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Critics have sometimes imputed 
to Mr Waugh a lack of sympathy 
for the Common Man and an 
ignorance of contemporary social 
conditions. In this tale, to write 
which he has interrupted his series 
of novels about the second World 
War, he deals with the immediate 
future. He imagines a condition 
in which thepoliticians are agreed 
on all major problems. The 
Welfare State has become a real­
ity and a generation has grown 
up with very faint memories of an 
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DE s PIT E their promises at the last Election, the 
politicians had not yet changed the climat~. The 
State Meteorological Institute had so far pro­

duced only an unseasonable fall of snow and two little 
thunderbolts no larger than apricots. The weather 
varied from day to day and from county to county as 
it had done of old, most anomalously. 

This was a rich, old-fashioned Tennysonian night. 
Strains of a string quartet floated out from the 

drawing-room windows and were lost amid the splash 
and murmur of the gardens. In the basin the folded 
lilies had left a brooding sweetness over the water. No 
gold fin winked in the porphyry font and any peacock 
which seemed to be milkily drooping in the moon­
shadows was indeed a ghost, for the whole flock of 
them had been found mysteriously and rudely slaugh­
tered a day or two ago in the first disturbing flush of 
this sudden summer. 

Miles, sauntering among the sleeping flowers, was 
suffused with melancholy. He did not much care for 
music and this was his last evening at Mountjoy. Never 
again, perhaps, would he be free to roam these walks. 

I 
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Mountjoy had been planned and planted in the 
years of which he knew nothing; generations of skilled 
and patient husbandmen had weeded and dunged and 
pruned; generations of dilettanti had watered it with 
cascades and jets; generations of collectors had lugged 
statuary here; all, it seemed, for his enjoyment this 
very night under this huge moon. Miles knew nothing 
of such periods and processes, but he felt an incompre­
hensible tidal pull towards the circumjacent splendours. 

Eleven struck from the stables. The music ceased. 
Miles turned back and, as he reached the terrace, the 
shutters began to close and the great chandeliers were 
one by one extinguished. By the light of the sconces 
which still shone on their panels of faded satin and 
clouded gold, he joined the company dispersing to bed 
through the islands of old furniture. 

His room was not one of the grand succession which 
lay along the garden front. Those were reserved for 
murderers. Nor was it on the floor above, tenanted 
mostly by sexual offenders. His was a humbler wing. 
Indeed he overlooked the luggage porch and the coal 
bunker. Only professional men visiting Mountjoy on 
professional business and very poor relations had been 
put here in the old days. But Miles was attached to 
this room, which was the first he had ever called his 
own in all his twenty years of Progress. 

His next-door neighbour, a Mr Sweat, paused at his 
door to say good-night. It was only now after twenty 
months' proximity, when Miles's time was up, that 
this veteran had begun to unbend. He and a man 
named Soapy, survivals of another age, had kept them-
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selves to themselves, talking wistfully of cribs they had 
cracked, of sparklers, of snug bar-parlours where they 
had met their favourite fences, of strenuous penal days 
at the Scrubs and on the Moor. They had small use 
for the younger generation; crime, calvinism and 
classical music were their interests. But at last Mr 
Sweat had taken to nodding, to grunting, and finally, 
too late for friendship, to speaking to Miles. 

'What price the old strings tonight, chum?' he 
asked. 

'I wasn't there, Mr Sweat.' 
'You missed a treat. Of course nothing's ever good 

enough for old Soapy. Made me fair sick to hear Soapy 
going on all the time. The viola was scratchy, Soapy 
says. They played the Mozart just like it was Haydn. 
No feeling in the Debussy pizzicato, says Soapy.' 

'Soapy knows too much.' 
'Soapy knows a lot more than some I could men­

tion, schooling or no schooling. Next time they're 
going to do the Grosse Fugue as the last movement of 
the B flat. That's something to look forward to, that is, 
though Soapy says no late Beethoven comes off. ·We'll 
see. Leastways, me and Soapy will;you won't. You're 
off tomorrow. Pleased?' 

'Not particularly.' 
'No, no more wouldn't I be. It's a funny thing but 

I've settled down here wonderful. Never thought I 
should. It all seemed a bit too posh at first. Not like 
the old Scrubs. But it's a real pretty place once you're 
used to it. Wouldn't mind settling here for a lifer if 
they'd let me. The trouble is there's no security in 
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crime these days. Time was, you knew just what a job 
was worth, six months, three years; whatever it was, 
you knew where you were. Now what with prison 
commissioners and Preventative Custody and Correc­
tive Treatment they can keep you in or push you out 
just as it suits them. It's not right. 

'I'll tell you what it is, chum', continued Mr Sweat. 
'There's no understanding of crime these days like 
what there was. I remember when I was a nipper, the 
first time I came up before the beak, he spoke up 
straight: "My lad," he says, "you are embarking upon 
a course of life that can only lead to disaster and de­
gradation in this world and everlasting damnation in 
the next." Now that's talking. It's plain sense and it 
shows a personal interest. But last .time I was up, when 
they sent me here, they called me an ''antisocial 
phenomenon"; said I was "maladjusted". That's no 
way to speak of a man what was doing time before they 
was in long trousers, now is it?' 

'They said something of the same kind to me.' 
'Yes and now they're giving you the push, just like 

you hadn't no Rights. I tell you it's made a lot of the 
boys uncomfortable your going out all of a sudden like 
this. Who'll it be next time, that's what we're 
wondering? 

'I tell you where you went wrong, chum. You 
didn't give enough trouble. You made it too easy for 
them to say you was cured. Soapy a;nd me got wise to 
that. You remember them birds as got done in? That 
was Soapy and me. They took a lot of killing too; 
powerful great bastards. But we got the evidence all 
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hid away tidy and if there's ever any talk of me and 
Soapy being "rehabilitated" we'll lay it out con­
spicuous. 

'Well, so long, chum. Tomorrow's my morning for 
Remedial Repose so I daresay you'll be off before I 
get down. Come back soon.' 

'I hope so,' said Miles and turned alone into his 
own room. 

He stood briefly at the window and gazed his last 
on the cobbled-yard. He made a good figure of a man, 
for he came of handsome parents and all his life had 
been carefully fed and doctored and exercised; well 
clothed too. He wore the drab serge dress that was 
the normal garb of the period - only certified homo­
sexuals wore colours-but there were differences of fit 
and condition among these uniforms. Miles displayed 
the handiwork of tailor and valet. He belonged to a 
privileged class. 

The State had made him. 
No clean-living, God-fearing, Victorian gentleman, 

he; no complete man of the renaissance; no gentil 
knight nor dutiful pagan nor, even, noble savage. All 
that succession of past worthies had gone its way, 
content to play a prelude to Miles. He was the 
Modern Man. 

His history, as it appeared in multuplet in the filing 
cabinets of numberless State departments, was typical 
of a thousand others. Before his birth the politicians 
had succeeded in bringing down his father and mother 
to penury; they, destitute, had thrown themselves into 
the simple diversions of the very poor and thus, 



6 LOVE AMONG THE RUINS 

between one war and the next, set in motion a chain­
reaction of divorces which scattered them and their 
various associates in forlorn couples all over the Free 
World. The aunt on whom the infant Miles had been 
quartered was conscribed for work in a factory and 
shortly afterwards died of boredom at the conveyer­
belt. The child was put to safety in an Orphanage. 

Huge sums were thenceforward spent upon him; 
sums which, fifty years earlier, would have sent whole 
quiversful of boys to Winchester and New College and 
established them in the learned professions. In halls 
adorned with Picassos and Legers he yawned through 
long periods of Constructive Play. He never lacked the 
requisite cubic feet of air. His diet was balanced and 
on the first Friday of every month he was psycho­
analysed. Every detail of his adolescence was recorded 
and microfilmed and filed, until at the appropriate age 
he was transferred to the Air Force. 

There were no aeroplanes at the station to which he 
was posted. It was an institution to train instructors 
to train instructors to train instructors in Personal 
Recreation. 

There for some weeks he tended a dish-washing 
machine and tended it, as his adjutant testified at his 
trial, in an exemplary fashion. The work in itself 
lacked glory, but it was the normal novitiate. Men 
from the Orphanages provided the hard core of the 
Forces, a caste apart which united the formidable 
qualities of Janissary and Junker. Miles had been 
picked early for high command. Dish-washing was 
only the beginning. The adjutant, an Orphan too, had ga]j 
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himself washed both dishes and officers' underclothes, 
he testified, before rising to his present position. 

Courts Martial had been abolished some years be­
fore this. The Forces handed their defaulters over to 
the civil arm for treatment. Miles came up at quarter 
sessions. It was plain from the start, when Arson, 
Wilful Damage, Manslaughter, Prejudicial Conduct 
and Treason were struck out of the Indictment and 
the whole reduced to a simple charge of Antisocial 
Activity, that the sympathies of the Court were with 
the prisoner. 

The Station Psychologist gave his opinion that an 
element of incendiarism was inseparable from adoles­
cence. Indeed, if checked, it might produce morbid 
neuroses. For his part he thought the prisoner had 
performed a perfectly normal act and, moreover, had 
shown more than normal intelligence in its execution. 

At this point some widows, mothers and orphans of 
the incinerated airmen set up an outcry from the 
public gallery and were sharply reminded from the 
Bench that this was a Court of Welfare and not a 
meeting of the Housewives' Union. 

The case developed into a concerted eulogy of the 
accused. An attempt by the prosecution to emphasise 
the extent of the damage was rebuked from the Bench. 

'The jury,' he said, 'will expunge from their mem­
ories these sentimental details which have been most 
improperly introduced.' 

'May be a detail to you,' s·aid a voice from the 
gallery. 'He was a good husband to me.' 

'Arrest that woman,' said the Judge. 
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Order was restored and the panegyrics continued. 
At last the Bench summed up. He reminded the jury 

that it was a first principle of the New Law that no 
man could be held responsible for the consequences of 
his own acts. The jury must dismiss from their minds 
the consideration that much valuable property and 
many valuable lives had been lost and the cause of 
~ersonal Recreation gravely retarded. They had 
merely to decide whether in fact the prisoner had 
arranged inflammable material at various judiciously 
selected points in the Institution and had ignited them. 
If he had done so, and the evidence plainly indicated 
that . he had, he contravened the Standing Orders of 
the Institution and was thereby liable to the appro-
priate penalties. . 

Thus directed the jury brought in a verdict of guilty 
coupled with a recommendation of mercy towards the 
various bereaved persons who from time to time in the 
course of · the hearing had been committed for con­
tempt. The Bench reprimanded the jury for presump­
tion and impertinence in the matter of the prisoners 
held in contempt, and sentenced Miles to residence 
during the State's pleasure at Mountjoy Castle (the 
ancestral seat of a maimed V.C. of the Second World 
War, who had been sent to a Home for the Handi­
capped when the place was converted into a gaol.) 

The State was capricious in her pleasures. For nearly 
two years Miles enjoyed her particular favours. Every 
agreeable remedial device was applied to him and 
applied, it was now proclaimed, successfully. Then 
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without warning a few days back, while he lay dozing 
under a mulberry tree, the unexpected blow had 
fallen; they had come to him, the Deputy Chief-Guide 
and the sub-Deputy, and told him bluntly and 
brutally that he was rehabilitated. 

Now on this last night he knew he was to wake 
tomorrow on a harsh world. Nevertheless he slept and 
was gently awoken for the last time to the familiar 
scent of china tea on his bed table, the thin bread and 
butter, the curtains drawn above the luggage porch, 
the sunlit kitchen-yard and the stable clock just visible 
behind the cut-leaf copper beech. 

He breakfasted late and alone. The rest of the 
household were already engaged in the first com­
munity-songs of the day. Presently he was called to the 
Guidance Office. 

Since his first day at Mountjoy, when with other 
entrants Miles had been addressed at length by the 
Chief Guide on the Aims and Achievements of the 
New Penology, they had seldom met. The Chief Guide 
was almost always away addressing penological con­
ferences. 

The Guidance Office was the former house-keeper's 
room stripped now of its plush and patriotic pictures; 
sadly tricked out instead with standard civil-service 
equipment, class A. 

It was full of people. 
'This is Miles Plastic,' said the Chief Guide. 'Sit 

down, Miles.You can see from the presence of our visit­
ors this morning what an important occasion this is.' 

Miles took a chair and looked and saw seated beside 
B 
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the Chief Guide two elderly men whose faces were 
familiar from the television screen as prominent 
colleagues in the Coalition Government. They wore 
open flannel shirts, blazers with numerous pens and 
pencils protruding from the breast pocket, and baggy 
trousers. This was the dress of very high politicians. 

'The Minister of Welfare and the Minister of Rest 
and Culture,' continued the Chief Guide. 'The stars 
to which we have hitched our waggon. Have the press 
got the hand-out?' 

'Yes, Chief.' 
'And the photographers are all ready?' 
'Yes, Chief.' 
'Then I can proceed.' 
He proceeded as he had done at countless ·con­

gresses, at countless spas and university cities. He 
concluded, as he always did: 'In the New Britain 
which we are building, there are no criminals. There 
are only the victims of inadeguate social services.' 

The Minister of Welfare, who had not reached his 
present eminence without the help of a certain sharp­
ness in debate, remarked: 'But I understood that 
Plastic is from one of our own Orphanages . . . ' 

'Plastic is recognised as a Special Case,' said the 
Chief Guide. 

The Minister of Rest and Culture, who in the old 
days had more than once done time himself, said: 
'Well, Plastic, lad, from all they do say I reckon 
you've been uncommon smart.' 

'Exactly,' said the Chief Guide. 'Miles is our first 
success, the vindication of the Method.' -
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'Of all the new prisons established in the first 
glorious wave of Reform, Mountjoy alone has pro­
duced a complete case of rehabilitation,' the Minister 
of Welfare said. 'You may or may not be aware that 
the Method has come in for a good deal of criticism 
both in Parliament and outside. There are a lot of 
young hot-heads who take their inspiration from our 
Great Neighbour in the East. You can quote the 
authorities to them till you're black in the face but they 
are always pressing for the all latest gadgets of capital 
and corporal punishment, for chain gangs and solitary 
confinement, bread and water, the cat-o' -nine-tails, 
the rope and the block, and all manner of new-fangled 
nonsense. They think we're a lot of old fogeys. Thank 
goodness we've still got the solid sense of the people 
behind us, but we're on the defensive now. We have 
to show results. That's why we're here this morning. 
To shew them results. rou are our Result.' 

These were solemn words and Miles in some 
measure responded to the occasion. He gazed before 
him blankly with an expression that might seem to 
be awe. 

'You'd best watch your step now, lad,' said the 
Minister of Rest and Culture. 

'Photographs,' said the Minister of Welfare. 'Yes, 
shake my hand. Turn towards the cameras. Try to smile.' 

Bulbs flashed all over the dreary little room. 
'State be with you,' said the Minister of Welfare. 
'Give us a paw, lad,' said the Minister of Rest and 

Culture, taking Miles's hand in his turn. 'And no 
funny business, mind.' 
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Then the politicians departed. 
'The Deputy-Chief will attend to all the practical 

matters,' said the Chief wearily. 'Go and see him now.' 
Miles went. 

'Well, Miles, from now on I must call you Mr 
Plastic,' said the Deputy-Chief. 'In less than a minute 
you become a Citizen. This little pile of papers is You. 
When I stamp them, Miles the Problem ceases to 
exist and Mr Plastic the Citizen is born. We are send­
ing you to Satellite City, the nearest Population 
Centre, where you will be attached to the Ministry of 
Welfare as a sub-official. In view of your special 
training you are not being classified as a Worker. The 
immediate material rewards, of course, are not as 
great. But you are definitely in the Service. We have 
set your foot on the bottom rung of the non-competitive 
ladder.' 

The Deputy Chief Guide picked up the rubber 
stamp and proceeded to his work of creation. Flip­
thump, flip-thump the papers were turned and stained. 

'There you are, Mr Plastic,' said the Deputy-Chief 
handing Miles, as it were, the baby. 

At last Miles spoke: 'What must I do to get back 
here?' he asked. 

'Come, come, you're rehabilitated n<;>w, remember. 
It is your turn to give back to the State some of the 
service the State has given you. You will report this 
morning to the Area Progressive. Transport has been 
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laid on. State be with you, Mr Plastic. Be careful, 
that's your Certificate of Human Personahty you've 
dropped - a vital document.' 



2 

SATELLITE City, one of a hundred such grand 
conceptions, was not yet in its teens but already 
the Dome of Security showed signs of wear. This 

was the name of the great municipal edifice about 
which the city was planned. The eponymous dome 
had looked well enough in the architect's model, 
shallow certainly but amply making up in girth what 
it lacked in height, the daring exercise of some new 
trick of construction. But to the surprise of all, when 
the building arose and was seen from the ground, the 
dome blandly vanished. It was hidden for ever among 
the roofs and butting shoulders of the ancillary wings 
and was never seen again from the outside except by 
airmen and steeplejacks. Only the name remained. On 
the day of its dedication, among massed politicians and 
People's Choirs the great lump of building materials 
had shone fine as a factory in all its brilliance of glass 
and new concrete. Since then, during one of the rather 
frequent week-ends of international panic, it had been 
camouflaged and its windows blackened. Cleaners 
were few and usually on strike. So the Dome of 
Security remained blotched and dingy, the sole 
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permanent building of Satellite City. There were no 
workers' flats, no officials' garden suburb, no parks, 
no playgrounds yet. These were all on the drawing­
boards in the surveyor's office, tattered at the edges, 
ringed by tea cups; their designer long since cremated 
and his ashes scattered among the docks and nettles. 
Thus the Dome of Security comprised, even more than 
had been intended, all the aspirations and amenities 
of the city. 

The officials subsisted in perpetual twilight. Great 
sheets of glass planned to 'trap' the sun, admitted few 
gleams from scratches in their coat of tar. At evening 
when the electric light came on, there was a faint 
glow, here and there. When, as often, the power­
station was 'shedding its load' the officials stopped 
work early and groped their way· back to their dark­
ened huts where in the useless refrigerators their tiny 
rations were quietly putrefying. On working days the 
officials, male and female, trudged through cigarette 
ends round and round, up and down what had once 
been lift-shafts, in a silent, shabby, shadowy procession. 

Among these pilgrims of the dusk, in the weeks that 
followed his discharge from Mountjoy, moved the 
exiled Miles Plastic. 

He was in a key department. 
Euthanasia had not been part of the original 1945 

Health Service; it was a Tory measure designed to 
attract votes from the aged and the mortally sick. 
Under the Bevan-Eden Coalition the Service came 
into general use and won instant popularity. The 
Union of Teachers was pressing for its application to 
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difficult children. Foreigners came in such numbers to 
take advantage of the service that immigration 
authorities now turned back the bearers of single tickets. 

Miles recognised the importance of his appointment 
even before he began work. On his first evening in the 
hostel his fellow sub-officials gathered round to ques­
tion him. 

'Euthanasia? I say, you're in luck. They work you 
jolly hard, of course, but it's the one department 
that's expanding.' 

'You'll get promoted before you know your way 
about.' 

'Great State! You must have pull. Only the very 
bright boys get posted to Euthanasia.' 

'I've been in Contraception for five years. It's a 
blind alley.' 

'They say that in a year or two Euthanasia will have 
taken over Pensions.' 

'You must be an Orphan.' 
'Yes, I am.' 
'That accounts for it. Orphans get all the plums. 

I had a Full Family Life, State help me.' 
It was gratifying, of course, this respect and envy. 

It was well to have fine prospects; but for the time 
being Miles's duties were humble enough. 

He was junior sub-official in a staff of half a dozen• 
The Director was an elderly man called Dr Beamish, 
a man whose character had been formed in the ner­
vous '30s, now much embittered, like many of his 
contemporaries, by the fulfilment of his early hopes. 
He had signed manifestos in his hot youth, had raised 
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his fist in Barcelona and had painted abstractedly for 
Horizon; he had stood beside Spender at great con­
courses of Youth, and written 'publicity' for the Last 
Viceroy. Now his reward had come to him. He held 
the most envied post in Satellite City and, sardonically, 
he was making the worst of it. Dr Beamish rejoiced in 
every attenuation of official difficulties. 

Satellite City was said to be the worst served 
Euthanasia Centre in the State. Dr Beamish's patients 
were kept waiting so long that often they died 
natural deaths before he found it convenient to 
poison them. 

His small staff respected Dr Beamish. They were all 
of the official class, for it was part of the grim little 
game which Dr Beamish played with the higher 
authorities to economise extravagantly. His depart­
ment, he maintained, could not, on its present allot­
ment, afford workers. Even the furnace-man and the 
girl who despatched unwanted false teeth to the Dental 
Redistribution Centre were sub-officials. 

Sub-officials were cheap and plentiful. The Uni­
versities turned them ·out in thousands every year. 
Indeed, ever since the Incitement to Industry Act of 
1955, which exempted workers from taxation-that 
great and popular measure of reform which had 
consolidated the now permanent Coalition Govern­
ment-there had been a nefarious one-way traffic of 
expensively State-educated officials 'passing', as it 
was called, into the ranks of the workers. 

Miles's duties required no special skill. Daily at ten 
the Service opened its doors to welfare-weary citizens. 
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Miles was the man who opened them, stemmed the 
too eager rush and admitted the first half-dozen; then 
he closed the doors on the waiting multitude until a 
Higher Official gave the signal for the admission of 
another batch. 

Once inside they came briefly under his charge; he 
set them in order, saw that they did not press ahead 
of their turn, and adjusted the television-set for their 
amusement. A Higher Official interviewed them, 
checked their papers and arranged for the confiscation 
of their property. Miles never passed the door through 
which they were finally one by one conducted. A faint 
whiff of cyanide sometimes gave a hint of the mys­
teries beyond. Meanwhile he swept the waiting room, 
emptied the waste-paper basket and brewed tea - a 
worker's job, for which the refinements of Mountjoy 
proved a too rich apprenticeship. 

In his hostel the same reproductions of Leger and 
Picasso as had haunted his childhood still stared down 
on him. At the cinema, to which he could afford, at 
the best, a weekly visit, the same films as he had seen 
fre~ at Orphanage, Air Force station and prison, 
flickered and drawled before him. He was a child of 
Welfare, strictly schooled to a life of boredom, but 
he had known better than this. He had known the 
tranquil melancholy of the gardens at Mountjoy. He 
had known ecstasy when the Air Force Training 
School had whirled to the stars in a typhoon of flame. 
And as he moved sluggishly between Dome and hostel 
there rang in his ears the words of the old lag: 'You 
didn't give enough trouble.' 
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Then one day, in the least expected quarter, in his 
own drab department, hope appeared. 

Miles later remembered every detail of that morn­
ing. It had started in the normal way; rather below 
normal indeed, for they were reopening after a week's 
enforced idleness. There had been a strike among the 
coal-miners and Euthanasia had been at a standstill. 
Now the necessary capitulations had been signed, the 
ovens glowed again, and the queue at the patients' 
entrance stretched halfway round the dome. Dr 
Beamish squinted at the waiting crowd through the 
periscope and said with some satisfaction: 'It will take 
months to catch up on the waiting list now. We shall 
have to start making a charge for the service. It's the 
only way to keep down the demand.' 

'The Ministry will never agree· to that, surely, sir?' 
'Damned sentimentalists. My father and mother 

hanged themselves in their own back-yard with their 
own clothes-line. Now no one will lift a finger to help 
himself. There's something wrong in the system, 
Plastic. There are still rivers to drown in, trains -
every now and then - to put your head under; gas­
fires in some of the huts. The country is full of the 
natural resources of death, but everyone has to come 
to us.' 

It was not often he spoke so frankly before his sub­
ordinates. He had overspent during the week's holiday, 
drunk too much at his hostel with other unemployed 
colleagues. Always after a strike the senior officials 
returned to work in low spirits. 

'Shall I let the first batch in, sir?' 
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'Not for the moment,' said Dr Beamish. 'There's a 

priority case to see first, sent over with a pink chit 
from Drama. She's in the private waiting-room now. 
Fetch her in.' 

Miles went to the room reserved for patients of 
importance. All one wall was of glass. Pressed to it a girl 
was standing, turned away from him, looking out at the 
glum queue below. Miles stood, the light in his eyes, 
conscious only of a shadow which stirred at the sound of 
the latch and turned, still a shadow merely but of ex­
quisite grace, to meet him. He stood at the door, 
momentarily struck silent at this blind glance of beauty. 
Then he said: 'We're quite ready for you now, miss.' 

The girl came nearer. Miles' eyes adjusted them­
selves to the light. The shadow ·took form. The full 
vision was all that the first glance had hinted; more 
than all, for every slight movement revealed perfec­
tion. One feature only broke the canon of pure b.eauty; 
a long, silken, corn-gold beard. 

She said, with a deep, sweet tone, all unlike the flat 
conventional accent of the age: 'Let it be quite under­
stood that I don't want anything done to me. I con­
sented to come here. The Director of Drama and the 
Director of Health were so pathetic about it all that 
I thought it was the least I could do. I said I was quite 
willing to hear about your service, but I do rwt want 
anything done.' 

'Better tell him inside,' said Miles. 
He led her to Dr Beamish's room. 
'Great State!' said Dr Beamish, with eyes for the 

beard alone. 
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'Yes,' she said. 'It is a shock, isn't it? I've got used 
to it by now but I can understand how people feel 
seeing it for the first time.' 

'Is it real?' 
'Pull.' 
'It is strong. Can't they do anything about it?' 
'Oh they've tried everything.' 
Dr Beamish was so deeply interested that he forgot 

Miles's presence. 'Klugmann's Operation, I suppose?' 
'Yes.' 
'It does go wrong like that every now and then. 

They had two or three cases at Cambridge.' 
'I never wanted it done. I never want anything 

done. It was the Head of the Ballet. He insists on all 
the girls being sterilized. Apparently you can never 
dance really well again after you've had a baby. And 
I did want to dance really well. Now this is what's 
happened.' 

'Yes,' said Dr Beamish. 'Yes. They're far too slap­
dash. They had to put down those girls at Cambridge, 
too. There was no cure. Well, we'll attend to you, 
young lady. Have you any arrangements to make or 
shall I take you straight away?' 

'But I don't want to be put down. I told your 
assistant here, I've simply consented to come at all, 
because the Director of Drama cried so, and he's 
rather a darling. I've not the smallest intention of 
letting you kill me.' 

While she spoke, Dr Beamish's geniality froze. He 
looked at her with hatred, not speaking. Then he 
picked up the pink form. 'Then this no longer applies?' 
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'No.' 
'Then for State's sake,' said Dr Beamish, very angry, 

'What are you wasting my time for? I've got more 
than a hundred urgent cases waiting outside and you 
come in here to tell me that the Director of Drama is 
a darling. I know the Director of Drama. We live 
side by side in the same ghastly hostel. He's a pest. 
And I'm going to write a report to the Ministry about 
this tomfoolery which will make him and the lunatic 
who thinks he can perform a Klugmann, come round 
to me begging for extermination. And then I'll put 
them at the bottom of the queue. Get her out of here, 
Plastic, and let some sane people in.' 

Miles led her into the public waiting-room. 'What 
an old beast,' she said. 'What a perfect beast. I've 
never been spoken to like that before even in the 
ballet-school. He seemed so nice at first.' 

'It's his professional feeling,' said Miles. 'He was 
naturally put out at losing such an attractive patient.' 

She smiled. Her beard was not so thick as quite to 
obscure her delicate ovoid of cheek and chin. She 
might have been peeping at him over ripe heads of 
barley. 

Her smile started in her wide grey eyes. Her lips 
under her golden moustachios were unpainted, tactile. 
A line of pale down sprang below them and ran 
through the centre of the chin, spreading and thicken-­
ing and growing richer in colour till it met the full 
flow of the whiskers, but leaving on either side, clear 
and tender, two symmetrical zones, naked and provo­
cative. So might have smiled some carefree de.aeon in_ 
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the colonnaded schools of fifth-century Alexandria and 
struck dumb the heresiarchs. 

'I think your beard is beautiful.' 
'Do you really? I can't help liking it too. I can't 

help liking anything about myself, can you?' 
'Yes. Oh, yes.' 
'That's not natural.' 
Clamour at the outer door interrupted the talk. 

Like gulls round a lighthouse the impatient victims 

kept up an irregular flap and slap on the panels. 
'We're all ready, Plastic,' said a senior official. 

'What's going on this morning?' 
What was going on? Miles could not answer. 

Turbulent sea birds seemed to be dashing themselves 

against the light in his own heart. 
'Don't go,' he said to the girl. 'Please, I shan't be 

a minute.' 
'Oh, I've nothing to take me away. My department 

all think I'm half dead by now.' 
Miles opened the door and admitted an indignant 

half-dozen. He directed them to their chairs, to the 
registry. Then he went back to the girl who had 
turned away slightly from the crowd and drawn a 
scarf peasan twise round her head, hiding her beard. 

'I still don't quite like people staring,' she said. 
'Our patients are far too busy with their own affairs 

to notice anyone else,' said Miles. 'Besides you'd have 

been stared at all right if you'd stayed on in ballet.' 
Miles adjusted the television but few eyes in the 

waiting-room glanced towards it; all were fixed on the 

registrar's table and the doors beyond. 
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'Think of them all coming here,' said the bearded 

girl. 
'We give them the best service we can,' said Miles. 
'Yes, of course, I know you do. Please don't think I 

was finding fault. I only meant, fancy wanting to die.' 
'One or two have good reasons.' 
'I suppose you would say that I had. Everyone has 

been trying to persuade me, since my operation. The 
medical officials were the worst. They're afraid they 
may get into trouble for doing it wrong. And then the 
ballet people were almost as bad. They are so keen on 
Art that they say: "You were the best of your class. 
You can never dance again. How can life be worth 
living?" What I try to explain is that it's just because 
I could dance that I know life is worth living. That's 
what Art means to me. Does that sound very silly?' 

'It sounds unorthodox.' 
'Ah, but you're not an artist.' 
'Oh, I've danced all right. Twice a week all through 

my time at the Orphanage.' 
'Therapeutic dancing?' 
'That's what they called it.' 
'But, you see, that's quite different from Art.' 
'Why?' 
'Oh,' she said with a sudden full intimacy, with 

fondness, 'Oh what a lot you don't know.' 
The dancer's name was Clara. 
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C
OURTSHIP was free and easy in this epoch 
but Miles was Clara's first lover. The strenuous 
exercises of her training, the austere standards 

of the corps-de-ballet and her devotion to her art had 
kept her body and soul unencumbered. 

For Miles, child of the State, Sex had been part of 
the curri_culum at every stage of his education; first in 
diagrams, then in demonstrations, then in application, 
he had mast~red all the antics of procreation. Love 
was a word seldom used except by politicians and by 
them •only in moments of pure fatuity. Nothing that 
he had been taught prepared him for Clara. 

Once in drama, always in drama. Clara now spent 
her days mending ballet shoes and helping neophytes 
on the wall bars. She had a cubicle in a Nissen hut 
and it was there that she and Miles spent most of their 
evenings. It was unlike anyone else's quarters in 
Satellite City. 

Two little paintings hung on the walls, unlike any 
paintings Miles had seen before, unlike anything 
approved by the Ministry of Art. One represented a 
goddess of antiquity, naked and rosy, fondlin~ a 
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peacock on a bank of flowers; the other a vast, tree­
fringed lake and a party in spreading silken clothes 
embarking in a pleasure boat under a broken arch. 
The gilt frames were much chipped but what re- . 
mained of them was elaborately foliated. 

'They're French,' said Clara. 'More than two 
hundred years old. My mother left them to me.' 

All her possessions had come from her mother, 
nearly enough of them to furnish the little room - a 
looking glass framed in porcelain flowers, a gilt, irre­
gular clock. She and Miles drank their sad, officially 
compounded coffee out of brilliant, riveted cups. 

'It reminds me of prison,' said Miles when he was 
first admitted there. 

It was the highest praise he kn~w. 
On the first evening among this delicate bric-a-brac 

his lips found the bare twin spaces of her chin. 
'I knew it would be a mistake to let the beastly 

doctor poison me,' said Clara complacently. 
Full summer came. Another moon waxed over these 

rare lovers. Once they sought coolness and secrecy 
among the high cow-parsley and willow-herb of the 
waste building sites. Clara's beard was all silvered like 
a patriarch's in the midnight radiance. 

'On such a night as this,' said Miles, supine, gazing 
into the face of the moon, 'on such a night as this I 
burned an Air force Station and half its occupants.' 

Clara sat up and began lazily smoothing her 
whiskers, then more vigorously tugged the comb 
through the thicker, tangled growth of her head, 
dragging it from her forehead; re-ordered the clothing 
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which their embraces had loosed. She was full of 

womanly content and ready to go home. But Miles, 

all male, post coitum tristis, was struck by a chill sense 

ofloss. No demonstration or exercise had prepared him 

for this strange new experience of the sudden loneliness 

that follows requited love. 
Walking home they talked casually and rather 

crossly. 
'You never go to the ballet now.' 
'No.' 
'Won't they give you seats?' 
'I suppose they would.' 
'Then why don't you go?' 
'I don't think I should like it. I see them often 

rehearsing. I don't like it.' 
'But you lived for it.' 
'Other interests now.' 
'Me?' 
'Of course.' 
'You love me more than the ballet ?' 
'I am very happy.' 
'Happier than if you were dancing?' 
'I can't tell, can I? You're all I've got now.' 
'But if you could change?' 
'I can't.' 
'If?' 
'There's no "if".' 
'Damn.' 
'Don't fret, darling. It's only the moon.' 
And they parted in silence. 
November came, a season of strikes; leisure for 



32 L O V E A M O N G T H E R U I N S 

Miles, unsought and unvalued; lonely periods when 
the ballet school worked on and the death house stood 
cold and empty. 

Clara began to complain of ill health. She was 
growing stout. 

'Just contentment,' she said at first, but the change 
worried her.' Can it be that beastly operation?' she 
asked. 'I heard the reason they put down one of the 

· Cambridge girls was that she kept growing fatter and 
fatter.' 

'She weighed nineteen stone,' said Miles. 'I know 
because Dr Beamish mentioned it. He has strong 
professional objections to the Klugmann operation.' 

'I'm go.ing to see the Director of Medicine. There's 
a new one now.' 

When she returned from her appointment, Miles, 
still left idle by the strikers, was waiting for her among 
her pictures and china. She sat beside him on the bed. 

'Let's have a drink,' she said. 
They had taken to drinking wine together, very 

rarely because of the expense. The State chose and 
named the vintage. This month the issue was 'Progress 
Port'. Clara kept it in a crimson, white-cut, Bohemian 
flagon. The glasses were modern, unbreakable and 
unsightly. 

'What did) he ·doctor say?' 
'He's very sweet.' 
'Well?' 
'Much cleverer than the one before.' 
'Did he say it was anything to do with your 

operation?' 
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'Oh, yes. Everything to do with it.' 
'Can he put you right?' 
'Yes, he thinks so.' 
'Good.' 
They drank their wine. 
'That first doctor did make a mess of the operation, 

didn't he?' 
'Such a mess. The new doctor says I'm a unique 

case. You see, I'm pregnant.' 
'Clara.' 
'Yes, it is a surprise, isn't it?' 
'This needs thinking about,' said Miles. 
He thought. 
He refilled their glasses. 
He said: 'It's hard luck on the poor little beast not 

being an Orphan. Not much opportunity for it. If 
he's a boy we must try and get him registered as a 
worker. Of course it might be a girl. Then,' brightly, 
'we could make her a dancer.' 

'Oh, don't mention dancing,' cried Clara, and 
suddenly began weeping. 'Don't speak to me of 
dancing.' 

Her tears fell fast. No tantrum this, but deep un­
controlled inconsolable sorrow. 

And next day she disappeared. 
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SANTA-CLAUS-TIDE was near. Shops were full 
of shoddy little dolls. Children in the schools 
sang old ditties about peace and goodwill. 

Strikers went back to work in order to qualify for their 
seasonal bonus. Electric bulbs were hung in the conifers 
and the furnaces in the Dome of Security roared again. 
Miles had been promoted. He now sat beside the 
assistant registrar and helped stamp and file the 
documents of the dead. It was harder work than he 
was used to and Miles was hungry for Clara's company. 
The lights were going out in the Dome and on the 
Goodwill Tree in the car park. He walked the half­
mile of hutments to Clara's quarters. Other girls were 
waiting for their consorts or setting out to find them 
in the Recreatorium, but Clara's door was locked. A 
note, pinned to it, read: Miles, Going away for a bit. C. 
Angry and puzzled he returned to his hostel. 

Clara, unlike himself, had uncles and cousins 
scattered about the country. Since her operation she 
had been shy of visiting them. Now, Miles supposed, 
she was taking cover among them. It was the manner 
of her flight, so unlike her gentle ways, that tortured 
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him. For a busy week he thought of nothing else. His 
reproaches sang in his head as the undertone to all the 
activities· of the day and at night he lay sleepless re­
peating in his mind every word spoken between them 
and every act of intimacy. 

After a week the thought of her became spasmodic 
and regular. The subject bored him unendurably. He 
strove to keep it out of his mind as a man might strive 
to control an attack of hiccups, and as impotently. 
Spasmodically, mechanically, the thought" of Clara 
returned. He timed it and found that it came every 
7½ minutes. He went to sleep thinking of her, he woke 
up thinking of her. But between times he slept. He 
consulted the departmental psychiatrist who told him 
that he was burdened by the responsibility of parent­
age. But it was not Clara the mother who haunted 
him, but Clara the betrayer. 

Next week he thought of her every twenty minutes. 
The week after that he thought of her irregularly, 
though often; only when something outside himself 
reminded him of her. He began to look at other girls 
and considered himself cured. 

He looked hard at other girls as he passed them in 
the dim corridors of the Dome and they looked boldly 
back at him. Then one of them stopped him and said: 
'I've seen you before with Clara' and at the mention 
of her name all interest in the other girl ceased in 
pain. 'I went to visit her yesterday.' 

'Where?' 
'In hospital, of course. Didn't you know?' 
'What's the matter with her?' 
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'She won't say. Nor will anyone else at the hospital. 

She's top secret. If you ask me she's been in an 
acGident and there's some politician involved. I can't 
think of any other reason for all the fuss. She's covered 
in bandages and gay as a lark.' 

Next day, December 25th, was Santa Claus Day; 
no holiday in the department of Euthanasia, which 
was an essential service. At dusk Miles walked to the 
hospital, one of the unfinished edifices, all concrete 
and steel and glass in front and a jumble of huts 
behind. The hall porter was engrossed in the tele­
vision, which was performing an old obscure folk play 
which past generations had performed on Santa Claus 
Day, and was now revived and revised as a matter of 
historical interest. 

It was of professional interest to the porter for it 
dealt with maternity services before the days of W el­
fare. He gave the number of Clara's room without 
glancing up from the strange spectacle of an ox and 
an ass, an old man with a lantern, and a young mother. 
'People here are always complaining,' he said. 'They 
ought to realize what things were like before Progress.' 

The corridors were loud with relayed music. Miles 
found the hut he sought. It was marked 'Experimental 
Surgery. Health Officers Only.' He found the cubicle. 
He found Clara sleeping, the sheet pulled up to her 
eyes, her hair loose on the pillow. She had brought 
some of her property with her. An old shawl lay 
across the bed-table. A painted fan stood against the 
television set. She awoke, her eyes full of frank welcome 
and pulled the sheet higher, speaking through it. 
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'Darling, you shouldn't have come. I was keeping it 
for a surprise.' 

Miles sat by the bed and thought of nothing to say 
except: 'How are you?' 

'Wonderful. They've taken the bandages off today. 
They won't let me have a looking glass yet but they say 
everything has been a tremendous success. I'm some­
thing very special, Miles - a new chapter in surgical 
progress.' 

'But what has happened to you. Is it something to 
do with the baby?' 

'Oh no. At least, it was. That was the first operation. 
But that's all over now.' 

'You mean our child?' 
'Yes, that had to go. I should never have been able 

to dance afterwards. I told you all ab~ut it. That was 
why I had the Klugmann operation, don't you 
remember?' 

'But you gave up dancing.' 
'That's where they've been so clever. Didn't I tell 

you about the sweet, clever new medical director? 
He's cured all that.' 

'Your dear beard.' 
'Quite gone. An operation the new director invented 

himself. It's going to be named after him or even 
perhaps after me. He's so unselfish he wants to call it 
the Clara Operation. He's taken off all the skin and 
put on a wonderful new substance, a sort of synthetic 
rubber that takes grease-paint perfectly. He says the 
colour isn't perfect but that it will never show on the 
stage. Look, feel it.' 
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She sat up in bed, joyful and proud. 
Her eyes and brow were all that was left of the loved 

face. Below it something quite inhuman, a tight, 
slippery mask, salmon pink. 

Miles stared. In the television screen by the bed 
further characters had appeared - Food Production 
Workers. They seemed to declare a sudden strike, left 
their sheep and ran off at the bidding of some kind of 
shop-steward in fantastic dress. The machine by the 
bedside broke into song, an old, forgotten ditty: 'O 
tidings of comfort and joy, comfort and joy, 0 tidings 
of comfort and joy.' 

Miles retched unobtrusively. The ghastly face re­
garded him with fondness and pride. At length the 
right words came to him; the trite, the traditional 
sentence uttered by countless lips of generations of 
baffled and impassioned Englishmen: 'I think I shall 
go for a short walk.' 

But first he walked only as far as his hostel. There 
he lay down until the moon moved to his window and 
fell across his sleepless face. Then he set out, walking 
far into the fields, out of sight of the Dome of Security, 
for two hours until the moon was near setting. 

He had travelled at random but now the white rays 
fell on a signpost and he read: 'Mountjoy !'. He strode 
on with only the stars to light his way till he came to 
the Castle gates. 

They stood open as always, gracious symbol of the 
new penology. He followed the drive. The whole 
lightless face of the old house stared at him silently, 
without rebuke. He knew now what was needed. He 
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carried in his pocket a cigarette lighter which often 
worked. It worked for him now. 

No need for oil here. The dry old silk of the 
drawing-room curtains lit · like paper. Paint and 
panelling, plaster and tapestry and gilding bowed to 
the embrace of the leaping flames. ,He stepped outside. 
Soon it was too hot on the terrace and he retreated 
further, to the marble temple at the end of the long 
walk. The murderers were leaping fro~ the first storey 
windows but the sexual offenders, trapped above, set 
up a wail of terror. He heard the chandeliers fall and 
saw the boiling lead cascading from the roof. This was 
something altogether finer than the strangulation of a 
few peacocks. He watched exultant as minute by 
minute the scene disclosed fresh wonders. Great tim­
bers crashed within; outside the lily-pond hissed with 
falling brands; a vast ceiling of smoke shut out the 
stars and under it tongues of flame floated away into 
the tree tops. 

Two hours later when the first engine arrived, the 
force of the fiery storm was already spent. Miles rose . 
from his marble throne and began the long walk 
home. But he was no longer at all fatigued. He strode 
out cheerfully with his shadow, cast by the dying 
blaze,stretching before him along the lane. 

On the main road a motorist stopped him and 
asked: 'What's that over there? A house on fire?' 

'It was,' said Miles. 'It's almost out now.' 
'Looks like a big place. Only Government property, 

I suppose?' 
'That's all,' said Miles. 
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'Well hop in if you want a lift.' 
'Thanks,' said Miles, 'I'm walking for pleasure.' 



M
ILES rose after two hours in bed. The hostel 
was alive with all the normal activity of morn­
ing. The wireless was playing; the sub-officials 

were coughing over their wash-basins; the reek of 
State sausages frying in State grease filled the asbestos 
cubicle. He was slightly stiff after his long walk and 
slightly footsore, but his mind was as calm and empty 
as the sleep from which he had awoken. The scorched­
earth policy had succeeded. He had made a desert in 
his imagination which he might call peace. Once 
before he had burned his childhood. Now his brief 
adult life lay in ashes; the enchantments that sur­
rounded Clara were one with the splendours of 
Mountjoy; her great golden beard, one with the 
tongues of flame that had leaped and expired among 
the stars; her fans and pictures and scraps of old 
embroidery, one with the gilded cornices and silk 
hangings, black, cold and sodden. He ate his sausage 
with keen appetite and went to work. 

All was quiet too at the Department of Euthanasia. 
The first announcement of the Mountjoy disaster 

had been on the early news. Its proximity to 
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Satellite City gave it a special poignancy there. 
'It is a significant phenomenon,' said Dr Beamish, 

'that any bad news has an immediate effect on our 
service. You see it whenever there is an · international 
crisis. Sometimes I think people only come to us when 
they have nothing to talk about. Have you looked at 
our queue today?' 

Miles turned to the periscope. Only one man waited 
outside, old Parsnip, a poet of the '30s who came daily 
but was usually jostled to the back of the crowd. He 
was a comic character in the department, this veteran 
poet. Twice in Miles's short term he had succeeded 
in gaining admission but on both occasions had sud­
denly taken fright and bolted. 

'It's a lucky day for Parsnip,' said Miles. 
'Yes. He deserves some luck. I knew him well once, 

him and his friend Pimpernell. New Writing, the Left 
Book Club, they were all the rage. Pimpernell was one 
of my first patients. Hand Parsnip in and we'll finish 
him off.' 

So old Parsnip was summoned and that day his 
nerve stood firm. He passed fairly calmly through the 
gas chamber on his way to rejoin Pimpernell. 

'We might as well knock off for the day,' said Dr 
Beamish. 'We shall be busy again soon when the ex­
citement dies down.' 

But the politicians seemed determined to keep the 
excitement up. All the normal features of television 
were interrupted and curtailed to give place to Mo~t­
joy. Survivors appeared on the screen, among them 
Soapy who described how long practice as a cat 
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burglar had enabled him to escape. Mr Sweat, he 
remarked with respect, had got clear away. The ruins 
were surveyed by the apparatus. A sexual maniac with 
broken legs gave audience from his hospital bed. The 
Minister of Welfare, it was announced, would make a 
special appearance that evening to comment on the 
disaster. 

Miles dozed intermittently beside the hostel set and 
at dusk rose, still calm and free; so purged of emotion 
that he made his way once more to the hospital and 
called on Clara. 

She had spent the afternoon with looking-glass and 
make-up box. The new substance of her face fulfilled 
all the surgeon's promises. It took paint to perfection. 
Clara had given herself a full mas~ as though for the 
lights of the stage; an even creamy white with sudden 
high spots of crimson on the cheek bones, huge hard 
crimson lips, eye brows extended and turned up cat­
wise, the eyes shaded all round with ultramarine and 
dotted at the corners with crimson. 

'You're the first to see me,' she said. 'I was half­
afraid you wouldn't come. You seemed cross yester­
day.' 

'I wan_ted to see the television,' said Miles. 'It's so 
crowded at the hostel.' 

'So dull today. Nothing except this prison that has 
been burned down.' 

'I was there mysel£ Don't you remember? I often 
talked of it.' 

'Did you, Miles? Perhaps so. I've such a bad mem­
ory for things that don't concern me. Do you really 
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want to hear the Minister? I t would be much cosier 
to talk.' 

'It's him I've come for.' 
And presently the Minister appeared, open-necked 

as always but without his usual smile; grave to the 
verge of tears. He spoke for twenty minutes. ' ... The 
great experiment must go on ... the martyrs of mal­
adjustment shall not have died in vain ... A greater, 
new Mountjoy shallJ ise from the ashes of the old ... ' 
Eventually tears ___ came - real tears for he held an 
invisible ... onion - and trickled down his cheeks. So the 
speech ended. 

'That's all I came for,' said Miles, and left Clara to 
her cocoa-butter and face-towel. 

Next day all the organs of public information were 
still piping the theme of Mountjoy. Two or three 
patients, already bored with the entertainment, 
presented themselves for extermination and were 
happily despatched. Then a message came from the 
Regional Director, official-in-chief of Satellite City. 
He required the immediate presence of Miles in his 
office. 

'I have a move order for you, Mr Plastic. You are to 
report to the Ministers of Welfare and Rest and Cul­
ture. You will be issued with a Grade A hat, umbrella 
and brief case for the journey. My congratulations.' 

Equipped with these insignia of sudden, dizzy pro­
motion, Miles travelled to the capital leaving behind 
a domeful of sub-officials chattering with envy. 

At the terminus an officia~ met him. Together in an 
official car they drove to Whitehall. 



48 LO V E AM O N G TH E RUI N S 

'Let me carry your brief -case, Mr Plastic.' 
'There's nothing in it.' 
Miles's escort laughed obsequiously at this risque 

joke. 
At the Ministry the lifts were in working order. It 

was a new and alarming experience to enter the little 
cage and rise to the top of the great building. 

'Do they always work here?' 
'Not always, but very very often.' 
Miles realised that he was indeed at the heart of 

thin,gs. 
'Wait here. I will call you when the l\iinisters are 

ready.' 
Miles looked from the waiting-room window at the 

slow streams of traffic. Just below him stood a strange, 
purposeless obstruction of stone. A very old man, 
walking by, removed his hat to it as though saluting 
an acquaintance. Why? Miles wondered. Then he 
was summoned to the politicians. 

They were alone in their office save for a gruesome 
young woman. The Minister of Rest and Culture said: 
'Ease your feet, lad' and indicated a large leatherette 
armchair. 

'Not such a happy occasion, alas, as our last 
meeting,' said the Minister of Welfare. 

'Oh, I don't know,' said Miles. He was enjoying the 
~~~ . 

'The tragedy at Mountjoy . Castle was a grievous 
loss to the cause of penology.' 

'But the great work of Rehabilitation will continue,' 
said the gruesome young woman. 
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'A greater Mountjoy will arise from the ashes,' said 
the Minister. 

'Those noble criminal lives have not been lost in 
vain.' 

'Their memory will inspire us.' 
'Yes,' said Miles. 'I heard the broadcast.' 
'Exactly,' said the Minister. 'Precisely. Then you 

appreciate, perhaps, what a change the occurrence 
makes in your own position. From being, as we hoped, 
the first of a continuous series of successes, you are our 
only one. It would not be too much to say that the 
whole future of penology is in your hands. The des­
truction of Mountjoy Castle by itself was merely a 
set-back. A sad one, of course, but something which 
might be described as the growing pains of a great 
movement. But there is a darker side. I told you, I 
think, that our great experiment had been made only 
against considerable opposition. Now - I speak con­
fidentially - that opposition has become vocal and 
unscrupulous. There is, in fact, a whispering cam­
paign that the fire was no accident but the act of one 
of the very men whom we were seeking to serve. That 
campaign must be scotched.' 

'They can't do us down as easy as they think,' said 
the Minister of Rest and Culture. 'Us old dogs know 
a trick or two.' 

'Exactly. Counter-propaganda. You are our Exhibit 
A. The irrefutable evidence of the triumph of our 
system. We are going to send you up and down the 
country to lecture. My colleagues have already written 
your speech. You will be accompanied by Miss Flower 
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here, who will show and explain the model of the new 
Mountjoy. Perhaps you will care to see it yourself. 
Miss Flower, the model please.' 

All the time they were speaking Miles had been 
aware of a bulky, sheeted object on a table in the 
window. Miss Flower now unveiled it. Miles gazed in 
awe. 

The object displayed was a familiar, standard 
packing-case, set on end. 

'A rush job,' said the Minister of Welfare. 'You 
will be provided with something more elaborate for 
your t~ur.' 

Miles gazed at the box. 
It fitted. It fell into place precisely in the void of his 

mind, satisfying all the needs for which his education 
had prepared him. The conditioned personality re­
cognized its proper pre-ordained environment. All 
else was insubstantial; the gardens of Mountjoy, 
Clara's cracked Crown Derby and her enveloping 
beard were trophies of a fading dream. 

The Modern Man was home. 
'There is one further point,' continued the Minister 

of Welfare. 'A domestic one but not as irrelevant as it 
may seem. Have you by any chance formed an attach­
ment in Satellite City? Your dossier suggests that you 
have.' 

'Any woman trouble?' explained the Minister of 
Rest and Culture. 

'Oh, yes,' said Miles. 'Great trouble. But thatis over.' 
'You see, perfect rehabilitation, complete citizen­

ship should include marriage.' 

of 
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'It has not,' said Miles. 
'That should be rectified.' 
'Folks like a bloke to be spliced,' said the Minister 

of Rest and Culture. 'With a couple of kids.' 
'There is hardly time for them,' said the Minister 

of Welfare. 'But we think that psychologically you 
will have more appeal if you have a wife by your side. 
Miss Flower here has every qualification.' 

'Looks are only skin deep, lad,' said the Minister of 
Rest and Culture. 

'So if you have no preferable alternative to 
offer ... ?' 

'None,' said Miles. 
'Spoken like an Orphan. I see a splendid career 

ahead of the pair of you.' 
'When can we get divorced ?' 
'Come, come, Plastic. You mustn't look too far 

ahead. First things first. You have already obtained 
the necessary leave from your Director, Miss Flower?' 

'Yes, Minister.' 
'Then off you both go. And State be with you.' 
In perfect peace of heart Miles followed Miss Flower 

to the Registrar's office. 
Then the mood veered. 
Miles felt ill at ease during the ceremony and 

fidgeted with something small and hard which he 
found in his pocket. It proved to be his cigarette­
lighter, a most uncertain apparatus. He pressed the 
catch and instantly, surprisingly there burst out a tiny 
flame-gemlike, hymeneal, auspicious. 
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