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Aby Love! Could thou and I with Fate conspire 
To grasp this sorry Scheme of Things entirey 
Would not we shatter it to bits . . . and then 
Re-mould it nearer to the Hearths Desire! 

Omar Kliayyain 





Prolog ue 

I AST night I dreamed I was back at Green-
J woods. But somehow it wasn't the same 

Greenwoods I had known. It was miraculously 
changed—a world—not just a place where people 
went for a vacation. And yet, curiously enough, 
it was still Greenwoods! 

Yes, there were the grand mountains of blue, 
fringed with gold, and all about me, the pictures-
que countryside, the fascinating tree-lined wind-
ing paths, the wooded hills, the unforgettable 
beauty of flowers and ferns. Hans Heysen gums 
towering over the lacy foliage of the willows, 
cattle browsing in the fields. Cuddlesome baby 
lambs meandering on the grassy slopes; and 
above me, a sky of intense blue with patches of 
soft white clouds that looked like the fairy floss 



we used to buy when we were young. All this, 

and sunlight clasping the earth. Only the faint 

rustle of leaves and the songs of the birds broke 

the golden noonday hush of this beautiful world, 

my Greenwoods. 
I turned a corner. A man was coming 

towards me. He might have been ten or fifteen 
years my senior, but to me it seemed that he was 
not any age at all. I was conscious only of the 
fact that he was a man, and the very spirit of 
him seemed ageless. As we came face to face 
he spoke. 

knew you were coming," he said, with a 

half smile. 
*^Knew I was coming?" I murmured, with a 

calm that surprised me. don't understand. 
Where am I ? " 

* W h e r e almost every human being wants to 
be," he answered, in a tone that made you feel 
he really knew. 

**But where's that? I mean, are we the only 
people here?" 

indeed. Walk to the end of this road 
with me, then you shall see. Come," he said, 
taking my hand. 

I walked beside him, glorying in the beauty 
of it all. a delightful road, isn't it? And 
the river down there — it looks like a long strip 



of blue mirror made to hold the image of the 
trees." 

''Yes," he replied softly. ^^You'll find beauty 
everywhere here. Ugliness is man-made. God 
never intended it.'^ 

The next moment I was bewildered at what 
I beheld. ''Oh look —look," I cried, 'Vho 
are those people over there. What are 
they doing?" I searched his face to see if he 
too was amazed, but there was no trace of sur-
prise written there. 

Quietly he said: ''They're just people my 
dear—people like ourselves." 

'Tike us — you mean — Australians?" 
He laughed. A kindly laugh. "Good gracious, 

no!" he said, 'T didn't mean that!" 
"But there seem to be hundreds — thousands 

—." I stopped, and looked again to make 
certain that my eyes were seeing aright. "Why 
there must be millions of them," I went on, "and 
yet there appears to be an infinitude of space." 

"You are right. There are millions. They 
are the peoples of the world from which you 
came." 

"You mean that in this vast concourse there 
are peoples from all the nations of the earth?" 

"Exactly." 
"But I still don't understand. Is everybody 



here?'' 
Not everybody. There are still a 

few who do not yearn for such a realm as this." 
''Whom do you mean?" 
His fine face clouded. He was silent for a 

moment. Then he said: ' 'I speak of those who 
make wars. Those who bring tears, sorrow, 
death and destruction to mankind." 

He pulled a small branch from the tree under 
which we were standing, and began plucking 
the leaves from it. Now there was a sadness in 
his clear grey eyes. Slowly he spoke again. 
"Remember," he said thoughtfully, "those who 
make wars are not the only ones absent to-day. 
The selfish, greedy, unthinking materialists who 
wear out their bodies and souls clamouring for 
something which cannot be bought with money— 
they are not here either. What is their reward 
for lives exhausted in the pursuit of superficiali-
ties? Some material comforts perhaps, but 
few, if any, of the elements which are essential 
to happiness." 

He walked a little way, then turned around 
and beckoned me, saying: "Come with me." I 
followed him meekly, gratefully accepting the 
aid he offered, for the road climbed steeply, and 
I could not have reached the summit of the hill 
alone. 



One 
I. 

' ' \ OW tell me, what you see my dear," he 
__ 1 asked, his eyes shining. I sensed a deep 

undercurrent of happiness in his voice, as he 
waited for my reply. 

For a moment I was speechless. Before me 
lay a wondrous new world. '^Speak," he urged. 
I stood there dazed, marvelling at this new 
miracle, a universe veiled in the radiance of 
abiding peace. 

Then, as though talking not to him, but to 
myself, I began excitedly: see a world basking 
in the sunshine of security and peace. I see 
Industries and Governments operating in har-
mony, because those in control and who 
constitute these facets of human existence cherish 
the same ideals, the same desires as their fellow 
beings." 



see men and women working and living hap-
pily. I see less machinery, and the people seem to 
have achieved that ideal state of working both with 
their hands and brains. They're not rushing 
about in feverish haste. They're living quietly, 
simply, as though they really loved every minute 
of it, as if life were no longer a futile thing to be 
endured, but an adventure to be enjoyed to the 
full. Oh, the magic of it. No wars! No 
black-outs, no ' terrifying wails of sirens, no 
bombs, guns, tanks, no death raining in a mad 
fury from the skies, no cruel concentration 
camps filled with the starved and broken husks 
of innocent humanity" — I paused. Again the 
thought flashed through my mind. Was it true 
that I was actually seeing a world at peace? 

The man beside me placed his hand on my 
shoulder. '^You are pleased with what you see?" 
he enquired, and as I looked at him I knew that 
he had been conscious of my thoughts. Yes, he 
knew why I had suddenly stopped speaking. 
Doubt had crept into my mind. A world at 
peace? For how long? Was it possible that 
a world could know deep lasting peace for all 
time? I remembered what Aldous Huxley had 
said of peace. peace there is unity. Unity 
with other lives. Unity with all being. For 
beneath all being, beneath the countless identical 
•"Eyeless in Gaza." 



and separate patterns, beneath the attractions 
and repulsions, lies peace. The same peace as 
underlies the frenzy of the mind. Dark peace, 
immeasurably deep. Peace from pride and 
hatred and anger, peace from cravings and aver-
sions, peace from all the separating frenzies. 
Peace through liberation, for peace is achieved 
by freedom. Freedom, and at the same time 
truth." 

But there was no hint of doubt in the eyes 
of him who stood at my side. 

'^Have no fear," he said, is, and always will 
be, at peace as you see it now, for the people 
will keep it that way. They are no longer in 
the wilderness of civilisation. Orthodoxy no 
longer has them in its grip. Mass-production 
methods no longer blind them to the real light 
which is in themselves, and which springs from 
the source of all life, the Infinite." 

' 'You make everything so easy for me. Now 
Fm convinced that what I see is true," I told him 
gratefully. 

' 'And the houses they live in — look" — he 
pointed to the right of me. As far as the eye 
could see were pleasant vistas where charming, 
yet simple homes proclaimed the individual tastes 
of those who dwelt therein. Gone forever, were 
the frowning bastions of steel and concrete which 



were so much a part of the wor ld I had lef t 
behind. 

' ' I can scarcely believe i t , " I exclaimed 
joyously. wor ld where each man has his 
own l i t t le house. N o flats, no sky-scraper apart-
ment buildings, no slums, no overcrowding any-
where, no pu t t ing up wi th other people's noise, 
no dark, dank rooms. Just lovely, br ight houses, 
flooded wi th sunshine and fresh sweet air. Homes 
where chi ldren have their chance to grow up 
healthy in body and mind, where each man has 
space to stretch his l imbs and " 

you really l ike i t ? " my companion asked, 
knowing f u l l well what my answer must be. 

' 'L ike it? W h y it 's wonderfu l . Every th ing 
I see is as real and clear, as t ru th i tsel f . " 

' 'That 's how l i fe should be," he said. 
"Yes, I know. But everything seems so 

simple and " 
" Y o u are quite r igh t , " he answered, " th is is 

the land of s impl ic i ty ." 
"There 's so much beauty everywhere it almost 

hur ts , " I said, my heart b r imming over wi th 
elation. T h e n suddenly I remembered a ques-
t ion I had meant to ask: " W h y is it called 
Greenwoods?" 

"Each man has his own name fo r i t , my dear. 
I t ' s Greenwoods fo r you , " he said, "because 
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once you stayed at a place you loved called by 
that very name." 

"Yes I did, but 
"And at Greenwoods you had a glimpse of 

the things that were nearest your heart, didn't 
you? Until then, you hadn't thought it possible 
to find them?" 

"No, that's true. At least I had begun to 
believe that it was hopeless to expect to find 
them in our modern world." 

"Greenwoods," he continued, "was only a 
symbol to you. It stood for the way you felt 
life should be lived, regardless of birth, sphere 
or country. There you saw in practice the only 
great and wholly satisfying design for living— 
the pattern of simplicity. Here were no new-
fangled theories, you said to yourself, on 'How-
to-be-Happy,' or *How-to-find-Peace,' wrapped 
in a jargon removed from reality." 

''How can you know all this?" I asked. 
"It is easy. To-day you are seeing the 

dream world that lives in the hearts of men. A 
world where the true art of living—that of a 
simple enjoyment of life — has been perfected." 

"Yes, oh yes," I murmured. 
"Here," he said, "people have time to be 

themselves and are unafraid of being natural. 
They have time to work, to play, to love. They 



have time to live! They are not forced to 
clutter their lives with inessentials and false 
values. No, each man has a purpose — a sound 
constructive purpose. H e is doing the job 
for which he is best fitted, without regard to 
racial origin. This world before your eyes is a 
place where there are no commercial friendships, 
no hypocrisies, no mad obsessions for material 
gain, because its people are not possessed by the 
mania for owning things — but, my dear, why 
are you smiling?" 

'T used to think I was stupid and different 
from others because I valued simple things so 
highly.'' 

^'Surely you see now that you were right after 
all?'' 

«Yes —yes I do." 
'^Christ was a simple man, remember." 
'Yes," I answered quietly. tr 

II. 

A minute passed or was it an hour? My 
whole being was flooded with a great content 
beyond all sense of time. Then, his voice 
again: "You were tired and worn when you 



discovered Greenwoods. You were utterly 
sickened by the ever-increasing artificialities of 
life. There was no tranquility anywhere, and 
you felt that death must be the only escape. 
But even death held no promise of certain, unin-
terrupted peace." 

' 'And it was just when your mind had reached 
its highest pitch of turbulence, and when your 
body ached and cried out for the rest which exist-
ing conditions and your mind denied it, that you 
found respite." 

"Yes," I repeated, ' 'I found respite when I 
found Greenwoods." 

In recollection I was back again in that quiet, 
dignified home with its harmonious furnishings. 
Everywhere beauty — a chair, a curtain, a cup 
and saucer, yellow jonquils in a mist-blue bowl. 
It was not luxury as some interpret the word. 
But luxury is not always a matter of how much 
has been spent. Luxury rests with the individual, 
depending entirely on one's sense of values, 
based on past experiences and observations. 
The quality of perfect taste which appears to be 
innate in some people, produces an effect of 
luxury, by no means dependent on money for 
the pleasure it affords in the eyes of the beholder. 

The interior of Greenwoods was but the 
material expression of the people whose home it 



was. Intelligent, simple, sincere, down-to-earth, 

they were a family of whom somebody once 

said, '^Remarkable, aren't they — the way they 

love each o t h e r a n d l i v e t o g e t h e r so 

harmoniously?" 

A n d it was true. They were remarkable in 

a world where so few families were happily 

united. T o watch them dining together, or at 

the fireside in the evenings, made you feel that 

there dwelt goodness itself. These people are 

real, you thought. They don't need organised 

pleasure to keep them happy. They're content 

with just being themselves. O f course, they 

have their problems like all human beings, 

but the core of their life is right and that's all 

that really counts. Conversation with them was 

as refreshing as the sight of the ocean on a 

blazing summer's day. They were not the only 

real people I had ever met, but they were the 

first I had known who were completely happy. 

A touch awakened me from my reverie. It was 

my companion: There is more I wish you to 

see," he said gently, ''let us be on our way." 



T WO 

L EISURELY we left the hilltop and he led 
J me to a wide peaceful street where the 

houses nestled among camphor laurels far back 
from the road. We stopped outside a small 
cream cottage with a scarlet front door. 

Deep purple and burgundy cinerarias bor-
dered the flagged path. Delicate wisteria hung 
in soft mauve clusters over the rustic pergola. 
What an enchanting sanctuary it was, I thought. 

in," said the voice at my side. '^Visit the 
one who is living there for to-day. I shall wait 
for you here by the gate." 

I did not hesitate to do his bidding. Happily 
I sped up the path and lifted the little wrought-
iron knocker. But there was no need for me 
to knock. As though my visit had been 



expected, the door opened at once, and there 
stood Margaret Richworthy, a wealthy young 
widow whom I knew slightly. 

''Come in my dear," she said, in what didn't 
seem to be her voice at all. At least, it was 
not the voice to which I had been accustomed. 
She began talking before I had a chance 
to express my astonishment. ''You are sur-
prised to see me here?" she asked as I followed 
her into the lounge-room. How different from 
the over-furnished, ostentatious houses Margaret 
had always lived in, but how much more pleasing 
and comfortable and restful. 

"I saw the look of amazement on your face 
as I opened the door," she was saying. "But 
that's because you've never really known me. 
Here I am absolutely myself — the way I've 
always yearned to be, yet never dared. Oh, what 
a relief it is to be oneself, isn't it?" 

"Yes Margaret," I stammered, "but you — I 
mean — you always seemed to love the other 
sort of life " 

"You mean all that false, stupid way of living? 
Not really my dear, not really. Those cocktail 
parties I used to give and go to — those hideous 
wasted hours when I imagined it was the fashion-
able thing to gather together a lot of people who 
scarcely knew each other, listening to their forced 



gaiety, their pitiful efforts at making bright 
conversation. Oh yes, I know I thought it was 
smart, dashing from one to the other, hearing 
them trot out the usual stock phrases . . . 
^Having a perfectly marvellous time darling 
. . . . . . 'Grand fun, Margaret, my sweet' . . . 
'̂ What too, too divine daisies over there. '" 

' 'And when they'd all gone — how did I feel? 
How did they feel, if they bothered to feel or 
think about it at all?" 

"I'll tell you what I felt my dear, and it's what 
they felt too, only not one of us had the courage 
to admit it then. They came to my wretched 
parties because they believed it was the modern 
thing to do. They didn't get any more fun out 
of pretending to enjoy themselves than I did. 
And when it was their turn to reciprocate they 
did so in a similar fashion, not because it gave 
them any real pleasure, but for the reason that 
it was expected of them." 

"And so it continued. In every phase of 
our existence we kept up a ridiculous futile pre-
tence. We strained and fretted and wore our 
nerves to shreds in a pathetic effort to maintain 
an 'accepted' standard. Now, we're all here 
to-day, and what a grand old laugh at ourselves 
we've just had. What fools we've been. Slaves 
to so-called modernity!" 



Th ree 

I. 

r 11HEN, as things so often happen in dreams, 
I I was mysteriously transported from 

Margaret Richworthy. All at once I found 
myself halfway down her garden path, on my 
way to meet him at the gate. Suddenly, on a 
thread of silver sound I heard these words; 

*'^Could we but draw back the curtain 
That surrounds each other's lives, 
See the unmasked heart and spirit. 
Know what cause to action drives" . . . 

The voice that spoke floated away as quickly 
as it had come, vanishing like an evanescent 
phrase of music. I was beside him once more, 
and he was telling me that I must visit the house 
next door. 

"•Author unknown. 



In this second house, as delightful in its 
simplicity and charm as Margaret Richworthy's, 
I was overjoyed to meet two who were my 
friends — Hans Feder and his wife, Mitzi. 

' 'Hello, hello, hello," they said enthusiastically, 
''come in please, come in." 

"It's wonderful to see you both here and so 
happy," I said, remembering what a hell Hitler 
had made of their young lives in that "other" 
world, now, seemingly so far away. 

Hans and his wife were Austrian Jews, who 
had been forced to flee from Germany 
and take refuge in another country. Mitzi's 
father was in a concentration camp. Her old 
mother had refused to take her last chance of 
freedom by accompanying Mitzi and her hus-
band. She wanted to be near "poor dear Papa" 
until the end, whatever that might be. "My life 
is finished," she told them, "my heart is already 
broken, but you are young. You must go — 
now — before it is too late." 

With no money worth speaking of, and with 
heavy hearts they arrived in America. An uncle 
of Mitzi's had, by devious means, managed to 
finance their trip. But, although this kind man 
paid their passages across the Atlantic, he was in 
no position to render them further financial aid. 

Hans, a clever musician and composer, was 



unable to find work in New York. Competition 
was extremely keen, and the influx of so many 
refugees into the country made it more difficult 
to secure even a few engagements, but Mitzi 
found a job as a waitress which brought them 
in a few paltry dollars each week. 

After eking out a miserable, friendless exist-
ence for five months, opportunity, in the person 
of a Continental band leader, knocked at their 
door. Hans joined the band and travelled with 
it to New Zealand. 

For a while it seemed as though they were on 
the road to a secure and happier life, but 
privation and worry had taken toll of Mitzi's 
health. Her heart, the doctors warned Hans, 
was weak. She needed rest and freedom from 
worry. 

II. 

Now that they were in New Zealand, Mitzi 
thought, everything was going to be all right. 
They were renting a little house, and they had 
sufficient money to buy all the food they wanted, 
and pay their weekly bills. She would get 
well again with rest and nourishment, and the 



reassuring knowledge that Hans had a regular 
income. 

That was in January 1939. A brand New 
Year, Mitzi kept telling Hans. A New Year, yes, 
but it was also the commencement of another 
year of international tension . . . the sinister 
spectre of a European war looming on the hori-
zon . . . ultimatums . . . *'crisis" weeks . . . fear 
. . . dread. 

Came Autumn, Winter, and the heralding 
of Spring. Hitler again. More weeks of crisis. 
Hans and Mitzi feverishly scanning the head-
lines. War drawing nearer every day. 

September the third ! Hans and Mitzi at 
home sitting anxiously by the radio. Although 
it was far beyond the hour of their evening meal, 
neither had eaten nor even thought of food. 
Then — that inexorable B.B.C. broadcast, and 
Mr. Chamberlain's proclamation: "A state of War 
exists between Britain and Germany." 

"Do you hear that Hans ? War ! War ! It 
has come." Mitzi's face was deathly white. 
Hans did not speak. That which the world had 
dreaded had indeed come to pass. War ! Men 
slaughtered, wounded, crippled. Hearts broken, 
lives broken. Humanity's plans for a sane and 
happy existence smashed into infinitesimal pieces. 
Oh, the futility of living in this crazy twentieth 



century ! 
'^Mitzi," Hans said, after a while, ''Mitzi, my 

dear, now comes the trouble. We are aliens 
here. They shall take me away — perhaps — 
to-night. Mitzi, my little love, don't cry, ah 
don't cry my darling one . . ." 

*'But they can't do that Hans ! You are not 
a Nazi — you are not a spy — you hate Hitler 
as much as I do — as everyone does. Oh Hans, 
what will happen to me if they take you away? 
Who would give me work — the wife of an 
alien ?" 

'^Tears ! You must not let them spoil your 
pretty eyes, my liebchen. Here, don't cry — 
please — maybe I do not go after all, yes ? But 
if I do, it will not be for long. Be brave, Mitzi. 
All countries intern aliens when war comes. It 
is the law — don't you see — and we have to 
respect authority, of course." 

III. 

They came for Hans in the early hours of 
that very next morning. A paralysing fear leapt 
into Mitzi's heart as she heard their knock. 
Where were they taking her Hans ? Why were 



they taking him ? How long would it be before 
he would be free again ? Not, oh not, dear God 
in heaven, until the war was ended surely. That 
might be years. Years ! Her poor darling Hans. 
Would they look after him, or would he be 
cruelly treated and thrown into an awful camp 
like no, only Hitler did things like that. 
Hans would be safe. Yes, of course. They 
were not in Germany now. They were in a 
free, sane country. Hans would have his chance 
to prove his loyalty to the land which had yielded 
them refuge. And what of herself ? She 
couldn't go on living in their little house. That 
would use up the few pounds they had managed 
to save. Where could she go ? To whom, for 
help, advice ? To Stefan, the leader of the 
band, Hans's employer ? To the other members 
of the band ? 

No. Of course not. How stupid of her. 
All these men, like Hans, would be interned, too. 
Worse still, not one of them was married. There 
would be no women from whom she could seek 
assistance. 

Thus, her brain reeling, and every nerve in 
her body trembling with shock and the terrible 
uncertainty of the future, she sat on the edge of 
the bed where she and Hans had, a few hours 
before, lain in each others arms. Only by re-



peating to herself the words: ' 'Hans is a good 
man. Hans will come back soon. Perhaps they 
will let him come to-morrow — yes, to-morrow," 
did she find it possible to combat besieging 
anguish. 

IV. 

Hans was interned for nearly four months. 
His papers had not been in order, otherwise he 
would have been released sooner. To Mitzi 
those four months had seemed a lifetime of 
loneliness, anxiety and exhaustion. With her 
usual fortitude she had tramped to and from 
employment agencies until finally she obtained 
a position in a large guest-house — washing 
floors and dishes! Work will keep me from 
worrying, she thought. But how weary she was 
at the end of each long day of scrubbing, of 
everlastingly washing and drying those mountains 
of greasy dishes. Still, it meant that she was 
no longer making inroads on their meagre 
savings. She was supporting herself, and 
when Hans came back again, why they would 
have those few pounds with which to commence 
life anew. 

She lived now in a tiny back room in a mean 



and dingy street. She had been there only three 
days, when, on her way home one evening she 
noticed that a shaggy, ill-fed puppy was follow-
ing her, its short, uncertain legs wobbly with 
tiredness. She stopped. The little dog stopped 
also, looking up with a woe-begone expression 
and eyes that seemed to say '^I'm lonely too — 
can't I come with you?" His appeal was too 
much for Mitzi. Gathering him up in her arms 
she whispered; '^Yes, I will take you home little 
doggie. You will take care of me, and I will 
take care of you, see ? But what am I going 
to call you ? I know. I know. I had a little 
dog once — in Austria when I was a little girl 
— his name was Johnnie. That is good. Johnnie 
I will call you. Yes, Johnnie. Ah, I see you like 
Johnnie for a name, yes ? The dog pricked up 
his ears in a most amusing manner. It is settled, 
Mitzi thought, his name shall be Johnnie ! 

Dear Johnnie. How knowing, how under-
standing he had seemed to be that night as she 
smuggled him into her little room saying: *^You 
must be a very good little doggie, remember. 
You must not bark — no, not at all, for what 
might the landlady say 

Fortunately, when next day Mitzi asked her 
permission to keep Johnnie, the landlady was 
most kind. Yes, Mrs. Feder could keep the 



little pup. It wasn't a general rule, of course, 
but perhaps he would not be any trouble, and 
he might help to keep the rats away when he 
grew bigger and stronger ! Mitzi was delighted. 
In the weeks that followed, Johnnie proved to 
be her one friend and comforter. On her day 
off each week she took him for a long walk. 
She sometimes wondered whose was the greatest 
pleasure on these occasions — her's or Johnny's. 

V. 

A few days after Hans' release Mitzi developed 
pneumonia. It took all their savings to restore 
her to health again. ''She must not work for at 
least six months," the Doctor told Hans. 

She must not work. No, of course she must 
not work. She should never have had to work, 
my poor little Mitzi, he thought. 

He brought her from the hospital to a small, 
shabbily furnished bedsitting room which he had 
rented for them with one of the last two pounds 
they possessed. 'Tlease don't worry, my Mitzi," 
Hans said, ''all will come right. I will get some 
work soon, maybe to-morrow — you see." 

But Hans was not successful in obtaining 
employment. Soon they were in debt. They 
hadn't paid their rent for two weeks. "It is 



awful Hans — what are we going to do?" Mitzi 
asked, still pitifully weak from her illness. 

' 'Here," he said, at the same time calling the 
little dog from its basket in a corner of the 
room. ''It is a beautiful day. Why not take 
Johnnie for a walk, and try to forget our 
troubles?" 

When she had gone Hans sat down and 
endeavoured to think of a way out of their 
difficulties. It was bad enough, he thought, 
being a foreigner in a time of peace, but a 
thousand times worse with a war on. Many 
people were kind of course. They made you 
promises which, no doubt, they hoped to keep. 
Even to-day someone had said, ''Come back in 
three weeks and we'll give you work then, per-
haps." But three weeks was so far away. He 
and Mitzi couldn't stop living until the time had 
elapsed. And there were people who were not 
so kind. The ones who referred to you con-
temptuously, as a "bloody refugee." You found 
creatures like that in every country. It was only 
human nature, but it hurt just the same, when 
you were penniless and didn't know which way 
to turn. He thought: If I do not get work soon 
I do not know what will happen. Mitzi needs 
good food. She is not getting it. She is worry-
ing her heart out too. All the time she is afraid, 



every day more afraid, of what the outcome of 
this will be. I've tried to enlist, but that is not 
possible. I understand why, but I wish I could. 
And in my profession, composing music or 
arranging orchestrations, radio is the biggest 
field to-day. But what happens ? I cannot get 
any work there, because I am an alien and the 
authorities must be careful. They are justified 
in adopting such a precautionary attitude. I see 
their point of view. For all they know, I might 
be a spy. I might be writing code messages to 
the enemy in m,y music. They cannot afford to 
take the risk of employing such people, however 
talented. Wherever I go, the arm of Hitler 
seems to reach out and prevent me from earning 
a living. When is it all going to end — when, 
when, WHEN! 

His head sank forward on to the table. He 
was numb with exhaustion. Presently he slept, 
a queer fitful sleep out of which he wakened to 
find Johnnie licking his hand, and Mitzi cutting 
up the remnants of a piece of liver-wurst for 
their evening meal. 

VI. 

Next day, he went out, as usual, in search of 
work. In the afternoon Mitzi was preparing for 
her walk with Johnnie. She looked at the old 



leash which Mrs. Gabin, the landlady, had given 
her. It's worn out, she thought. She searched 
in her purse and counted her last few shillings. 
Almost three. Oh Johnnie, I would spend it 
on you, Johnnie boy. I would buy you a new 
leash because you deserve one so very much. 
But I dare not Johnnie. This is all the 
money I have in the world, and your master 
— he has not any more either. And, we owe 
money Johnnie. But, never fear, Mrs. Gabin, 
she is kind, she will keep on giving us 
food for you every day as she has been doing 
all these weeks. Oh my Johnnie, my Johnnie. 
Mitzi hugged the dog, adjusted the leash, and 
the pair went out. 

That night when Hans came home, he found 
her crying bitterly. * What is it, my darling ? 
Are you ill ? We must get a doctor — Mitzi 
— speak to me —" 

Between sobs she told him. ^'Johnnie — he 
was killed — run over by a car this afternoon — 
the old leash — it broke — Hans — our Johnnie 
— he ran across the road and —" Hans put 
his arm about her tenderly. He could not speak. 
He could not promise her another dog. He had 
not got so much as a hope of work that after-
noon. He was helpless. And now the only 
little happiness in Mitzi's life had been taken 



from her. 
''Hitler killed our Johnnie - - H i t l e r killed 

him — yes he did — he's robbed us of every-
thing — perhaps he is satisfied now - - o h 
Hans . . 

He knew what she meant. He felt like that 
too. To think that the happiness of their lives 
had been reduced to one little dog! Now, he 
was gone too. 

Hans walked to the window and looked across 
the street. There he could see the grocer, Sandy 
Ferguson, standing outside his shop talking 
brightly with a customer. 

"Sandy Ferguson," murmured Hans, as he 
stood gazing vacantly out of the window, ''thank 
the Almighty that you were not born a Jew. 
Thank Him that you were not persecuted, 
hounded from one country to another because 
of your birth. Our people everywhere are 
dying of heartbreak, cruelty and starvation. 
They're committing suicide by the thousand. 
There seems to be no place on earth for the 
Jews. Always we are interlopers. And why ? 
Because of continued persecution through the 
ages, because he has always had to fight, in some 
way or other, for his very existence, the Jew has 
been forced to excel. But, ironically, his life is 
a vicious circle. Those who give him no other 



choice but to develop his faculties to such an 
extent that success is inevitable, turn on him, 
bitterly resenting his ascendancy. But think back 
a little Sandy Ferguson, think of what Jewry has 
contributed to the world. Art, science, literature, 
politics, music, and particularly medicine, are all 
the richer for the genius of the Jew. I tell you 
Sandy Ferguson, Jews are ordinary human 
beings, just like yourself and your family. All 
we want is the right to live without being branded 
because of racial prejudice. That's all we want. 
All.'' 

VII. 

Yes it was true, I thought, as I stood facing 
Hans and Mitzi, now in this new world. That 
was all they wanted — a chance to live as human 
beings. "To-day," Hans was saying, " I have 
been making music. It is so good to do 
just what you like best doing, and Mitzi here, 
she has a beautiful little dog now — see how her 
eyes shine when I mention him." Hans laughed 
and Mitzi joined him. ''Everything is wonderful 
now," Mitzi said happily, "there is no fear of 
insecurity, Hans is making beautiful music and 
people are buying it, and my health is good and 
we have this little house and friends — oh, it is 



good — we have all we want, haven't we Hans 
"Yes, my little Mitzi, indeed we have." To me, 
he turned and whispered: "We are rich now, 
rich in the things that matter, the things that 
have permanence. Here, people are not Jews or 
Gentiles — they're just people — understand?" 

"Yes," I told him, I understood. 
"If you only knew how marvellous it feels to 

be accepted just for yourself, and not for what 
you can do or what you own !" H e shook his 
head and sighed, a deep sigh of contentment. 



F. our 
I. 

" f T ^ H E R E is no need to ask if you enjoyed T your visit to the Feders, my dear," he said, 
as we walked slowly to the end of the street. 

'^You can't imagine how pleased I was to see 
those two again, and to find them so happy," 
was my rejoinder. 

'*Yes I can, perhaps more fully, more clearly 
than you realise. But look He pointed 
to a figure on the opposite side of the road. 

'Why it's no, it can't be, surely! Mary 
Lawson! Yes, it's she all right, and wheeling a 
pram no less. I can't believe it!" Was there 
no limit to the wonders of this amazing place? 
Mary Lawson, my closest friend, and a woman 
known to all her associates as a brilliant careerist 
—now apparently a mother! Perhaps I was 
making a mistake. The baby in the pram might 



not belong to her after all. I glanced quizzic-
ally at my companion: '̂Is it true? The baby, I 
mean? Is it really hers?'^ 

^indeed it is. See, she's taking it to the little 
park, just a few yards away." At that moment 
Mary and the pram disappeared around the 
corner. "Oh, I must go after her," I told him, 
"I'm so excited. Fancy Mary with a baby 
Mary a baby oh dear, I " 

"Yes. Go right ahead," he said. I'll idle 
along and wait for you close by." 

"You mean — go to the park without you?" 
"I do." 
"But, I'd like you to come, too. Mary 

wouldn't mind, I'm sure," I urged. 
"It is better for you to go alone, my dear, as 

you did when you visited Mrs. Richworthy and 
the Feders." The quiet, forceful tones were 
wonderfully reassuring. 

"I'd have liked you to have come with me to 
both those houses. Why didn't you?" 

"I was there," was all he said, and then he 
was gone. 

II. 

I hurried along to the park. 
"Mary," I cried, "Mary," I repeated, as I ran 

to the little white seat where she sat. The baby 



was in her arms now, its tiny fingers clasping a 
bright bhie rattle. 

Mary," I said, breathless with excitement, 
' 'this is wonderful — seeing you, and your beau-
tiful baby. It 's a girl, isn't it? I can tell by 
the little pink jacket. How old is s h e ? " 

' ' I t 's grand to see you too, darling," she said 
happily, adding "Yes — you're right. Let me 
introduce you to my six months old daughter. 
Angela, this is your Mummy's best friend. Come 
on smile darling, and show how beautifully you 
can behave." 

But Angela, it appeared, had other ideas. 
Apart f rom a gurgle or two of content she evinced 
no interest in my existence. 

" O h Mary, I 'm more thrilled than I can say — 
about the baby especially." 

' ^You ' re thrilled. Then how do you think I 
feel?" 

"That ' s just it, Mary. I can't begin to tell 
you how delighted I was when I saw you pushing 
a pram just now." 

Mary lifted the chubby baby and held her to-
wards me invitingly. "Would you like to hold 
her for a minute," she asked, smilingly. 

"Would I ? " 
Carefully I took her in my arms and cuddled 

her close. "Oh , she's a perfect pet ," I said 



delightedly. ''And just look at those eyes — as 
blue as blue, like two drops of heaven. And 
her quaint little nose! It's the image of your's, 
Mary.' ' The baby's soft litde hand touched 
my cheek, as though responding to my emotion. 
''She's the loveliest child I've ever seen Mary — 
really she is." 

Mary smiled proudly. ' 'John and I think so 
too," she said. 

"Mary darling, I'm so happy for you. Always 
I used to pride myself on being able to under-
stand you better than anyone else. There were 
many things left unsaid between us Mary, but — 
seeing you to-day — and the baby — I know now 
I was right." 

"Yes," she answered, "you were right. Some-
times I felt that you knew me better than I 
knew myself." 

Just then Angela's rattle fell to the ground. 
"Oh dear," I laughed, "fine sort of nurse I'd 
make." 

Mary picked it up and said: "Perhaps I'd 
better put her back in her pram for a while any-
way." 

As I handed Angela back to her mother, Mary 
eyed me whimsically. "Now," she said, "you 
are about to see how a born business-woman 
arranges a child in its pram.' 



We both laughed. ''Don't be such a goose 
Mary," I said, steadying the pram while she 
lowered the baby into it. 

''You must admit that you can't get out of 
your mind the picture you had of me in the other 
world, now can you," she said. 

"Well, I " 
"Remember me at twenty-one applying in 

person for a job at the broadcasting station where 
you were working? Radio! It sounded so full 
of glamour to me at that time." 

III. 

Yes, I remembered that day. Mary, walking 
into the luxurious office of J . P. Cogland, 
General Manager of D.L.C. Broadcasting Inc. 
Insignificant Mary Leland, in a hat that looked 
like a banbury tart, a cheap black frock, shabby 
shoes, and make-up that blatantly proclaimed its 
Woolworthian origin. Poor little Mary. Nervous, 
over-anxious, tensed to fever pitch as Mr. Cog-
land's secretary said: "You may go in now." 

Then a happy, flushed, excited Mary as we 
lunched together later, and she related her suc-
cess. / 

Some day, she told me, her eyes glowing with 



the fires of ambition, she was going to have an 
office like Mr. Cogland's. 

"Just like a beautiful lounge-room," she said. 
The clover-coloured velvet curtains, the rich 
green wall-to-wall carpet, the deep cushiony 
chairs, the crystal ash-trays, and the squat bowl of 
crimson roses on the cherry-wood desk. Oh 
yes, it had made her more conscious than ever 
of her unimpressive appearance. So much 
luxury had accentuated her shabbiness. But 
some day, just you wait! Some day . . . 

Of course, this wasn't her first position. She 
had served in shops, operated switchboards, 
addressed envelopes by the thousand in an Art 
Union Office, and had done all manner of jobs 
in order to keep herself and pay for her tuition 
in stenography at the Business College, where 
she had gone two evenings a week for the past 
year. 

Now, she was a competent stenographer, and 
that morning she had secured a well-paid position 
in a field which promised scope for her particular 
gifts and burning ambition. 

To write was what Mary Leland wanted to do 
more than anything else in the world. It was 
true that she had not worked in a broadcasting 
station before. But she could learn, couldn't she? 
Her brain teemed with ideas, and good ones were 



a valuable adjunct to the production of interesting 
radio programmes. Of course, whether hers 
were good or not would remain to be seen. 

When Mr. Cogland had said: "I'll give you 
a trial," it was no exaggeration to say that she 
could have flung her arms around him and kissed 
him, then and there. She, who had had such a 
lean time making her living since the death of 
her parents when she was sixteen, had at last been 
given a chance to exercise her creative ability. 

IV. 

Her trial proved a success. After twelve 
months as secretary to the publicity officer, she 
was promoted to the ''Copy" department. There 
she learned all the artful intricacies of writing for 
commercial radio. When, finally, she was a fully-
fledged copywriter, she became obsessed by the 
work. 

Here, at last, she was doing something that 
allowed expression for original, creative thought. 
It was thrilling to feel that you were responsible 
for selling products for your station's clients. At 
least, partly responsible, for much depended on 
the announcer as well. Yes, copywriting was 
far preferable to taking dictation and typing mono-



tonous "we-beg-to-acknowledge" letters. 
The Copy department of D.L.C. exuded no 

poetic atmosphere designed to impart inspiration. 
Mr. Cogland's and the executives' offices, were 
so much window-dressing, whereas the Copy room 
was a dark, small office, with six antiquated type-
writers which made noises like Lewis guns. Six 
rickety little desks, a. filing cabinet and a couple 
of rugs—that was all the background D.L.C. con-
sidered its writers needed to churn out first-class 
sales messages to its thousands of listeners. 

The office was partitioned with three-ply, and 
was not by any means, self-contained. Outside 
the door, an amplifier blared forth the day's pro-
gramme. Race broadcasts were maddening when 
you were in the middle of writing about some-
body's cure for colds and coughs. On com-
munity singing days too, it was impossible to 
write good copy. Worst of all were the amateur 
talent sessions. Bird and animal noises from 
some performer would rend the air. A terrible 
soprano with passion in her heart and a crack in 
her voice would make it clear to you that she had 
solved the sweet mystery of life. This would 
be followed by a mass attack on the latest jazz 
number. 

And so it went on. You stared at the two 
sentences of the advertisement you were trying 



to write; ' 'Would you like to win £10. Here 's 
how. Go along to Blanks and buy Hell, 
you thought, who cares who wins £10. Right 
now, all you wanted was to shut out that con-
founded noise! 

V. 

At the end of Mary's fourth year with D.L.C., 
despite the high salary she was then receiving, she 
was tired of writing to order. She knew de-
finitely by this time that she wanted to see her 
work in print. That was the irritating fact about 
radio. You gave yourself a headache for days 
thinking out a bright idea for a half-hour show. 
Then, when you had hit upon one, you some-
times spent half a day getting it into shape, in 
readiness for broadcasting. And what hap-
pened? It went over the air and that was the 
end of it. Hours of thought and care in writing 
— gone in thirty minutes. Finished, until next 
week, when the same thing would occur again. 

Now that she had proved to herself that she 
had an aptitude for writing, she was determined 
to branch out into journalism. At the pyscho-
logical moment when she was pondering on what 
line of action she would take to get a newspaper 



job, a man whom she had known for several 
years, proposed marriage, and she accepted. 

She could not not say which of three things 
induced her to accept John Lawson's pro-
posal. John himself? Yes, she loved him a 
great deal. The idea of having something she 
had passionately longed for all her life — a home 
of her own — or the opportunity to try her luck 
at freelance journalism — to write what and when 
she pleased? 

The idea of becoming a freelance was purely 
her own. John wasn't in the least in favour of 
it. T̂f you wish it, then, of course Mary darl-
ing," he said. Then coaxingly: *̂ But I think you 
should stay where you are. Remember war may 
come any day, then newsprint will be rationed. 
But war won't affect broadcasting adversely. 
Rather the reverse. Commercial radio will boom. 
And just think of the money you'll be earning 
in a year or so." 

Stay at D.L.C. and be married as well! That 
was impossible, she told him. She couldn't cope 
with a job like that and run a home too. Why, 
they would be separated in a week. 

John could not see it that way. He just did 
not realise that when a woman has a home of her 
own, especially when she has lived in other 
people's homes all her life, she likes to be in 



it sometimes. What was the point of being 
married if John expected her to keep herself? 
John wasn't poor. His salary was sufficient to 
enable them to live comfortably. She didn't want 
servants or a sumptuous apartment in a fashion-
able suburb. She was quite capable of doing 
her own housework, she told him, and in her 
spare time, she would write short stories and 
articles for the newspapers. Yes, but he had said 
that war might come any day. Newsprint would 
be rationed. That meant very little opportunity 
for journalists who were relying solely on free-
lance work. 

In one of his affectionate moods, John said: 
isn't that I want you to keep yourself, Mary. 

It's just that you're so clever. I'd like you to 
continue your career — to be somebody darl-
ing." 

John won. Mary acquiesced to his views on 
the matter. All right. Perhaps he knew best. 
She would stay at D.L.C., she agreed. 

Accordingly she married, and embarked on the 
double job of running a home, and endeavouring 
to become ^'somebody" in the commercial world 
at the same time. 

VI. 
Two years elapsed. She was a successful career 

woman now. The name, Mary Lawson, counted 



for much in the world of radio and advertising. 
At last, she had her beautiful office, carpeted 
and curtained just as she had visualised it that 
first day when she had been engaged by Mr. Cog-
land. Senior executives of big firms clamoured 
for her advice . . . ''Get hold of Mary Lawson 
at D.L.C. — she'll produce a good idea . . 
"The cleverest woman in commercial radio . . 
''What does the Lawson woman think of our new 
campaign — get her opinion first." Important 
Mary Lawson! 

How much did it mean to her now ? An 
enviable salary, admittedly, but tremendous re-
sponsibility, long hours, worry, tension. Clever, 
was she? How she grew to hate that word. No 
woman was clever who exchanged the gold of 
life for the tinsel. What did it mean — this 
being clever ? For her, it meant shutting out 
any real happiness from her life; it meant rush-
ing about like a lunatic from the moment her 
eyes were open until she finally arrived home 
at night. It meant getting into bed and thinking 
of the ideas you had to produce for the Blanket 
Company's campaign on the morrow. Tossing 
and turning, feeling that you hadn't another 
idea of any sort left in your overworked, 
exhausted brain. What good was all this clever-
ness when it forced you to be seen here and 



seen there against your inclinations, to dine and 
spend hours with people who bored you to 
desperation — all in the cause of business ? 
Somebody had once said to her: '^You're not 
living if you're not doing at least some of the 
things you like. There are other riches beside 
material wealth and power." 

Could she honestly say she was doing any of 
the things she enjoyed wholeheartedly ? No, 
of course, she couldn't. Excepting perhaps 
when she dashed into her favourite cafe and 
ordered a novelty cake, made with ice-cream 
and nuts and a rich butter-scotch sauce, or on 
a Friday when she sometimes managed a whole 
hour for lunch and had a large plate of 
oysters. But those things didn't count. Not 
really. Where was all this brilliance of hers 
leading ? With some women perhaps it worked 
out satisfactorily, but usually something or some-
body suffered. Unless you were a genius with 
the physical strength of an ox, you hadn't a 
hope of getting out of it unscathed. You fobbed 
yourself off with compensations. But there were 
no compensations for lack of complete satis-
faction in life. None for the lack of the fulfil-
ment of one's real self. Life was now. Either 
you had to do something about it right away or 
you had to resign yourself to believing in a 



mythical future. 
When you were eighteen, nineteen, twenty, 

ambition spurred you on to what promised to 
be a grand and glorious future. But after 
twenty you began to get a different set of values. 
At twenty-seven, being a woman, you realised 
that there was more in life than merely drawing 
a fat pay envelope every week. Yes, much 
more than sitting in a sumptuous office, wearing 
smart clothes, and mingling with people who 
regarded you as a commercial wizard. No 
amount of money or prestige compensated for 
freedom to use your time as you pleased. Time, 
Yes, that was what it was. You had everything 
else, money, position and power, but you never 
had any time for yourself or for those who loved 
you. 

You were always tired, always in a hurry. 
The greater part of your day was filled with 
serious thought. You almost forgot how to 
laugh; you scarcely saw the sun; your health 
began to suffer. Your name might be getting 
somewhere, but not you — yourself ! You loved 
your husband and you wanted a child or two. 

You thought about having children but how 
could you run your home, maintain your career 
and have a baby at the one time ? It was 
impossible. Very impossible now, because war 



had come, and John had joined the Army. He 
would be going overseas soon. Even when she 
had talked it over with John, he had said, 
dash it all, old girl, having an infant would 
mean giving up your job — and you can't do 
that now, surely!" Oh well, if they did have 
a child, it might be a son. War threw a sinister 
glare on this business of raising a family. 

She longed for time to do some creative 
writing. A book perhaps, but what was the 
use of writing books now that war had come ? 
What could she, Mary Lawson have to say that 
would be of the least importance or value while 
the whole world was fighting for its very exist-
ence ? What was there to say ? What was 
there to believe in ? No, Mary Lawson, you 
just go right on drugging yourself with your 
career my girl, so that that proud husband of 
yours will be able to tell his pals at the front 
"My wife — why she's holding down one of the 
biggest jobs in radio advertising to-day." 

You like to believe, of course, that your 
husband will come back from the war safe and 
sound. You want to believe that. But there are 
times — oh well, what's the use anyway ? It'll 
be too late, perhaps when he does come back, 
to start and settle down to the kind of life you 
really want. A man can't be sure of what work 



he'll be lit to do when he returns — if he returns. 
So just keep it up — let them think you're 
selfish, let them think that domesticity and the 
patter of little feet are not you^ let them keep on 
referring to you as a ^^born business-woman.'' 
But — don't let them ask you to write a series 
of advertisements for some new brand of Baby 
Powder. If they do, you know very well you'll 
throw the typewriter at them, come what m a y . . . 

VII. 

Mary's voice broke in upon my thoughts: 
'^Yes," she was saying, **this is indeed our kind 
of world. It isn't a land of wishes-come-true, 
really; it's a world where we have a chance 
to make our heart's desires a reality." 

"And what about John — he was always such 
an out-and-out materialist, wasn't he ? He was 
keen on your being a career-woman — that was 
plain." 

''Oh, my dear, no. We both misunder-
stood him, terribly. I see now that he was 
forever living as though he was standing on 
the edge of a precipice — never sure of his job, 
always fearful that some move of the Govern-
ment or some industrial upheaval would spell 
finis to his employment. He was nearly forty, 
remember." 

' 'With no assurance of future security, a 



man begins to grow apprehensive at that age. 
Younger men are springing up, with keener 
brains, greater energy, and he thinks, tiredly: 
'How am I going to pit my wits against this 
virile competition ? Shall I be tossed out in a 
few years time?' " 

"Poor John," I said, sympathetically, "always 
living in that state of mental anxiety/' 

"John wasn't the only one. Millions of men 
felt as he did. Security, that's all they asked. 
Yet where could they expect to find it when even 
the peace of the world was tottering to its 
doom?" 

"You know Mary," I said, "war must have 
been a means of escape to men who felt as John 
did." 

" I think it was, but what a price to pay for 
relief ! " 

"Yes, what a price. Life itself!" 
"You don't think Mary," I went on, "that 

it was partly vanity on John's part — I mean, 
his wanting you to continue your career after 
marriage? He loved to boast of your cleverness, 
you know." 

"That was just a cloak to cover the real reason. 
I see it all now," she answered with a calm 
assurance that left no room for doubt. 



Five 

1DO not remember leaving Mary Lawson and 
her lovely infant. All I can recall is walking 

slowly across the lawns of the park. Here and 
there, groups of people in simple, gay attire made 
pleasing patches of color. Laughing children 
raced to and fro, busy about the important 
affairs which fill the waking hours of childhood. 

One girl, whose age might have been thirteen 
or fourteen, seemed even happier than the 
others. I went up to her and asked her name. 

'^Lucy Williams," she said, with a charming 
English accent. The name sounded familiar to 
me. Lucy Williams. Wasn't that the name of 
the little evacuee child for whom Mrs. Jackson, 
once a neighbour of mine, had undertaken to 
care until the end of the war ? heard of 



you, Lucy/' I said. ' 'You've an aunt by the 
name of Mrs. Jackson, haven't you ? " 

"Yes I have. But how did you know? Do 
you know her ? " 

''Slightly. We sometimes met at the railway 
station, and one day on our way into town she 
told me about you." 

I had been most impressed and touched that 
day when Mrs. Jackson had spoken of Lucy 
Williams. 

"It's the least I can do, surely," she told me. 
Her only brother, an R.A.F. man, had written 
out asking her if she would care for the child. 
They were worried about her safety. She was a 
sensitive girl, and already her nerves were suffer-
ing from the effects of the air-raids. Mrs. 
Jackson, a kindly soul, had readily consented to 
look after her brother's daughter. 

What a pathetic little figure Lucy was the day 
she arrived. She hadn't been in her aunt's 
home five minutes before she brought out a 
picture of her mother encased in a leather frame 
that looked like a wallet. "Isn't it beautiful?" 
she asked proudly, holding it up for Mrs. 
Jackson to see. Her aunt — an emotional 
woman — was deeply moved at the sight of this 
brave little niece of hers, standing there, smiling 

gallantly as she held her mother's photograph. 



Here was a sensible girl, thought Mrs. 
Jackson. No whining, no tears. Was it all an 
adventure to her, or was the poor child so 
stunned by events that she was incapable of 
displaying her feelings ? Did she understand ? 
Mrs. Jackson wondered. How could you expect 
a child to comprehend War and all that it 
means ? 

Weeks later, when Lucy had made' friends 
with a girl of her own age — Alice Dewar — she 
was invited to the Dewar home. It was a Satur-
day afternoon, and as she entered the house she 
could hear music from the radio. A few minutes 
later, in the middle of the song, ^Xights of 
London," Alice suddenly took it into her head 
to switch off the wireless and suggest a certain 
childish game. Lucy was hurt. She said nothing, 
but Alice, with the quick, intuitive sympathy of 
childhood, suddenly asked: ''What's the matter, 
Lucy?" 

"What's wrong with you all of a sudden?" 
persisted Alice, puzzled at this strange new Lucy 
whom she was seeing for the first time. 

Lucy hesitated, then said brokenly, ''Oh, 
nothing — nothing — only . 

"Only what? 
"It's just that you asked me down to your 

place for the afternoon—then you go and turn off 

r uriiy . . ." 
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that lovely music — you don't know how I love 
that song—'Lights of London'." 

''But, Lucy — I didn't mean to hurt you I — " 
Tears leapt into Lucy's big brown eyes. 
"Oh Lucy, don't cry ! Oh, dear — come 

outside onto the verandah." Alice put her arm 
around her friend's shoulder and led her away. 

After a while Lucy said: "You wouldn't under-
stand really. Oh I know it's silly, but that 
music reminded me of the day I left London. 
I can see my mummy now. She was saying 
she had a surprise for me. It was a beautiful 
new picture of herself, in a leather case. I said: 
'Oh, mummy darling, I love it — I'll keep it 
under my pillow every night, the whole time I'm 
away.' And a queer look came into her 
face as I told her that. The kind of look 
that people get when they're going to cry. 
Then I spoke to her again. I said, 'Mummy, 
when I'm out in Australia, don't let them tell 
me if anything happens to you or daddy. Always 
let me go on believing that someday I'm coming 
back to you.' And she said: 'Ssh — you mustn't 
talk like that, darling, it's safer for you to go to 
Australia, and it won't be very long before you'll 
be home with us again.' I asked her how long. 
'How long,' she repeated after me, 'only until 
the lights of London shine again, and they WILL 



shine, remember/ 'Will they really?' I said, 
Vill the day come, mummy, when there won't 
be any more blackouts or screaming sirens, no 
more bombs and no more sick-making air-raid 
shelters?' She said yes that day would come, 
but we must be brave she said, terribly brave. 
''I believe her, Alice, but if only the lights of 
London would shine soon. It's not quite so bad 
for you. Your mother's here, and your school 
friends and . . . " 

''But my father's at the war too, remember." 
"Yes, I know. Oh I like Australia, Alice, and 

I'm lucky to have you as my friend, but it isn't 
the same. You know what I mean. Auntie 
Dot is wonderful to me too, but it's just that — 
oh I don't know." 

A frightening thought flashed through Alice's 
mind. 

"Lucy," she said agitatedly, "wouldn't it be 
awful if the lights of Australia went out- - l i k e 
in London I mean." 

"Yes." Then, thoughtfully: "Alice, I never 
want to grow up. Grown-ups kill each other. 
One day I heard the woman next door tell 
mummy she was glad her baby was a girl, 
because if she'd been a boy she would most likely 
have to go to war when she was grown-up, just 
like all the men have had to go to this one." 



Lucy — will it always be like that do 
you think? Do they have to have wars just 
when people begin to grow up ? " 

' 'I don't know, Alice. I don't know. Mummy 
and Daddy didn't want this war. Daddy said 
none of the people wanted it," she said 
authoritatively. 

*Well," answered Alice, as serious as a busi-
ness man about to investigate a proposition, 
they didn't want it why did they let it happen?" 

' 'I don't know," Lucy said again, tiredly. 
only know I miss things dreadfully. If only I 
could be sure that those lights of London would 
shine soon. Just suppose something happens 
to mummy or daddy before they do. Sometimes 
Alice, I wish I were dead." 

. . • . 
And this bright creature, bubbling over with 

joy and vivacity was Lucy Williams, the little 
girl who had sometimes wished she was dead. 
''Everything's so wonderful here," she cried. 
''Mummy and daddy and I are all back 
together. And — I'll tell you a secret — 
perhaps you know — there aren't going to be 
any more wars — ever. Oh I'm so happy, 
happy, happy!" She spun herself around on 
one heel, her pretty dimity frock billowing in the 
breeze. 



Six 
I . 

ON E has little sense of time in dreams. Like 
a flash the scene in the park dissolved into 

an even more vivid picture. I was alone again, 
this time walking along a road flanked with giant 
pines that appeared to lead down to the sea. As 
I came to the crest of a hill, I could see the 
brilliant blue of the glistening ocean, and the 
lacy spmy of foam swishing against the rocks. 

I had walked but a few steps further when a 
voice I knew called my name. My heart beat-
ing wildly, I turned my head. 'Thillip, Phillip," 
I exclaimed excitedly, seeing the figure of the 
man I once had loved — would always love — 
hurrying to catch up with me. '^Darling," 
he cried, taking me in his arms. W e 
kissed with that wild ecstatic recklessness born of 



hope fulfilled. It seemed as if in that very 
moment we knew like Lucy and her parents, 
that we were to be together always. 

Then taking my face in his hands, and 
with his eyes burning into mine, Phillip said, 
''This is lis^ isn't it?" Yes, it was us^ I told 
him, through a rain of happy tears. No longer 
was I imagining the accomplishment of a miracle. 
The miracle had happened. Phillip, my 
Phillip, so remarkably fit and well. Phillip, all 
mine from now on. So great was my happiness 
that all things around me were made new again. 
It was as if I were seeing them for the first time, 
as if I were actually a part of them. 

I thought of those days — before — when, 
after Phillip and I had been together for an 
evening and I showed reluctance to part from 
him, he would say teasingly, yet half-seriously, 
' ' Je Revien dra, remember." Well, most lovers 
have silly pet phrases of their own. The first day 
I met Phillip I was wearing the perfume ' ' Je 
Revien." It was at a party. The room was a 
weaving haze of smoke, a babel of innane chat-
ter. I found myself at last in a comparatively 
quiet corner, a corner shortly invaded by a tall 
and loosely built man, with a lean virile look 
about him, and a thatch of unruly iron-grey hair. 
He gazed at me comically; ''So, you're a little 



tired of all this bedlam too ? " 
am," I said, with conviction. i 

''At least you're surprisingly honest," he re-
plied. Then abruptly, and apparently for no 
reason whatever came the question, ''What's that 
scent you're wearing?" 

"Scent?" I parried, "You're a trifle personal, 
aren't you, or is this your usual line when thrust 
into corners with strange women ? " 

"No, honestly," and he looked oddly serious, 
" I want to know. Somehow or other it's — well, 
it's you." The deep voice floundered into an 
uncomfortable silence, a silence I found myself 
constrained to break. 

"It's a silly name really — J e Revien." 
" J e Revien?" He seemed almost to savour 

the words, to roll them on his tongue. " J e 
Revien — I return." Then his mood changed 
completely, "Yes, you're right. It's quite 
ridiculous, really," and he laughed with ironic 
amusement. 

II. 
A few weeks later, in more serious mood, he 

referred to the moment again. "Always remem-
ber, darling, that I will return to you, no matter 



what happens. Even when I'm dead." Dear 
darling romantic Phillip. 'That goes for me 
too," I said, kissing him as though sealing a pact 
between us. 

How I loved him. I went about my daily 
duties as one in a dream, burning away the 
rubbishy hours until I could be with him again. 

There was a great disparity in our ages. Phillip 
Harley was almost old enough to be my father, 
yet he was the kind of man who would never 
be old. He was essentially simple and sincere. 
His manner was delightful. He exuded a warm 
friendliness that made you feel good to be alive. 
He was always calm, always cheerful. His smile 
was most disarming, and even in repose his ex-
pression was whimsical. His humility, his 
generosity, and his wit, were but three of the 
many qualities which had won for him countless 
friends. 

Everybody loved and respected Phillip, but 
few really knew him. "Grand bloke — always 
merry and bright," you'd hear the men say. And 
the women, "What a charming man, my dear, a 
perfect darling!" 

But I had been privileged to see the "un-
masked heart and spirit" of this man who 
maintained such a carefree exterior. 

One day when we were lunching together — 



it was six months after we had first met - - h e 
told me briefly the story of his life. 

After he had returned from the Great World 
War of 1914-18 Phillip had married a society 
girl, a selfish heartless creature, who left him when 
their little son was two years old. She eloped, 
with a wealthy stockbroker. Phillip, then only 
twenty-nine, and a struggling business man, 
became embittered. 

*'Money," he said, ^̂ came between us." Well, 
he would show them. He might not have 
capital, but he had brains. 

From that time onwards he had steadily 
climbed the ladder of success. He worked 
harder than most men, reared his child, and had 
spent a small fortune on the boy's education. 

But now, here it was, 1941, and what had he 
to show for his fifty years ? Although he 
had divorced his wife, he had never married 
again. His life had been bound up in his son. 
Women were of secondary importance. 

Then came that dreadful day when they told 
him, ''David John Harley, your son, died as the 
result of his heroic efforts in Greece." Phillip's 
world crumbled into nothingness. What was the 
use of any damn thing anyway, he asked himself. 
What was it all about ? You fell in love and 
you married. As the result of your love a new 



life was brought into being. Then you slaved 
and scrjatched together every bean you could get, 
in order to give the kid a start in life. And 
just when he'd begun to make good, they 
snatched him away from you and hurled his fine 
young body into the bloody mess called war. 

Why couldn't it have been himself ? Why 
had he been allowed to escape from World 
War No. 1? When a man thinks of all 
the hours and the energy he spends at his 
work, when he thinks of how he has lain awake 
at night scheming and planning, when he reflects 
on the sacrifices he's made, the humiliations he's 
suffered, the heartaches and headaches he's en-
dured, yes — all these things — what had they 
amounted to ? What kind of a fool game was 
this thing called life ? 

Phillip rarely displayed his emotions, but on 
that particular day, holding my hand, he said, 
"Even before David's death, I wasn't really 
happy, you know. A man can't live fifty 
years in a world like this without becoming sick 
and tired of the whole mad scheme of things." 

III. 

Poor dear Phillip. In the beginning he had 
started out with high hopes of becoming a 
farmer. "I loved the very feel and smell of the 



soil/' he said, ''but I didn't get far. The land 
I had hoped to till was in danger. Instead of 
ploughing it, I had to sail away to help defend 
it." When he returned — he was badly wounded 
twice — he wasn't fit for farming any more. He 
would have to take a white collar job they told 
him. That was how he came to enter the 
commercial world. 

' 'To the average bloke," he had said another 
time, " I represent the typically successful in-
dividual. I 'm holding down a .responsible, 
highly-paid job. I live in an exclusive suburb. 
I drive an expensive car, and I come in contact 
with all the 'best' people ! But don't forget, the 
higher a man's income, the more is expected of 
him. He must go here, be seen there. He must 
join a couple of clubs. Yes, he must do this, he 
must do that, because it's good for business ! 
B a h ! A man's life isn't his own!" 

I understood. There were other things, of 
course, that I found more difficult to comprehend. 
Our relationship, for example. Phillip loved me 
and I loved him. But marriage ? He was 
emphatically against it. " M y life is nearing its 
close," he said, "you're still young and fresh 
and lovely. I 'm just an old fogey." Was it that 
he distrusted the depth of my love? No, he 
said, he believed I loved him with all my heart, 



just as he loved me. 
I knew it was no use going over it, even 

in my mind. Just how many times had I done 
that — tortured myself in a vain search for 
some solution to our problem ? But it was 
hopeless. Phillip was drinking heavily since 
the death of his son. A friend of his remarked 
to me at a dinner-party, ''Phillip's drinking too 
much lately. Can't understand it. A year ago, 
he'd hardly touch the stuff." ' 'A short life and 
a merry one," was Phillip's reply if anyone taxed 
him about it. But you knew that what he really 
meant was, ''Well, I've nothing much left to live 
for now — so why not?" 

I used to make myself believe that someday 
he might pull up. The expense didn't matter — 
that was entirely his own business, and he could 
afford it. But he was slowly killing himself, 
slowly wresting from me the thing I valued most, 
his life. Of course, I fought, but deep down I 
knew I was setting out on a losing battle. Phillip 
was too disillusioned, too tired with the perpetual 
struggle for existence, to enter into a second 
marriage. He had lost faith. Who was I to 
blame him ? 

If we married, he explained, he would have 
little time to spend with me. His job demanded 
the greater part of every day. He brought work 



home on week-ends, he took it with him on 
vacations; he was forever rushing to Board 
Meetings and Conferences. Always, his personal 
life had to take second place. It just wouldn't 
work out, he said thoughtfully. Far better to 
remain as we were. It was too late now for him 
to think of any other kind of life. ^̂ If you were 
to live your time over again, Phillip," I asked, 

'̂what would you do ?" Prompt came the reply, 
''I'd have a little farm, a wife like you, 
darling, who'd love me for myself, children who 
could grow up free from the shadow of war, 
three good meals a day, a comfortable bed, good 
friends and books, and some certainty of 
security for old age." 

IV. 

Simple enough, Phillip's idea of a happy life. 
And now here we were. Just two ordinary 
people, wrapped about with love. This time, 
though, the last barrier was down. "Nothing 
matters now, darling," Phillip was saying, "this is 
a world a man can trust, a world where the 
simple loyalities are all that count. We can be 
married right away." 



'^Oh, Ph i l l i p , " I murmured , i t again and 

again." H e pressed his cheek to mine, and 

whispered the words I waited so breathlessly to 

hear. T h e n o n a swir l ing t ide of emot ion I was 

d rawn deeper and deeper in to love's vor tex, 

un t i l there just d idn ' t seem to be any more o f 

me, on ly a sense o f quiet fu l f i lment , l ike the 

unut terable peace which descends on the sea w i th 

the passing o f a storm. 

IV. 
W h y is i t that when happiness is at its peak, a 

small f r i gh ten ing doubt creeps in to one's m ind , 
growing, against al l the strength o f w i l l and in-
stinct, in to a certainty that the cup w i l l be dashed 
f r o m one's l ips before the cool ing draught can 
y ie ld its f u l l measure o f refreshment? 

A shiver o f apprehension ran th rough me as 
Ph i l l ip he ld me close. I t seemed to impar t itself 
to his consciousness too, f o r as I looked up at 
h im , his eyes were strangely grave. Ne i ther o f 
us spoke, bu t each d iv ined what the other was 
th ink ing . 

T h e n , as i f i n answer to our unexpressed fore-
bodings, a voice I could no t fa i l to recognise fe l l 
clearly o n the t ranqu i l air. ' 'Come, m y dear, 
the hou r grows late." I tu rned and saw that i t 



was he the one who had escorted me throughout 
this enchanted land. 

I clung to Phillip. '^Darling/' I said, fear 
welling in my breast, **did you hear? He 
says 'Come, the hour grows late.' I don't want 
to go with him Phillip. Oh Phillip, tell him I'm 
staying with you from now on. Tell him Phillip, 
tell him now." Phillip opened his mouth to 
speak, but no words came. 

The voice went on: "You must not be afraid 
my dear. You are not alone in your wish to re-
main in this new world forever, but you and all 
the people here to-day must go back and strive 
to build such a world on earth." 

''Go back?" I cried, crestfallen, "Phillip, you 
see, we were dreaming. Oh Phillip, it's cruel — 
cruel. I don't want to go back. You don't want 
to go back darling. Nobody wants to go back. 
Oh God, I can't bear it. I can't return." 

To hi7ri I said, defiantly: "I won't go back!" 
Tears began to course down my cheeks. "It's 
hateful," I went on, my voice tremulous with 
shock, "I don't want to leave, I tell you, I " 

Then I appealed to Phillip once more. "Say 
something — do something darling," I begged 
hysterically. For answer he drew me close again, 
and then in his quiet, calm tones said: "Who are 
we to say whether we shall remain or return? My 



dearest, let us be grateful, at least for one perfect 
moment." He kissed me tenderly, then without 
a word, broke from me, and quickly strode away, 
out of sight. 

IL 

^^You must not feel forsaken because your 
Phillip has gone." Sullenly I met the eyes of 
him who had shattered my hopes. Forsaken! 
'^Not even you could understand how I feel," I 
replied, bitterly. 

'*But I do. You must believe me." He came 
towards me and rested his hand on my shoulder. 
'*Come and sit in the shade of the pines for a 
moment. We shall talk. It will relieve your 
mind." 



even 

AU T O M A T I C A L L Y I walked beside HIM. 

As though our sitting in the shade of the 
pines would make any difference to my heaviness 
of spirit! 

''Everybody," he said, after a little while, "is 
returning at sunset to-day. You are not the 
only one. The people youVe seen here repre-
sent the majority of the world you and they came 
from. They are returning to over-power the 
minority which is at present ruling that world." 

''How can they possibly do that?" I asked with 
derision. 

"First, you must remember that it is the indivi-
dual who counts. Once the individual realises 
that his contribution to the world is important, 
things will begin to improve. Once he sees that 



the dream of a new world which lies deep in his 
heart is founded on the very things which all man-
kind, with the exception of a few, desire, he will 
see that all are one in this yearning for a new 
life, built on lasting, simple things." 

How fervently he spoke! How certain were 
his words! 

^Terhaps," I replied somewhat incredulously, 
^̂ but I don't see how that is going to solve all our 
problems. What about Phillip and me for in-
stance?" 

Without a trace of hesitation came the reply: 
^'You are the victim of the effect of war on 
Phillip's life. Just because it may be too late 
to do anything about your own happiness in that 
direction, are you going to be selfish? Will you 
not use the opportunity that lies ahead to prevent 
history repeating itself for the Phillip's of the 
future? It might have been different for you 
both, of course, had Phillip been a younger man." 

^^When you put it that way," I said, begin 
to understand a little." 

^^Besides," he continued, "think of the joy you 
will gain from living in a world such as this, a 
world free from artificiality, a world where people 
do not permit material possessions to chain them 
down, to ruin their health, to rob them of that 
indescribable peace of mind that comes from 



simple, honest living." 
He rose. I see you are still unconvinced. 

So, come with me." 
Hesitantly, yet with a sense of expectation, 

I followed in his foosteps. 

II 

Soon, we came to an imposing, large white 
building, set in the dim, purple-shadowed green 
of a cypress grove. Its soaring columns seemed 
to vanish into the azure air. Its whiteness pul-
sated with light as though the very stone pos-
sessed a radiant translucency. 

Slowly ascending a broad flight of shallow steps, 
we found ourselves at massive doors of gilded 
bronze, which opened mysteriously at our ap-
proach. As we passed through, he said, ^^This, 
my dear, is the Hall of the Past and the Present." 

I looked about me. On all sides the noble 
edifice raised its gleaming walls in sheer unbroken 
majesty; not a sound was heard; not a footfall, 
save the echoes of our own. In that vast place 
we were alone. Presently we stopped at a huge 
table whereon rested a volume which, from its 
size and binding, seemed the essence and expres-
sion of all the mighty tomes ever created in the 



minds, and fashioned by the hands, of men. 
"What do you wish me to do?" I queried, 

mystified at this strange place, so eerily silent and 
yet so alive. 

*'Watch and learn," he commanded, as he 
opened the book. ''You have read about the 
things you will see here, in your newspapers or 
in other earthly books. You have heard of them, 
perhaps, in letters from your friends. You have 
listened to politicians, statesmen, clergyman, 
scientists and professors learnedly discussing and 
expounding them. But — you've never fully 
comprehended their full meaning. Look." 

He turned the first fateful page, a page with the 
title 1933-1934. "Oh how terrible," I cried, 
shrinking back, for it seemed that the numerals 
themselves were written in blood. "That, he ex-
plained, "is a record of the events leading to and 
surrounding the Purge of the Jews, in Germany." 

Then, opening the pages at random, a kaleido-
scope of world events passed before my eyes. So 
realistic were they that I seemed to be witnessing 
a fantastic film of the past eight years of history. 

Yes, it was all there, recorded in unrelenting 
detail, not so much a studied continuity of the 
years, but a hideous montage that crashed upon 
the mind like a terrifying storm. Spain, 
Abyssinia, China, Japan, Sudetenland, Austria, 



Czechoslovakia, Poland, Norway, Finland, Ger-
many and Britain, France, Dunkirk, Greece, 
Crete, Lybia, Tobruk, Russia . . . 'Tlease, please," 
I pleaded, ' ^ o n ' t go on. Close this dreadful 
book and let us go — quickly." 

I was seized with an impulse to flee into the 
cool, calm air outside. I felt that I could not 
bear another minute of the slaughter, the devasta-
tion, the heartbreak; of the agony of millions of 
poverty-stricken homeless refugees streaming 
through Europe, through China; of bewildered 
humanity, herded, like starving cattle, in frightful 
concentration camps. Then England, with 
London under fire. Men, women and little 
children huddled together night after night in the 
tubes and underground shelters, never knowing, 
as they lay down to sleep, whether they would 
see another dawn. All these scenes, and many 
more, engraved themselves indelibly on my mind. 

*'Yes, yes, I will go back," I promised. ' T v e 
been selfish in wanting to remain." 

was just that you didn't understand, my 
dear," he said, closing the book. 

' 'But I do realise everything now." 
' 'Yes that is what I meant when I talked of the 

individual. If each -man looks into his own 
heart and obeys its dictates, if he will be stricdy 
honest with himself about the things which really 



matter, greed, graft, cruelty, and domination will 
be unknown. To-day, you've seen reality?" 

'^Yes, I have. Fundamentals are such simple 
things when you come to analyse them. Good 
health, freedom to think, act and workship with-
out let or hindrance, a reason for living, a place 
to call home, someone to love, friendships, work 
we enjoy, paid leisure to express ourselves, and 
time to appreciate and enjoy the gifts which 
Nature has bestowed upon the earth." 

"Exactly! When each man realises that, when 
it comes to those things which alone can bring 
him lasting happiness, he in no way differs from 
the man next door, a newer, happier world cannot 
fail to emerge from the war-torn ruins of the old." 

Ill , 

''But what of unemployment and problems of 
that kind?" I asked, as we left the cypress-shaded 
precincts of the Hall. 

''Here, everything is combined for social 
security. Life in this place is based on service, 
not on self. There is common ownership of all 
big resources, and there is freedom from fear." 

"Fear?" 
"Yes, fear of want and fear of war. There 



is no waste here, because all that the people pro-
duce is distributed carefully and properly. Free-
dom from fear of war has been achieved by a 
great trust among all nations. Armaments are 
no longer in fashion. Love has replaced hate. 
Love builds. Hate destroys. Love, in its widest 
sense, is the most powerful force in the world. 
From it springs all that is of beauty, great books, 
pictures, music, art and science in all its phases." 

'^Yes, but such a lot of changes would need 
to be made," I went on, *'and yet " 

"And yet what?" 
'Well, there isn't really anything to change. 

It's ourselves who must be altered, isn't it? Every-
thing's already in the world for us." 

"Of course it is," he replied, and his voice was 
warm with pleasure. 

"Where are we going now," I asked, as I kept 
pace with his quickening footsteps. 

"I'm granting you one more favour. You shall 
walk to the Gate with me, through which, as you 
will soon see, all the peoples are returning whence 
they came." 

IV. 

The evening shadows were lengthening as we 
reached our destination. Already many people 
were quietly passing between the giant pylons. 



The sun had begun to set, and the sky blazed 
like an ever-changing colour canvas. Great 
washes of flame-pink floated through the heavens 
spreading a haze of reflected light over the land-
scape. The undulating country seemed as though 
a diffused mushroom-tinted ray was focussed on 
its vast expanse. Suddenly, a golden sheen 
broke through, illuminating the fluttering tree-
tops. Through the leaves tiny discs of sunlight 
dappled the heads of the cattle standing patiently 
beneath. 

Now a jagged sheet of silver cut its way across 
the pink and purple splashes of colour — while 
deeper sank the fiery orb, dazzling the eyes, so 
wherever you looked you saw a throbbing circle 
of light, like a hot, harvest moon. 

The people, orderly and with heads held high 
came crowding through the Gate, hope and 
courage written in their eyes, and expressed in 
the firmness of their tread. 

''Already many have returned," my escort 
pointed out. 

Involuntarily my thoughts flew to Phillip. 
''Was Phillip among them?" I asked, and he 

nodded. 
Folk with smiling faces were filing past us now. 

"How happy they seem," I whispered in astonish-
ment, and as I spoke I found mself laughing out-



right. ^^Wouldn't it be ironic if all these people 
forgot their visit here to-day? Wouldn't it be too 
tragically funny?" I laughed until the tears 
came. Then, I was crying in earnest and he was 
reassuring me, his voice rich with sympathy. ' 'Of 
course they will not forget. How could they? 
Won't you remember — answer me that?" 

He titlted my chin, the better to look into my 
eyes. 

''Yes, yes," I promised, and was calm again. 
Still the incessant tide flowed on, meeting, dis-

persing, and meeting again, merging into a wheel-
like pattern as they went in their respective direc-
tions. 

It's magnificent!" I murmured, almost in 
soliloquy. A deep peace wrapped itself about 
me. I was seeing this assemblage and myself as 
one colossal force, a power that could not — 
surely — be stiflled or extinguished. 

"See how confidently they return," he said, with 
pride. "They have faith." 

"Yes, faith in each other and in themselves," 
I replied. Phillip and I would need faith. So 
would Mitzi, Hans, Mary Lawson, little Lucy 
Williams and thousands of others. And even 
though, for some of us, it might not be possible 
to build new, individual worlds, as in the case 
of Phillip and myself, we could at least be instru-



mental in laying the foundation of a broader, 
freer, more beautiful existence for those to come. 
There was comfort and consolation in the thought. 



Epilog ̂ue 

I. 

r r i H A T apparently endless stream of beings 
J L continued to pass through the gate like a 

swift-flowing tide that refused to be dammed . . . 
to be held by the ordinary confines of existence. 
On each face, as it caught and held the warmth 
of the setting sun, was a light which no luminary, 
however bright, could hope to emulate. These 
were people who had been in touch with the 
inner mysteries, who had found them far from 
the terrifying, forbidding and awesome events 
all so frequently preached and prophesied by 
certain religious mentors. 

Yes, I mused, these millions of happy folk 
have scaled the heights to-day and have found 
the view from the summit infinitely satisfying. 

There is a future for mankind. There is still 
a storehouse of faith and beauty on which human-



ity can draw in unrestricted quantities so long as 
we preserve the simple verities. 

A surge of gratitude flowed through me at the 
thought, a gratitude which I could not fail to ex-
press to him who had so surely guided my foot-
steps through the happy hours of this all-too-
brief experience. 

**Child," he said, ^^our gratitude is proof of a 
great awakening. In it I find my own reward. 
Gratitude too, is the motivating force impelling 
this returning multitude towards a world re-born. 
For in gratitude mutually expressed, there is a 
promise of unity, of disinterested affection and an 
appreciation of the finer things of life, which is 
more binding than all man-made laws . . . far 
more sure of loyal observance than lengthy 
treaties framed by aggression and signed in fear. 
In such unity lies humanity's salvation." 

' 'Yes," I hastened to reply, ''it's something I 
feel within me — a — conviction . . . I couldn't 
have expressed in words. A sense of security . . ." 

"Ah! There you have it," my companion re-
plied. "Isn't security man's most cherished 
dream? From security springs an inexhaustible 
well of content. Even a glimpse of a future free 
from wars and the rumours of wars, has been suf-
ficient to set a match to that spiritual fire which has 
swept through this mighty legion, and which could 



so easily inspire the suffering world." In those 
few last words there was a note of sad regret. 

Now, the last of the people were filing past. 
Away in the west the sky had faded to that ex-
quisite after-glow reminiscent of the changing 
tones in the heart of a sleeping opal, or reflected 
in the oval of a lovely pearl. 

a few moments," came the reminder, ^'It 
will be time for you too, to take your leave." 

''Ohl Must I ? " 
^'Yes, my dear! Of what use would the lessons 

learned, the progress made, be to you or anyone, 
were you to remain selfishly, with me. Progress, 
a great and wise person said, is the law of life . . . 
and to progress you must go on." 

'^But what of you . . . aren't you returning 
also?" 

course. But later. Leave me now, I shall 
follow you, never fear." It was almost dark as 
my turn came to depart. 

''Good-bye," was all that I could find to say as 
he took my hands in his. 

''It is not good-bye, dear child," he assured me, 
in deep and ringing tones which nothing will ever 
efface from my memory. 

"But . . . we may never meet again." 
"On the contrary, we shall meet . . . and very 

often too. No, I know you don't quite grasp 



the full significance of my words, but one of the 
lessons you have still to learn is a calm acceptance 
of all good things—a greater degree of faith." A 
silence fell between us more poigant than a million 
words. Then, withdrawing his hands from mine, 
he said: ^'You really must go now. Don't be 
afraid. I shall be following, remember." 

IL 

Reluctantly I left him and commenced my 
journey along that red-clay road so typical of my 
Greenwoods and its surrounding country-side, a 
road trod recently by the feet of that marching 
host. Was it true — or was it but a part 
of my dream? In those swirling, jubilant crowds 
there had seemed to be men and women of all 
creeds and nations, between whom the racial 
barriers were down at last. 

I'm going back, I mused, back to things as they 
really are, not as I've seen them here to-day. 
Back to a war-ridden, sorrow-filled, nerve-wracked 
world. But, I've had a vision of something else 
. . . of a world re-moulded nearer the heart's 
desire," I am certain now, that what man has 
fashioned of his dreams, man can create in reality. 
Had not the visit of that teeming concourse re-



placed intolerance and indifference with a great 
kindliness? 

Yes, we would succeed in building a new order 
from the smoking ruins, scarring the earth. Of 
that I felt completely certain. A great wave of 
reassurance swept over me as I realised how much 
less complicated and confusing the future was to 
be, even from the moment of our return. Each 
of us had seen that, in spite of the variable qua-
lities of the individual, we were as one in the eyes 
of our Creator. 

Strangely enough, although I had not doubted 
the promise of him, who had been my patient 
guide and friend — I was suddenly impelled to 
look back — to see whether he was yet on his 
way. 

He was coming. But, although I waved my 
hand to him, there was no answering gesture. 
Then, in the midst of puzzlement and disappoint-
ment, I suddenly recognised, in that familiar 
figure, a being' whom I knew very well, whom I 
had always known. 

"If only I could remember his name!" I cried 
aloud. "Perhaps if I go to meet him, it will come 
to me." 

At the thought, my feet took wings. I almost 
ran towards him. Then as I was about to speak, 
as my hand was extended in eager greeting, he 



was gone. But, lingering on the ambient air was 
an echo of the voice which I had grown to know 
so well. '^My name," it seemed to say, 
LOVE." 

y^'arawee, Sydney, 31/10/'41 
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