaken the change in my
manner. Until this moment I had felt awkward in her company. This was partly because I had had only
the barest experience with young women, but more especially because of all young women Amelia
seemed to me the most extraordinary. I had grown used to her forthright manner, and the emancipated
airs she assumed, but what I had not until this moment realized was that I had, most inappropriately,
fallen blindly and rashly in love with her.

In wine there is truth, and although I was able to contain my excesses, and fell short of protesting my
undying amour, our conversation had touched on most remarkably personal matters.
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Soon after nine-thirty, I knew I could delay no more. I had only half an hour before I had to leave, and
as [ had no idea of when or how I should see her again, I felt that then was the. moment to state, in no
uncertain terms, that to me she was already more than just a pleasant companion.

I poured myself a liberal helping of port, and then, still uncertain of how I was to phrase my words, I
reached into my waistcoat pocket and consulted my watch.

"My dear Amelia," I started to say. "I see that it is twenty- five minutes. to ten, and at ten [ must leave.
Before that [ have something I must tell you."

"But why must you leave?" she said, instantly destroying the thread of my thoughts.
"I have a train to catch."

"Oh, please don't go yet!"

"But [ must return to London."

"Hillyer can take you. If you miss your train, he will take you all the way to London."
"Hillyer is already in London," I said.

She laughed, a little drunkenly. "I had forgotten. Then you must walk."

"And so I must leave at ten."

"No ... I will have Mrs Watchets prepare a room for you."

"Amelia, I cannot stay, much as I would wish to. I must work in the morning."

She leaned towards me, and I saw light dancing in her eyes. "Then I shall take you to the station myself."
"There is another carriage?" I said.

"In a manner of speaking." She stood up, and knocked over her empty glass. "Come with me, Edward,
and I shall convey you to the station in Sir William's Time Machine!"

She took my hand in hers, and half-dragged me towards the door. We started to laugh; it is difficult to
write of this in retrospect, for intoxication, however mild, is not a state in which one acts one's finest. For
me it was the gaiety of the moment that contributed to the compliance.

I shouted to her as we ran along: "But to travel in Time will not take me to the station!"

"Yes it will!"

We reached the laboratory and went inside, closing the door behind us. The electrical lamps were still
burning, and in the comparatively harsh glare our escapade took on a different aspect

"Amelia," I said, trying to restrain her. "What are you doing?"

"I am doing what I said. We will travel to the station."

Page 43



I stood before her, and took her hands in mine.

"We have both had a little too much to drink," I said "Please don't jest with me. You cannot seriously
propose to operate Sir William's Machine."

Her hands tightened on mine. "I am not as intoxicated as you believe. My manner is gay, but [ am in
perfect earnest."

"Then let us return to the drawing-room at once."

She turned away from me, and walked towards the Time Machine. She gripped one of the brass rails in
her hands, and immediately the Machine trembled as before.

She said: "You heard what Sir William said. Time and Space are inseparable. There is no need for you
to leave in the next few minutes. Although the Machine is designed to travel into futurity, it will also move
across spatial distances. In short, although it will journey across thousands of years, it can also be used
for a trip as prosaic as taking a friend to the station."

"You are still jesting," I said. "Nor am I convinced that the Machine will even travel in Time."

"But it has been proved."

"Not to my satisfaction it hasn't," I said.

She turned to face me, and her expression was as serious as before. "Then allow me to demonstrate it to
you!"

"No, Amelia! It would be foolhardy to drive the Machine!"

"Why, Edward? I know what to do ... I have watched Sir William's tests often enough."

"But we do not know the craft is safe!"

"There would be no danger."

I simply shook my head with the agony of the moment. Amelia turned back to the Machine and reached
over to one of the dials. She did something to this, then pulled back the lever with the bicycle handle-bar

attached.

Instantly, the Time Machine vanished!

"Look at the clock on the wall, Edward."
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"What have you done with the Machine?" I said.

"Never mind that... what is the time by the clock?"

I stared up. "Eighteen minutes to ten.

"Very well. At exactly sixteen minutes to ten the Machine will re-appear."
"From where?" I said.

"From the past ... or, more precisely, from now. It is presently travelling through Time, to a point two
minutes in the future of its departure."

"But why has it vanished? Where is it at this moment?"

"Within the attenuated Temporal Dimension."
Amelia stepped forward to where the Machine had been, and walked through the vacancy waving her
arms. She glanced up at the clock.

"Stand well back, Edward. The Machine will re-appear exactly where it was."

"Then you must come away too," I said.

I pulled her by the arm, and held her close beside me a few yards from where the Machine had been.
We both watched the clock. The second hand moved slowly round ... and at exactly four seconds after

sixteen minutes to ten, the Time Machine reappeared.

"There!" said Amelia, triumphantly. "Just as I said." I stared dumbly at the Machine. The great fly-wheel
was turning slowly as before.

Amelia took my hand again. "Edward ... we must now mount the Machine."

"What?" I said, appalled at the idea.

"It is absolutely imperative. You see, while Sir William has been testing the Machine he has incorporated
a safety-device into it which automatically returns the Machine to its moment of departure. That is
activated exactly three minutes after its arrival here, and if we are not aboard it will be lost forever in the
past."

I frowned a little at this, but said: "You could switch that off, though?"

"Yes ... but I'm not going to. I wish to prove that the Machine is no folly."

"I say you are drunk."

"And I say you are too. Come on!"

Before I could stop her, Amelia had skipped over to the Machine, squeezed under the brass rail and
mounted the saddle. To do this she was obliged to raise her skirt a few inches above her ankles, and I

confess that I found this sight considerably more alluring than any expedition through Time could have
been.
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She said: "The Machine will return in under a minute, Edward. Are you to be left behind?"

I hesitated no more. I went to her side, and clambered on to the saddle behind her. At her instruction I
put my arms around her waist, and pressed my chest against her back.

She said: "Look at the clock, Edward."

I stared up at it. The time was now thirteen minutes to ten. The second hand reached the minute, moved
on, then reached he time of four seconds past.

It stopped moving.
Then, it began to move in reverse... slowly at first, then faster.

"We are travelling backwards in Time," Amelia said, a little breathlessly. "Do you see the clock,
Edward?"

"Yes," I said, my whole attention on it. "Yes, I do!"
The second hand moved backwards through four minutes, then began to slow down. As it approached
four seconds past eighteen minutes to ten it slowed right down, then halted altogether. Presently it began

to sweep forward in a normal way.

"We are back at the moment in which I pressed the lever," said Amelia. "Do you now believe that the
Time Machine is no fraud?"

I still sat with my arms around her waist, and our bodies were pressed together in the most intimate way
imaginable. Her hair lay gently against my face, and I could think of nothing but the nearness of her.

"Show me again," I said, dreaming of an eternity of such closeness. "Take me into futurity!"

"Can you see what [ am doing?" Amelia said. "These dials can be preset to the very second. I can
choose how many hours, days or even years we can travel."

I roused myself from my passionate imaginings, and peered over her shoulder. I saw her indicating a row
of small dials, which were marked with days of the week, months of the year ... and then several others
which counted tens, hundreds and then thousands of years.

"Please don't set our destination too far," I said, looking at the last dial. "I still have to think of my train."

"But we will return to our moment of departure, even if we should travel a hundred years!"

"Maybe so. Let us not be rash."
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"If you are nervous, Edward, we need travel only as far as' tomorrow."

"No ... let us make a long trip. You have shown me the Time Machine is safe. Let us go to the next

century!"

"As you wish. We can go to the one beyond, if you prefer."

"It is the Twentieth Century I am interested in ... let us first go forward ten years."

"Only ten? That hardly seems adventurous."

"We must be systematic," I said, for although 1 am not fainthearted, I am not an adventurous person. "Let
us go first to 1903, and then to 1913, and so on at ten-yearly intervals through the century. Perhaps we
will see a few changes."

"All right. Are you ready now?"

"That I am," I said, settling my arms about her waist again. Amelia made further adjustments to the dials.
I saw her select the year 1903, but the day and month dials were too low for me to see.

She said: "I have selected 22nd June. That is the first day of summer, so we shall probably find the
weather clement.”

She placed her hands on the lever, and then straightened. I braced myself for our departure.
Then, much to my surprise, Amelia suddenly stood up and moved away from the saddle.

"Please wait for a moment' Edward," she said. "Where are you going?" I said, in some alarm. "The
Machine will take me with it."

"Not until the lever is moved. It is just. ... Well, if we are going such a long distance, I should like to take
my hand-bag."

"Whatever for?" I said, hardly believing my ears. Amelia looked a little embarrassed. "I don't know,
Edward It is just that I never go anywhere without my hand-bag."

"Then bring your bonnet too," I said, laughing at this most unlikely revelation of feminine foibles.
She hastened from the laboratory. I stared blankly at the dials for a moment then, on an impulse, I too
dismounted and went into the hallway to collect my boater. If an expedition it was to be, I too would

travel in style!

On a further impulse I walked into the drawing-room, poured some more port into the two glasses, and
carried them back to the laboratory.

Amelia had returned before me, and was already mounted on the saddle. She had placed her hand-bag
on the floor of the Machine, directly in front of the saddle, and on her head she wore her bonnet.

I passed one of the port-glasses to her, "Let us toast the success of our adventure."
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"And futurity," she replied.

We each drank about half what was there, then I placed the glasses on a bench to one side. I climbed
on to the saddle behind Amelia.

"We are now ready," I said, making sure my boater was firmly seated on my head.

Amelia gripped the lever in both hands, and pulled it towards her.

The whole Time Machine lurched, as if it had somehow fallen headlong into an abyss, and I shouted
aloud with alarm, bracing myself against the coming impact.

"Hold on!" Amelia said, somewhat unnecessarily, for I would not have released her for anything.
"What is happening?" I cried.
"We are quite safe ... it is an effect of the attenuation."”

I opened my eyes, and glanced timorously about the laboratory, and saw to my astonishment that the
Machine was still firmly situated on the floor. The clock on the wall was already spinning insanely
forwards, and even as [ watched the sun came up behind the house and was soon passing quickly

overhead. Almost before I had registered its passing, darkness fell again like a black blanket thrown over
the roof.

I sucked in my breath involuntarily, and discovered that in so doing I had inadvertently inhaled several of

Amelia's long hairs. Even in the immense distractions of the journey I found a moment to rejoice at this
furtive intimacy.

Amelia shouted to me: "Are you frightened?"
This was no time for prevarication. "Yes!" I shouted back.

"Hold tight ... there is no danger."

Our raised voices were necessary only as an expression of our excitement; in the attenuated dimension
all was silent.

The sun came up, and set again almost as quickly. The next period of darkness was shorter, and the
following daylight shorter still. The Time Machine was accelerating into futurity!

In what seemed to us only a few more seconds the procession of day and night was so fast as to be
virtually undetectable, and our surroundings were visible only in a grey, twilight glow.

About us, details of the laboratory became hazy, and the image of the sun became a path of light
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seemingly fixed in a deep-blue sky.

When I spoke to Amelia I had lost the strands of her hair from my mouth. About me was a spectacular
sight, and yet for all its wonder it did not compare with the feel of this girl in my arms. Prompted no doubt
by the new infusion of port into my blood I became emboldened, and I moved my face nearer and took
several strands of her hair between my lips, I raised my head slightly, allowing the hair to slide sensuously
across my tongue. Amelia made no response I could detect, and so I allowed the strands to fall and took
a few more. Still she did not stop me. The third time I tipped my head to one side, so as not to dislodge
my hat, and pressed my lips gently but very firmly on the smooth white skin of her neck.

I was allowed to linger there for no more than a second, but then she sat forward as if in sudden
excitement, and said: "The Machine is slowing, Edward!"

Beyond the glass roof the sun was now moving visibly slower, and the periods of dark, between the
sun's passages, were distinct, if only as the briefest flickers of darkness.

Amelia started reading off the dials before her: "We are in December, Edward! January ... January
1903. February...

One by one the months were called, and the pauses between her words were growing longer.

Then: "This is June, Edward.; . we are nearly there!"

I glanced up at the clock for confirmation of this; but I saw that the device had unaccountably stopped.
"Have we arrived?" [ said.

"Not quite."

"But the clock on the wall is not moving."

Amelia looked briefly at it. "No one has wound it, that is all."

"Then you will have to tell me when we arrive."

"The wheel is slowing ... we are almost at rest ... now!"

And with that word the silence of attenuation was broken. Somewhere just outside the house there was
a massive explosion, and some of the panes of glass cracked. Splinters fell down upon us.

Beyond the transparent walls I saw that it was daytime and the sun was shining ... but there was smoke
drifting past, and we heard the crackle of burning timber.
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There came a second explosion, but this was further away. I felt Amelia stiffen in my arms, and she
turned awkwardly in the saddle to face me.

"What have we come to?" she said.

"[ cannot say."

Some distance away somebody screamed horribly, and as if this were a signal the scream was echoed
by two other voices. A third blast occurred, louder than either of the previous two. More panes cracked,
and splinters tinkled down to the floor. One piece fell on to the Time Machine itself, not six inches from
my foot.

Gradually, as our ears adapted to the confusion of sounds around us, one noise in particular stood out
above all others: a deep-throated braying, rising like a factory siren, then howling around the upper note.
It drowned temporarily the crackle of the fires and the cries of the men. The siren note fell away, but then

it was repeated.

"Edward!" Amelia's face was snow-white, and her voice had become a high-pitched whisper. "What is
happening?"

"I cannot imagine. We must leave. Take the controls!""

"I don't know how. We must wait for the automatic return."

"How long have we been here?"

Before she could answer there was another shattering explosion.

"Hold still," I said. "We cannot be here much longer. We have blundered into a war."

"But the world 1s at peace!"

"In our time, yes."

I wondered how long we had been waiting here in this hell of 1903, and cursed again that the clock was
not working. It could not be long before the automatic return took us back through the safety of

attenuation to our own blissfully peaceful time.

Amelia had turned her face so that it was now buried in my shoulder, her body twisted awkwardly on
the saddle. I kept my arms around her, doing what I could to calm her in that fearful bedlam.

I looked around the laboratory, seeing how strangely it had changed from the first time I had seen it:
debris was everywhere, and filth and dust overlaid everything bar the Time Machine itself.

Unexpectedly, [ saw a movement beyond the walls of the laboratory, and looking that way I saw that
there was someone running desperately across the lawn towards the house. As the figure came nearer |
saw that it was that of a woman. She came right up to the wall, pressing her face against the glass. Behind
her [ saw another figure, running too.

I said; "Amelia ... look!"
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"What is it?"

"There!"

She turned to look at the two figures, but just as she did two things happened simultaneously. One was a
shattering explosion accompanied by a gust of flame erupting across the lawn and consuming the woman
... and the other was a vertiginous lurch from the Time Machine. The silence of attenuation fell about us,

the laboratory appeared whole once more, and over head began the reverse procession of day and night.

Still turned uncomfortably towards me, Amelia burst into tears of relief, and I held her in my arms in
silence.

When she had calmed, she said: "What were you seeing just before we returned?"

"Nothing," I said. "My eyes deceived me."

There was no way I could describe to her the woman I had seen. She had been like a wild animal: hair
matted and in disarray, blood disfiguring her face, clothes torn so as to reveal the nakedness beneath.

Nor did I know how to say what was for me the greatest horror of all.

I had recognized the woman and knew her to be Amelia, suffering her dying moments in the hellish war
of 1903!

I could not say this, could not even believe what I myself had seen. But it was so: futurity was real, and
that was Amelia's real destiny. In June 1903, on the 22nd day, she would be consumed by fire in the
garden of Sir William's house.

The girl was cradled in my arms, and I felt her trembling still. I could not allow that destiny to be fulfilled!

So it was, without understanding the precipitate nature of my actions, that I moved to avert destiny. The
Time Machine would now carry us further into futurity, beyond that terrible day!

I was in a mad trance. I stood up abruptly and Amelia, who had been leaning against me, stared up in
astonishment. Over my head, the days and nights were flickering.

There was a startling and heady rush of sensations coursing through me, caused I suppose, by the
vertigo of the attenuation, but also because some instinct was preparing me for the act that followed. I
stepped forward, placing my foot on the floor of the Machine in front of the saddle, and supporting
myself on the brass rail,  managed to crouch down in front of Amelia.

"Edward, what are you doing?" Her voice was trembling, and she sobbed as soon as her sentence was
said. I paid her no attention, peering instead at the dials which were now but a few inches from my face.

In that uncanny light of the procession of day:, I saw that the Machine was speeding backwards through
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Time. We were now in 1902, and I saw the needle pass from August to July as I first glanced at it. The
lever, centrally mounted in front of the dials, was standing almost vertically, its attached nickel rods
extending forwards into the heart of the crystalline engine.

I raised myself a little, and sat on the front of the saddle, causing Amelia to move back to accommodate
me.

'Y ou must not interfere with the controls," she said, and I felt her leaning to one side to see what I was
doing.

I grasped the bicycle handle in both hands, and pulled it towards me. As far as I could see, this had no
effect on our journey. July slipped back to June.

Amelia's concern became more urgent.
"Edward, you must not tamper!" she said loudly.

"We must go on into futurity!" I cried, and swung the handle-bar from side to side, as one does when
cornering on a bicycle.

"'No!
The Machine must be allowed to return automatically!"

For all my efforts at the controls, the reverse procession continued smoothly. Amelia was now holding
my arms, trying to pull my hands away from the lever. I noticed that above each of the dials was a small
metal knob, and I took one of these in my hands. I saw, by turning it,that it was possible to change the
setting of the destination. Evidently, this was the way to interrupt our progress, for as soon as Amelia
realized what [ was doing, her efforts to restrain me became violent. She was reaching, trying to take my
hand, and when this failed she took a handful of my hair and snatched it painfully back.

At this, I released the controls, but my feet kicked instinctively forwards. The heel of my right boot made
contact with one of the nickel rods attached to the main lever, and in that instant there was the most
appalling lurch to one side, and everything went black around us.

The laboratory had vanished, the procession of day and night had ceased. We were in absolute
darkness and absolute silence.

Amelia's desperate hold on me eased, and we sat numbly in awe of the event that had overtaken us.
Only the headlong vertigo - which had now taken on the characteristic of a sickening swoop from one

side to another - told us that our journey through Time continued.

Amelia moved closer to me, wrapping her arms around my body, and pressed her face against my neck.
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The swooping was growing worse, and I turned the handle bar to one side, hoping to correct it. All I
achieved was to introduce a new motion: a most unsettling pitching movement, complicating the
ever-worsening sideways swing.

"I can't stop it!" I cried. "I don't know what to do!"

"What has happened to us?"

"You made me kick the lever," I said. "I felt something break."

We both gasped aloud then, for the Machine seemed to turn right over. Light suddenly burst in upon us,
emanating from one brilliant source. I closed my eyes, for the brilliance was dazzling, and tried again to
work the lever to ease our sickening motion. The erratic movements of the Machine were causing the

point of light to waltz crazily about us, casting black shadows confusingly over the dials.

The lever had a new feel to it. The breaking of the rod had made it looser, and as soon as I tried to let
go it would sag to one side, thus precipitating more of the violent sideways manoeuvres.

"If only I can find that broken rod," I said, and reached downwards with my free hand to see if I could
find the pieces. As I did so, there was another swooping to one side, and I was all but unseated.

Fortunately, Amelia had not relaxed her hold on me and with her help I struggled back upright.

"Do keep still, Edward," she said, softly and reassuringly. "'So long as we are inside the Machine, we are
safe. No harm can come to us while we are attenuated."

"But we might collide with something!"
"We cannot... we will pass through it."
"But what has happened?"

She said: "Those nickel rods are there to proscribe movement through Space. By dislodging one of
them, you have released the Spatial Dimension, and we are now moving rapidly away from Richmond."

I was aghast at this thought, and the dizzying effect of our passage only emphasized the terrible dangers
we were facing.

"Then where will we fetch up?" I said. "Who knows where the Machine will deposit us?"

Again, Amelia spoke in a reassuring voice: "We are in no danger, Edward. I, grant you the Machine is
careering wildly, but only its controls have been affected. The field of attenuation is still around us, and so
the engine itself is still working. Now we are moving through Space, we are likely to traverse many
hundreds of miles... but even if we should find ourselves a thousand miles from home, the automatic
return will bear us safely back to the laboratory."

"A thousand miles ...?" I said, horrified at the velocity at which we must be travelling.

She tightened her hold on me momentarily. "I think it will not be as far as that. It seems to me we are
spinning wildly in a circle."
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There was some substance in this, for even as we had been talking the point of light had been circling
insanely around us. I was, naturally, comforted by what she said, but the sickening lurches continued, and
the sooner this adventure was brought to its end the happier I would be. With this in mind, I decided. to
search again for the dislodged nickel rod.

I told Amelia what I was intending to do, and she reached forward to take the main lever in her hand.
Thus freed from the necessity to hold on to the lever, I bent forward and groped on the floor of the
Machine, dreading that the rod had been thrown to one side by our violent motion. I fumbled around in
the erratic light, and felt Amelia's hand-bag where she had placed it,on the floor in front of the saddle.
Thankfully, I found the rod a moment later: it had rolled and wedged itself between the front of the saddle
and Amelia's bag.

"I've found it," I said, sitting up and holding it so that she could see it. "It is not broken."

"Then how was it dislodged?"

I looked more closely at it, and saw that at each end were helical screw shapings, and that at the tip of
these were markings of bright metal which revealed how the rod had been torn from its sockets. I

showed this to Amelia.

"I remember Sir William saying that some of the nickel controls had been machined incorrectly," she
said. "Can you replace it?"

"I shall try."

It took several more minutes of my fumbling in the eerie light to locate both of the metal bushes from
which the rod had been torn, and then it took much longer to manipulate the lever so as to bring it into a
suitable position so that I could fit the rod into the bushes.

"It's still too short!" I said in some desperation. ""No matter how I try, the rod is too short."
"But it must have come from there!"

I found a way of loosening the bush on the lever itself, and this helped to some measure. Now the
connection could be made at each end, and with great patience I managed to screw the rod into each of
the two sockets (fortunately, Sir William had engineered the screws so that one turn tightened both
connections). It was held, but only tenuously so, for barely half a turn had been possible.

I sat up wearily in the saddle, and Amelia's arms went around my waist. The Time Machine was still
lurching, but far less so than before, and the movement of the brilliant point of light was almost
imperceptible. We sat in its harsh glare, hardly believing that I had succeeded in correcting the terrible
motion.

Directly in front of me the fly-wheel continued to turn quickly, but there had been no return to the orderly
procession of day and night.

"I think we are safe again," I said, but I did not feel sure.

"We must soon be coming to a halt. As soon as the Machine is at rest, we must neither of us move. It
will take three minutes for the automatic return to start."
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"And will we be taken back to the laboratory?" I said.
Amelia hesitated before replying, and then said: "Yes." I felt she was no more sure than I.

Quite unexpectedly, the Time Machine gave another lurch, and we both gasped. I saw that the fly-wheel
was still ... and then I realized that air was whistling past us, chilling us instantly. I knew that we were no
longer attenuated, that we were falling... and in great desperation I reached forward to seize the lever-

"Edward"
Amelia screamed in my ear.

It was the last thing I heard, for at that instant there was' a terrible concussion, and the Machine came to
a sudden halt. Both Amelia and I were catapulted from it into the night.

I was lying in absolute darkness, seeming to be entirely covered by something leathery and wet. As I
tried to stand, all I could accomplish was a futile thrashing with my arms and legs, and I slid further into
the morass of slippery stuff. A sheet of something fell across my face, and I thrust it aside, gasping for
breath. Suddenly I was coughing, trying to suck air into my lungs, and like a drowning man I struck
instinctively upwards, feeling I should otherwise suffocate. There was nothing on which I could get a hold,
as everything that surrounded me was soft, slippery and moist. It was as if I had been pitched head first
into an immense bank of seaweed.

I felt myself falling, and this time allowed myself to go, despairing. I would surely drown in this dank
foliage, for with each turn of my head my face was covered with the repulsive stuff. I could taste it now: a
flat, iron-tainted wateriness.

Somewhere near to hand I heard a gasp.

I'shouted: "Amelia!"

My voice emerged as a wheezing croak, and at once I was coughing again.

"Edward?" Her voice was high-pitched and frightened, and then I heard her coughing too. She could not
have been more than a few yards away from me, but I could not see her, hardly knew in which direction
she lay.

"Are you unhurt?" I called, then coughed weakly again.

"The Time Machine, Edward. We must climb aboard... it will be returning...."

"Where is it?"

"I am by it. I cannot reach it, but I can feel it with my foot"
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I realized she was over to my left, and I struck out that way, floundering through the noisome weeds,
reaching out, hoping to strike something solid.

"Where are you?" I shouted, trying to make more of my voice than the wretched wheeze which was all |
had so far managed.

"I am here, Edward. Come towards my voice." She was nearer now, but her words were strangely
choked, as if she too were drowning. "I've slipped ... I can't find the Time Machine ... it's somewhere
here...."

I struck desperately through the weed, and almost at once I found her. My arm fell across her chest, and
as it did so she grabbed me.

"Edward ... we must find the Machine!"

"You say it is here?"

"Somewhere... by my legs...."

I crawled over her, thrashing my arms to and fro, desperately seeking the Machine. Behind me, Amelia
had somehow righted herself, and she moved to my side. Face down, slithering and sliding, coughing and
wheezing, trembling with the cold that was even now seeping into our bones, we conducted our

desperate search well beyond the three minutes neither of us would admit was all the time we had ever
had to find it.

Chapter Six
FUTURITY'S ALIEN LAND

i @

Our struggles had been leading us inevitably downwards, and after a few more minutes I found solid
ground beneath my feet. At once, I shouted aloud and helped Amelia to her feet. We pressed forward
again, trying to maintain our balance while the vegetation tangled around our legs. We were both soaked
through, and the air was freezing cold.

At last we broke free of the vegetation, and found we were on rough, pebbly soil. We walked a few
yards beyond the fringe of the vegetation then sank down in exhaustion. Amelia was shaking with cold,
and she made no protest when I placed my arm around her and hugged her to me for warmth.

At last, I said: "We must find cover."
I had been glancing around, hoping to see houses, but all I could see by the light of the stars was an

apparent wasteland. The only visible feature was the bank of vegetation, looming perhaps a hundred feet
into the air.

Page 56



Amelia had made no reply, and I could feel her shivering still, so I stood up and started to remove my
jacket. "Please put this about your shoulders."

"But you will freeze to death."

"You are soaked through, Amelia."

"We are both wet. We must exercise to keep warm."

"In a moment," I said, and sat down beside her once more. I kept my jacket on, but I opened it so that
she was partially covered by it when I placed my arm around her shoulders. "First [ must regain my
breath."

Amelia pressed herself close to me, then said: "Edward, where have we landed?"

"[ cannot say. We are somewhere in futurity."

"But why is it so cold? Why is it so difficult to breathe?"

I could only surmise.

"We must be very high," I said. "We are in a mountainous region."

"But the ground is flat."

"Then we must be on a plateau," I said. "The air is thin because of the altitude."

"[ think I have reached the same conclusion," Amelia said. "Last summer [ was mountaineering in
Switzerland, and on the higher peaks we found a similar difficulty with breathing."

"But this is obviously not Switzerland."

"We will have to wait until morning to discover our whereabouts," Amelia said, decisively. "There must
be people near here."

"And suppose we are in a foreign country, which does seem probable?"

"I have four languages, Edward, and can identify several others. All we need to know is the location of
the nearest town, and there we will likely find a British Consul."

Through all this I had been remembering that moment of violence I had glimpsed through the windows of
the laboratory.

"We have seen that there is a war in 1903,"I said. "Wherever we are now, or whichever year this is,
could that war still be in progress?"

"We see no sign of it. Even if a war has started, innocent travellers will be protected. There are Consuls
in every major city of the world."

She seemed remarkably optimistic under the circumstances, and I was reassured. On first realizing that
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we had lost the Machine I had been plunged into despair. Even so, our prospects were doubtful, to say
the very least, and I wondered if Amelia appreciated the full scale of our disaster. We had very little
money with us, and no knowledge of the political situation, the breakdown of which had certainly caused
the war of 1903. For all we knew we could be in enemy territory, and were likely to be imprisoned as
soon as we were discovered.

Our immediate problem - that of surviving the rest of the night exposed to the elements - grew worse
with every moment. Fortunately, there was no wind, but that was the only clemency we were being
afforded. The very soil beneath us was frozen hard, and our breath was clouding about our faces.

"We must exercise," | said. "Otherwise we will contract pneumonia.”

Amelia did not dissent, and we climbed to our feet. I started jogging, but I must have been weaker than I
knew, for I stumbled almost at once. Amelia too was having difficulties, for in swinging her arms about
her head she staggered backwards.

"I am a little light-headed," I said, gasping unexpectedly.:
"And "
"Then we must not exert ourselves."

I looked around desperately; in this Stygian gloom all that could be seen was the bank of weeds
silhouetted against the starlight. It seemed to me that dank and wet as they were, they offered the only
hope of shelter, and I put this to Amelia. She had no better proposal, and so with our arms around one
another we returned to the vegetation. We found a clump of fronds standing about two feet high, on the
very edge of the growth, and I felt experimentally with my hands. The stalks seemed to be dry, and
beneath them the ground was not as hard as that on which we had been sitting.

An idea came to me, and I took one of the stalks and broke it off with my hand. At once, I felt cold fluid
run over my fingers.

"The plants issue sap if they are broken," I said, holding out the stalk for Amelia to take. "If we can climb
under the leaves without snapping the branches, we should remain dry."

I sat down on the soil and began to move forward, feet first. Crawling gently in this fashion I was soon
beneath the vegetation, and in a dark, silent cocoon of plants. A moment later, Amelia followed, and
when she was beside me we lay still.

To say that lying there under the fronds was pleasant would be utterly misleading, but it was certainly
preferable to being exposed on the plain. Indeed, as the minutes passed and we made no movement I felt
a little more comfortable, and realized that the confinement of our bodies was warming us a little.

I reached out to Amelia, who was lying not six inches from me, and placed my hand on her side. The
fabric of her jacket was still damp, but I sensed that she too was rather warmer.

"Let us hold each other," I said. ""We must not get any colder."

I placed my arm around her back, and pulled her towards me. She came willingly enough, and soon we
were lying together, face to face in the dark. I moved my head and our noses touched; I pressed forward
and kissed her full on the lips.
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At once she pulled her face away from mine.

"Please don't take advantage of me, Edward."

"How can you accuse me of that? We must stay warm."

"Then let us do just that. I do not want you to kiss me."

"But I thought-"

"Circumstance has thrown us together. Let us not forget that we barely know each other."

I could hardly believe my ears. Amelia's friendly manner during the day had seemed an unmistakable
confirmation of my own feelings, and in spite of our dreadful situation her very presence was enough to
inflame my passions. I had expected her to allow me to kiss her, and after this rebuft I lay in silence, hurt
and embarrassed.

A few minutes later Amelia moved again, and kissed me briefly on my forehead.

"I'm very fond of you, Edward," she said. "Is that not enough?"

"I thought... well, I'd been feeling that you-"

"Have I said or done anything to indicate that I felt for you more than friendship?"

"Well ... no."

"Then please, lie still."

She placed one of her arms around me, and pressed me to her a little more tightly. We lay like that for a
long time, barely moving except to ease cramped muscles, and during the rest of that long night we
managed to doze for only a few short periods.

Sunrise came more suddenly than either of us had expected. One moment we had been lying in that
dark, silent growth, the next there was a brilliance of light, filtering through the fronds. We moved
simultaneously in response, both sensing that the day ahead was to be momentous.

We rose painfully, and walked haltingly away from the vegetation, towards the sun. It was still touching
the horizon, dazzlingly white. The sky above us was a deep blue. There were no clouds.

We walked for ten yards, then turned to look back at the bank of vegetation.

Amelia, who had been holding my arm, now clutched me suddenly. I too stared in amazement, for the
vegetation stretched as far as we could see to left and right of us. It stood in a line that was generally
straight, but parts of it advanced and others receded. In places the weeds heaped together, forming
mounds two hundred feet or more in height. This much we could have expected from our experience of it
during the night, but nothing could have warned us of the profoundest surprise of all: that there was not a

stem, not a leaf, not a bulbous, spreading tuber lying grotesquely across the sandy soil that was not a
vivid blood-red.
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We stared for a long time at that wall of scarlet plant-life, lacking the vocabulary to express our reactions
to it.

The higher part of the weed-bank had the appearance of being smooth and rounded, especially towards
its visible cres~ Here it looked like a gentle, undulating hill, although by looking in more detail at its
surface we could see that what appeared to be an unbroken face was in fact made up of thousands or
millions of branches.

Lower down, in the part of the growth where we had lain, its appearance was quite different. Here the
newer plants were growing, presumably from seeds thrown out from the main bulk of vegetation. Both
Amelia and I remarked on a horrible feeling that the wall was inexorably advancing, throwing out new
shoots and piling up its mass behind.

Then, even as we looked aghast at this incredible weed-bank, we saw that the impact of the sun's rays
was having an effect, for from all along the wall there came a deep-throated groaning, and a thrashing,
breaking sound. One branch moved, then another ... then all along that living cliff-face branches and
stems moved in a semblance of unthinking animation.

Amelia clutched my arm again, and pointed directly in front of us.

"See Edward!" she said. "My bag is there! We must have my bag!"

I saw that about thirty feet up the wall of vegetation there was what appeared to be a broken hole in the
smooth-seeming surface. As Amelia started forward towards it,I realized that that must be the place
where the Time Machine had so precipitately deposited us.

A few feet away, absurd in its context, lay Amelia's hand bag, caught on a stem.

I hurried forward and caught up with Amelia, just as she was preparing to push through the nearest
plants, her skirt raised almost to her knees.

"You can't go in there," I said. "The plants are coming to life!"

As I spoke to her a long, creeper like plant snaked silently towards us, and a seed-pod exploded with a
report like a pistol. A cloud of dust-like seeds drifted away from the plant.

"Edward, it is imperative that | have my bag!"
"You can't got up there to get it!"
"I must."

"You will have to manage without your powders and creams." She glared angrily at me for a moment.
"There is more in it than face-powder. Money... and my brandy-flask. Many things."
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She plunged desperately into the vegetation, but as she did so a branch creaked into apparent life, and
raised itself up. It caught the hem of her skirt, tore the fabric and spun her round.

She fell, screaming.
I hurried to her, and helped her away from the plants. "Stay here... I'll go."

Without further hesitation I plunged into that forest of groaning, moving stems, and scrambled towards
where I had last seen her bag. It was not too difficult at first; I quickly learned which stems would, and
which would not, bear my weight. As the height of the plants grew to a point where they were above my
head I started to climb, slipping several times as the branch I gripped broke in my hand and released a
flood of sap. All around me the plants were moving; growing and waving like the arms of a cheering
crowd. Glancing up, I saw Amelia's hand-bag on one such stem, dangling some twenty feet above my
head. I had managed to climb only three or four feet towards it. There was nothing here that would bear

my weight.

There came a crashing noise a few yards to my right, and I ducked, imagining in my horror that some
major trunk was moving into life ... but then I saw that it had been Amelia's bag, slipping from its perch.

Thankfully, I abandoned my futile attempt to climb, and thrust myself through the waving lower stems.
The noise of this riotous growth was now considerable, and when another seed-pod exploded by my ear
I was temporarily deafened by it. My only thought now was to retrieve Amelia's bag and get away from
this nightmare vegetation. Not caring where I placed my feet, nor how many stems I broke and how
much I drenched myself, I pushed wildly through the stalks, seized the bag and headed at once for the
edge of the growth.

Amelia was sitting on the ground, and I threw the bag down beside her. Unreasonably, I felt angry with
her, although I knew it was simply a reaction to my terror.

As she thanked me for collecting the bag, I turned away from her and stared at the wall of scarlet
vegetation. It was visibly much more disordered than before, with branches and stems swinging out from
every place. In the soil at the very edge of the growth I saw new, pink seedlings appearing. The plants
were advancing on us, slowly but relentlessly. I watched the process for a few minutes more, seeing how
sap from the adult plants dripped down on the soil, crudely irrigating the new shoots.

When I turned back to Amelia she was wiping her face and hands with a piece of flannel she had taken
from her bag. Beside her on the ground was her flask. She held this out to me.

"Would you like some brandy, Edward?"
"Thank you."

The liquor flowed over my tongue, immediately warming me. I took only one small mouthful, sensing that
we should have to make last what we had.

With the rising of the sun, we both felt the benefit of its heat We were evidently in an equatorial region,
for the sun was rising steeply, and its rays were warm.

"Edward, come here."
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I squatted on the ground in front of Amelia. She looked remarkably fresh, but then I realized that in
addition to having had a cursory wash with her dampened face-flannel, she had brushed her hair. Her
clothes, though, were in a dreadful state: the sleeve of her jacket had been torn, and there was a long rent
in her skirt where the plant had swung her round. There were dirty pink streaks and stains all over her
clothes. Glancing down at myself, I saw that my new suit had become equally spoiled.

"Would you like to clean yourself?" she said, offering me the flannel.

I took it from her, and wiped my face and hands.

"How do you come to have this with you?" I said, marvelling at the unexpected pleasure of washing
myself.

"I have travelled a lot," she said. "One grows accustomed to anticipating any contingency."

She showed me that she had a traveller's tidy, containing as well as the face-flannel, a square of soap, a
toothbrush, a mirror, a pair of folding nail-scissors and a comb.

I ran my hand over my chin, thinking I should soon need a shave, but that was one contingency she
seemed not to have anticipated.

I borrowed her comb to straighten my hair, and then allowed her to tidy my moustache.

"There," she said, giving it a final twirl. "Now we are fit to re-enter civilization. But first, we must have
some breakfast to sustain us."

She dipped into her bag and produced a large bar of Menier's chocolate.
"May I ask what else you have concealed in there?" I said.

"Nothing that will be of use to us. Now, we will have to ration this, for it is the only food I have. We shall
have two squares each now, and a little more as we need it."

We munched the chocolate hungrily, then followed it with another mouthful of brandy.

Amelia closed her bag, and we stood up.

"We will walk in that direction," she said, pointing parallel to the wall of vegetation.

"Why that way?" [ said, curious at her apparent resolution.

"Because the sun rose over there," she pointed across the desert, "and so the weed-bank must run from
north to south. We have seen how cold it can be at night, therefore we can do no better than move
southwards."

It was unassailable logic. We had walked several yards before an argument occurred to me.

"You assume we are still in the northern hemisphere," I said.

"Of course. For your information, Edward, I have already deduced where we have landed. It is so high
and cold that this can only be Tibet"
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"Then we are walking towards the Himalayas," I said.

"We will deal with that problem when we encounter it"

We found that walking across this terrain was not easy. Although our surroundings became quite
pleasant as the sun rose higher, and there was a distinct spring in our step, lent, we assumed, by the clean
cold air and the altitude, we discovered that we tired readily and were forced to make frequent halts.

For about three hours we maintained a steady pace, by walking and resting at regular periods, and we
took it in turns to carry the bag. I felt invigorated by the exercise, but Amelia did not find it easy; her

breathing became laboured and she complained frequently of dizziness.

What we both found dispiriting was that the landscape had not changed from the moment we set out.
With minor variations in size, the wall of vegetation ran in an unbroken line across the desert.

As the sun moved higher its radiant heat increased, and our clothes were soon completely dry.
Unprotected as we were (Amelia's bonnet had no brim, and I had lost my straw hat in the weeds) we
soon began to suffer the first effects of sunburn, and we both complained of an unpleasant tingling on the
skin of our faces.

A further effect of the hotter sunshine was yet another change in the activity of the weeds. The unsettling
life-like movement lasted for about an hour after sunrise, but now such movements were rare; instead, we

could see that the seedlings were growing at a prodigious pace, and sap trickled down constantly from
the higher shoots.

One matter had been troubling me ever since our accident, and as we walked along I felt I should bring
it up.

I said: "Amelia, I do accept full responsibility for our predicament"

"What do you mean?"

"I should not have interfered with the Time Machine. It was a reckless thing to do."
"You are no more to blame than I. Please don't speak of it any more."

"But we may now be in danger of our lives."

"We shall have to face that together," she said. "Life will be intolerable if you continue blaming yourself.
It was I... who first tampered with the Machine. Our main concern ... now should be to return to...."

I looked sharply at Amelia, and saw that her face had gone pale and her. eyes were half closed. A
moment later she staggered slightly, looked at me helplessly, then stumbled and fell full-length on the
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sandy soil, I rushed to her.

"Amelia!" I cried in alarm, but she did not move. I took her hand and felt for her pulse: it was faint, and
irregular.

I had been carrying the bag, and I fumbled with the catch and threw it open. I searched frantically
through the bag, knowing that what I sought would be somewhere there. After a moment I found it: a tiny
bottle of smelling-salts. I unscrewed the top, and waved it under her nose.

The response was immediate. Amelia coughed violently, and tried to move away. I placed my arms
around her shoulders and helped her into a sitting position. She continued to cough, and her eyes were
streaming with tears. Remembering something I had once seen I bent her over, gently pushing her head
down towards her knees.

After five minutes she straightened and looked at me. Her face was still pale, and her eyes were watery.

"We have walked too long without food," she said. "I came over dizzy, and-"

"It must be the altitude," I said. "We will find some way down from this plateau as soon as possible."

I delved into her bag, and found the chocolate. We had still eaten only a fraction of what we had, so I
broke off two more squares and gave them to her.

"No, Edward."

"Eat it," I said. ""You are weaker than I am."

"We have just had some. We must make it last."

She took the broken-off squares and the rest of the chocolate, and put them firmly back inside the bag.
"What I should really like," she said, "is a glass of water. I'm very thirsty indeed.."

"Do you suppose the sap of the plants is drinkable?"

"If we do not find any water, we will have to try it in the end."

I said: "When we were first thrown into the weeds I swallowed some of the sap. It was not unlike water,
but rather bitter."

After a few more minutes Amelia stood up, a little unsteadily I thought, and declared that she was fit to
continue. [ made her take another sip of brandy before moving on.

But then, although we walked much more slowly, Amelia stumbled again. This time she did not lose
consciousness, but said she felt as if she was about to be sick. We rested for a full thirty minutes, while
the sun moved to its zenith.

"Please, Amelia, eat some more chocolate. I'm sure that all you are suffering from is lack of sustenance."

"I'm no more hungry than you," she said. "It is not that"
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"Then what is it?"

"I cannot tell you."

"You do know what is the matter?"

She nodded.

"Then please tell me, and I can do something to help."
"You could do nothing, Edward. I shall be all right."

I knelt on the sand before her, and placed my hands on her shoulders. "Amelia, we do not know how
much further we have to walk. We cannot go on if you are ill."

"Tam not ill"

"It looks very much like it to me."

"[ am uncomfortable, but not ill."

"Then please do something about it," I said, my concern changing abruptly to irritation.

She was silent for a moment, but then, with my assistance, climbed to her feet "Wait here, Edward. I
shall not be long."

She took her bag, and walked slowly towards the weed-bank. She stepped carefully through the lower
plants, and headed towards a growth of higher stalks. When she reached these she turned round and
looked in my direction, then crouched down and moved behind them.

I turned my back, assuming she would prefer her privacy.

Several minutes passed, and she did not emerge. I waited for a quarter of an hour, then began to get
worried. There had been an absolute silence since she had disappeared ... but even in my growing sense

of alarm I felt I should wait and respect her privacy.

I had just consulted my watch, and discovered that more than twenty minutes had passed, when I heard
her voice.

"Edward...?"

Without further delay I ran in her direction, racing through the scarlet vegetation towards where I had
last seen her. I was tormented by the vision of some momentous disaster that had befallen her, but
nothing could have prepared me for what I saw.

I came to a sudden halt, and immediately averted my gaze:

Amelia had removed her skirt and blouse, and was standing in her underwear!

She held her skirt protectively over her body, and was looking at me with an expression of cowed
embarrassment
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"Edward, I cannot get them off.... Please help me...."

"What are you doing?" I cried in astonishment

"It is my stays that are too tight... I can hardly breathe. But I cannot unlace them." She sobbed more
loudly, then went on: "I did not want you to know, but I have not been alone since yesterday. They are

so tight... please help me..."

I cannot deny that I found her pathetic expression amusing, but I covered my smile and moved round
behind her.

I said: "What do I do?"

"There are two laces . . they should be tied at the bottom with a bow, but I've accidentally knotted
them."

I looked more closely, and saw what she had done. I worked at the knot with my fingernails, and
loosened it without difficulty.

"There," I said, turning away. "It is free."
"Please undo it, Edward. I can't reach it myself."

The agonies I had been suppressing came abruptly to the surface. "Amelia, you cannot ask me to
undress you!"

"T just want these laces undone," she said. "That is all."

Reluctantly I went back to her and started the laborious process of slipping the laces through the eyelets.

When the task was half-completed, and part of the restraining garment was loose, I saw just how tight it
had been on her body. The laces slipped out of the last two eyelets, and the corset came free. Amelia
pulled it away from her, and tossed it casually to the ground. She turned towards me.

"] can't thank you enough, Edward. I think I should have died if I'd kept it on a moment longer."

Had it not been she who had turned towards me, I should have felt my presence most improper, for she
had allowed the skirt to fall away and I could see that her chemise was manufactured of the lightest
material, and that her bosom was most prominent I stepped towards her, feeling that I might make the
affectionate gesture of a hug, but she moved backwards at once, and brought up the skirt to conceal
herself again.

"You may leave me now," she said. "I can manage to dress on my own."

v

When, a few minutes later, Amelia emerged from the weeds, she was fully dressed and carrying the
corset between the handles of her bag.

I said: "Are you not going to discard that? It is manifestly uncomfortable to wear."
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"Only for long periods," she said, looking very abashed. "I shall leave it off for the rest of the day, and
wear it again tomorrow."

"I shall look forward to helping you," I said, sincerely. "There is no need for that By tomorrow we will be
back in civilization, and I will hire a servant"

Since she was still flushed, and I was not a little excited, I felt it appropriate to say: "If my opinion is at all
valuable to you I can assure you that your figure is just as trim without it"

"That is not to the point Shall we continue on our way?"

She stepped away from me, and I followed.

All this had been a temporary distraction from our plight, for soon the sun had moved far enough
towards the west for the weed-bank to start throwing a shadow. Whenever we walked through this we

felt immediately much colder.

After another half an hour's walking I was just about to propose a rest, when Amelia suddenly halted
and looked towards a shallow depression in the ground. She walked briskly towards it.

I followed her, and she said: "We shall have to bivouac again. I think we should prepare now."

"I agree in principle. But I feel we should walk as far as possible."

"No, this place is ideal. We shall stay the night here."

"In the open?"

"There is no need for that. We have time to prepare a campsite before nightfall." She was regarding the
depression with a calculating manner. "When I was in Switzerland I was shown how to build emergency
shelters. We will need to make this hole rather deeper, and build up the sides. If you would do that, I will
cut some of the fronds."

We argued for a few minutes - I felt we should take advantage of the daylight and press on - but Amelia
had made up her mind. In the end, she removed her jacket and walked over to the weed-bank, while I
crouched down and, with my hands, started to scoop out the sandy soil.

It took approximately two hours to construct a camp-site to our mutual satisfaction. By this time I had
removed most of the larger pebbles from the depression, and Amelia had broken off a huge pile of the
leafiest, fern-like branches. These we had laid in the depression, making a bonfire-like mound of leaves,
into the base of which we proposed to insinuate ourselves.

The sun was now almost out of sight beyond the weed-bank, and we were both feeling cold.

"I think we have done all we can," Amelia said.

"Then shall we shelter inside?" I had now seen the wisdom of Amelia's wish for early preparation. Had
we walked further we could never have made such elaborate precautions against the cold.

"Are you thirsty?"
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"I'm all right," I said, but I was lying. My throat had been parched all day.
"But you have taken no liquid."
"[ can survive the night."

Amelia indicated one of the long, creeper-like stalks that she had also brought to our bivouac. She
broke off a piece and held it out to me. "Drink the sap, Edward. It is perfectly safe."

"It could be poisonous."

"No, I tried it earlier while I was removing my stays. It is quite invigorating, and I have suffered no
ill-effects."

I placed the end of the stalk to my lips and sucked tentatively. At once my mouth was filled with cold
liquid, and I swallowed it quickly. After the first mouthful, the flavour did not seem so unpleasant.

I said: "It reminds me of an iron-tonic I had as a child."

Amelia smiled. "So you too were given Parrish's Food. I wondered if you would notice the similarity."
"I was usually given a spoonful of honey, to take away the taste."

"This time you will have to manage without."

I said, boldly: "Maybe not."

Amelia looked sharply at me, and I saw the faint return of her earlier blush. I threw aside the creeper,
then assisted Amelia as she climbed before me into our shelter for the night.

Chapter Seven
THE AWAKENING OF AWARENESS

i @

We lay still, side by side, for a long time. Although Amelia had selected those plants she judged to be the
driest of sap, we discovered that they were seeping beneath us. In addition, the slightest movement
allowed the air to drift in from outside. I dozed for a while, but I cannot speak for Amelia.

Then, awakened by the insidious cold which was attacking my feet and legs, I felt Amelia stiffen beside
me.
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She said: "Edward, are we to die out here?"

"I think not," I said at once, for during the day the possibility had often occurred to me, and I had been
trying to think of some reassurance to offer her. "We cannot have much further to travel."

"But we are going to starve!"

"We still have the chocolate," I said, "and as you yourself have observed, the sap of these weeds is
nutritious."

This at least was true; my body hungered for solid food, but since taking the sap I had felt somewhat
stronger.

"I fear we will die of exposure. I cannot live in this cold much longer."

I knew she was trembling, and as she spoke I heard her teeth chattering. Our bivouac was not all we
had hoped.

"Please allow me," I said, and without waiting for her dissent I moved towards her and slid my arm
beneath her head and shoulders. The rebuff of the night before was still a painful memory, so I was
pleased when she came willingly, resting her head on my shoulder and placing an arm across my chest. I
raised my knees a few inches so that she could slide her legs beneath mine. In doing this we dislodged
some of our covering foliage, and it took several more seconds to redistribute them.

We lay still again, trying to recapture that comparative warmth we had had until we moved. Several
more minutes passed in silence, and our closer contact began to bear fruit in that I felt a little warmer.

"Are you asleep, Edward?" Her voice was very soft.

"No," I said.

"I'm still cold. Do you think we should quickly cut some more leaves?"
"[ think we should stay still. Warmth will come."

"Hold me tighter."

What followed that apparently simple remark I could never have imagined, even in my most improper
fancies. Spontaneously, I brought my other hand across and hugged her to me; in the same moment
Amelia too placed her arms fully about me, and we discovered we were embracing each other with an
intimacy that made me throw aside caution.

Her face was pressed directly against the side of mine, and I felt it moving sensuously to and fro. I
responded in kind, fully aware that the love and passion I had been suppressing were growing in me at an
uncontrollable rate. In the back of my mind I sensed a sudden despair, knowing that later I would regret
this abandonment, but I thrust it aside for my emotions were clamouring for expression. Her neck was by
my mouth, and without any attempt at subterfuge I pressed my lips to it and kissed her firmly and with
great feeling. Her response was to hold me yet tighter, and uncaring of how we dislodged our shelter we
rolled passionately from one side to another.

Then at last I pulled myself away, and Amelia turned her face and pressed her lips against mine. I was
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now lying almost completely atop her, and my weight was on her. We broke apart eventually, and I held
my face half an inch from hers.

I simply said, with all the sincerity of absolute truth: "I love you, Amelia."

She made no answer other than to press my face to hers once more, and we kissed as if we had never
stopped. She was everything that could ever exist for me, and for that period at least the extraordinary
nature of our immediate surroundings ceased to matter. I wanted simply that we should continue kissing
forever. Indeed, by the very nature of her response, I assumed that Amelia was in accord. Her hand was
behind my head, her fingers spread through my hair, and she was pressing me to her as we kissed.

Then she suddenly snatched her hand away, wrenched her face from mine, and she cried out aloud.

The tension drained away, and my body slumped. I fell forward across her, my face once more buried in
the hollow of her shoulder. We lay immobile for many minutes, my breathing irregular and painful, my
breath hot in the confined space. Amelia was crying, and I felt her tears trickle down her cheek and
against the side of my face.

I moved only once more, to ease a cramp in my left arm, and then I lay still again, most of my weight on
Amelia;

For a long time my mind was blank; all desire to justify my actions to myself had drained as quickly as
the physical passion. Drained also were the self-recriminations. I lay still, aware only of a slight bruising
around my mouth, the residual flavour of Amelia's kiss and the strands of her hair which brushed my
forehead.

She sobbed quietly for a few minutes more, but then became quiet. A few minutes later her breathing
became regular, and I judged she had fallen asleep. Soon, I too could feel the fatigue of the day clouding
my mind, and in due course I fell asleep.

I do not know how long I slept, but some time later I realized I was awake, yet still in the same position
on top of Amelia. Our earlier problem of warmth was banished, for my whole body glowed with heat.
had slept in spite of the awkward angle in which I was lying, and now my back was badly cramped. |
wanted to move, to rest from this position, and in addition I could feel the stiff collar of my shirt cutting
into my neck and at the front the brass stud was biting into my throat, but I did not want to rouse Amelia.
I decided to lie still, and hope to fall asleep again.

I found that my spirits were high, and this in spite of all that had happened. Considered objectively our
chances of survival seemed slim; Amelia had also realized this. Unless we were to reach civilization within
the next twenty-four hours it was likely we would perish out here on this plateau.

However, I could not forget that glimpse I had had of Amelia's future destiny.

I knew that if Amelia were to be living in Richmond in the year 1903 she would be killed in the
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conflagration about the house. I had not been rational at the time, but my irresponsible tampering with the
Time Machine had been an instinctive response to this. That accident had precipitated our current
predicament, but I was in no way sorry.

Wherever on Earth we were, and in whatever year, [ had decided what we were to do. From now I
would make it my business to see that Amelia would never return to England until that day had passed!

I had already declared my love for her, and she had seemed to respond; it would be no greater step to
avow my love as being eternal, and propose marriage. Whether she would accept I could not say, but I
was determined to be resolute and patient. As my wife, she would be subject to my will. Of course, she
was clearly of gentle birth, and my own origins were more humble, but I argued to myself that this had
not so far been allowed to affect our behaviour to one another; she was an emancipationist, and if our
love were true it would not be marred by-

"Are you awake, Edward?"

Her voice was close by my ear.

"Yes. Did I wake you?"

"No ... I've been awake for some time. I heard your breat