Swiftly
by Adam Roberts
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7 November 1848

Swiftly, expertly, the tiny hand worked, ticked up and down, moved over the face of the miniature pallet.
Theworker waswearing yellow sk trousers, a close-woven cotton blue waistcoat; it (Bates could not
see whether it was a he or a she) had on spectaclesthat shone like dewdropsin thelight. Itshair was
black, its skin a golden-cream. Bates could even make out the creases of concentration on its brow, the
tip of itstiny tongue just visble through itsteeth.

Bates stood upright. "1t hurts my back," he said, "to lean over s0."
"l quite understand,” said Pannell. "Might | fetch you achair?’
"Ah, no need for that, thank you," said Bates. "l think | have seen dl | need. It is, indeed, fascinating.”

Pannell seemed agitated, shifting weight from onefoot to another. "I never tire of watching them work,"
he agreed. "Pixies. Fairies! Creaturesfrom childhood story." He beamed. You smile sir, thought Bates.
You smile, but there is sweat on your lip. Perhaps you are not altogether lost to shame. Nerves,
Sir, nerves.

"What isit, eh, making exactly?"

"A mechanism for controlling the angle, pitch and yaw, in flight you know. | could give you itstechnicd
name, athough it isMister Nicholson who isthe greater expert on this matter.”

"Isitadr or amadam?'
Illt?l
"The creature. The workman."

"A femae." Panndl touched Batess elbow, herding him gently towards the Saircase at the far end of the
workshop. "We find they have better hands for weaving the finest wire-strands.”

Bates paused at the foot of the wooden stairs, taking one last look around the workshop. "And these are
Lilliputians?"

"These" replied Pannell, "are from the neighbouring idand, Blefuscu. We believe Blefuscans, gir, to be
better workers. They are less proneto disaffection, sir. They work harder and are more loya.”

“All of whichis" sid Bates, "very interesting.”



Up the stairs and through the glass door, Bates was led into Pannell's office. Pannell guided himto a
chair, and offered him brandy. "When my superior heard of the termsyou were offering,” he gushed,
wiping the pams of hishands alternately against the deeves of his coat as Bates sat down, "he was
nothing less than overwhelmed. Mr. Burton is not an excitable man, Sir, but he was impressed, very
impressed, more," Pannell went on, hopping to the drinks cabinet in the corner of the room, "more than
impressed. Very generousterms, sir! Very favourable on both sides!™

"| am pleased you think s0," said Bates.

From where he was sitting the view was clear through the quartered window of Panndll's office. Grime
marked the bottom right hand corners of each pane like grey lichen. Each patch of dirt was delineated
from clean glass by a hyperboalic line running from bottom left to top right. X equals y squared, thought
Bates. The pattern on the glasswas digtracting, the eye hardly noticed the view that was actually through
the window, the dingy street, the grey-brick buildings.

He shifted hisweight in the chair. It complained, squeaking like a querulous baby. I, too, am nervous, he
thought to himsdlf.

"Brandy?" Pannell asked for the second time.

"Thank you."

"Mr. Burton expressed his desire to meet you himsdf."
"1 would be honoured.”

"Indeed ..."

A bell tinkled, astiny asound asice-glass bresking. A Lilliputian sound. Bates |ooked to the patch of
wall above the door. The bell was mounted on abrass plate. It shivered again, and silver sound dribbled
Out.

Pannell stood, staring at the bell like afool, aglass of brandy in his hands. "That meansthat Mr. Burton is
coming heredirectly. It ringswhen Mr. Burton ison hisway here directly. But | wasto bring you to Mr.
Burton's office, not heto come here ..."

And amost at once the door shuddered, as with cold, and snapped open. Burton was atal man who
carried aspherica bely before him like an O of exclamation. His jowls were turfed with black beard, but
his forehead was bald, as pink and curved as arose petal. He moved with the fierce energy of the
financially successful. As Bates got up from his chair hetipped his glance down with a respectful nod of
the head: Burton's shoes were very well-made, tapering to a point, the uppers made of some variety of
dtippled leather. Standing to hisfull height brought Bates's glance up dong the fine cloth of Burton's
trousers, past the taut expanse of dark waistcoat and frock, to the single bright item of clothing on the
man: aturquoise and scarlet bow tie, in which actua jewels had been fitted.

He faced the proprietor with asmile, extending his hand. But thefirgt thing Burton said was. "No, sir.”

"Mr. Burton," gabbled Panndll, "may | introduce to you Mr. Bates, who has comein person to negotiate
the contract. | wasjust telling him how generous we considered the terms he offered ...."

"No gr," repeated Burton. "I'll not stand it.”

"Not stand it, Sr?" said Bates.



"l know who you are, sir,” fumed Burton. He scomped to the far side of the office, and turned to face
them again. Bates noticed the bone-coloured walking stick, capped at each tip with red gold. "1 know
who you arel”

"I am Abraham Bates, sir," replied Bates.

"No sr!" Burton raised the cane, and brought it down on the flat of Pannell's desk. It reported like arifle
discharge. Pannell jerked at the sound, and even Bates found sweat pricking out of his forehead again.

"No gr," belowed Burton. "Y ou'll not weasel your way herel | know your type, and you'll not come here
with your false names and false heart. No."

"Mr. Burton,” said Bates, trying to keep hisvoicelevel. "l assure you that Batesis my name.”

"You arealiar, gr! | giveyouthe lie, sr." The cane flourished inthe air, inadvertently knocking a picture
on thewall and tipping a perspective of the South Seas through forty degrees.

"l amnot, dr," retorted Bates.
"Gentlemen,” whimpered Panndll. "I beg of you both ..."

"Panndll, you'l hold your tongue," declared Burton, emphasising the last word with another flourish of the
cane. "'If you vaue your continued employment &t this place. Do you deny, sir," he added, pointing the
canedirectly at Bates, "do you deny that you came hereto infiltrate? To weasdel your way in?"

"| cameto discuss certain matters,” indsted Bates. "That isdl. Sir, do you refuse even to talk with me?”

"Andif | do?" said Burton, hisvoice dropping alittle. "Then? Y oulll have your members of parliament,
your newspaper editors, your many friends, and with them you'll turn on me? A pack of dogs, sir! A

pack of dogs!"

"l admireyour cane," said Bates, lowering himsalf back into his chair in what he hoped was a
cool-headed manner. "Isit bone, Sr?!

Thistook the wind from Burton's sails. "Weéll not discuss my cane, Sir.”
"Is it Brobdingnagian bone? From which part of the body? A bone from the inner-ear, perhaps?’

"Thereisnothing illegd," Burton began, but then seemed to change hismind. The sentence hung inthe air
for awhile. "Very well," he sad, finaly, somewhat deflated. Y ou have cometo talk, sr. Wewill tak, sr.
Pannell, you will stay in thisroom. Pour me abrandy, in fact, whilst | and this ... gentleman discussthe
affarsof the day. Then, Mr. Bates, I'd be obliged if you |eft this manufactory and did not return.”

"One conversation will satisfy me, gir,” said Bates, rounding the sentence off withasmall sgh, likea
full-stop given bregth.

Burton settled into achair by the window, and Pannell poured another glass of brandy with visibly
trembling fingers. "This gentleman," Burton told hisemployee, "isan agitator, Sir. A radical, | daresay.



Areyou aradical?"

"l am one of Mr. Martineau's party.”

"Oh!" said Burton, with egregious sarcasm. "A party man!*

" am honoured to be so styled.”

"And no patriot, I'll lay any money."

"I love my country, Sir," replied Bates, "love her enough to wish her better managed.”

"Faction and party,” Burton muttered grimly, raising the brandy glassto hisface like aglass muzzle over
his bulbous nose. "Party and faction.” He drank. "They'll sunder the country, | declareit.” He put the
empty glass down on the table with an audible ploc.

Pannell was hovering, unhappy-looking, by the door.
"We can agreeto differ onthetopic, Sr,” said Bates, alittle iffly.

"Well, sr," said Burton. "What conversation isit you wish to have with me?1 own this manufactory, Sr.
Y es, we employ acohort of Blefuscans.”

"Employ, Sr?'

"They cost me," said Burton, bridling. "A fortune. Regular food does not St in their somachs, so they
must be fed only the daintiest and most expensive. Regular cloth istoo coarsefor their clothing, so they
must be given the finest silks. The expense is very much greater than aregular salary would be. True, |
own them outright, and this makes them daves. But they are wdll treated, and they cost me more as
daves than employees ever could. | suppose Mr. Bates here,” Burton added, addressing Panndll ina
raised voice that aimed for sarcasm, but achieved only petulance, "would see them free. Mr. Bates
consgdersdavery an evil. Isit not so, Mr. Bates?'

Bates shifted in his chair. It squeaked again underneath him. "Since you ask, | do consider such davery
asyou practice here an evil. How many of your employees die?!

"I lose money with each fatdity, Sir," said Burton. "I've no desireto seeasingle one die.”
"And your cane, Sr? How many Brobdingnagians areleft dive in the world?!

"I have nothing to do with those mongters. Indeed not. One of their kind could hardly fit ingde my
building.”

"Y et you carry acane made from their bodies, sir. Do you not consider that a small wickedness? A
celebration of therr pitiable sate?!

" Some people, Pannell," said Burton, addressing his employee again. " Some people have leisure and
predisposition to be sympathetic towards animals. Others are too busy with the work they have at

"Your Lilliputians....."
"Blefuscans, ar.”

"Your little people, Sr—and the giant people so—are hardly animals.”



"No? Have you worked with them, Mr. Bates?'
"I have devoted many years now to their cause.”

"But actudly worked with them? No, of course not. The midgets are mischievous, and their wickedness
isin the bone. And the giants—they are a clear and present danger to the public good.”

"The Brobdingnagians have endured homicide on an appdling scde.”

"Homicide? But that impliesman, don't it? Implieskilling men, don'tit?"

"Are not the Brobdingnagians made in God'simage, Sir? Asareyou and |? Asarethe Lilliputians?’
"S0," said Burton, smiling broadly. "It's God, at the heart of your disaffection, isit?"

"Our nation would be stronger,” said Bates, struggling to keep the primness out of hisvoice, "if we
followed God's precepts more, sir. Or are you an atheist”?"

"No, no."

"Let me ask you aquestion, Mr. Burton: are your Blefuscan workers—are they white-skinned, or
black?'

"What manner of question isthis, Sir?'Y ou've just examined my workers out there. Y ou know the answer
to your own question.”

"Their kinsare aswhiteasmine," said Bates. "Now, the Bibleis clear on this. God has alotted davery
to one portion of his creation, and marked that portion by blackening their skins—Ham's sons, sir. There
are enough Blacksin theworld to fill the places of daves. But it mocks God to take some of hismost
marvellous creations and endave them, or kill them.”

"I do not kill my workers, sir," indgsted Burton.

"But they are killed, sr. Worldwide, only afew thousand are left. And the Brobdingnagians—how many
of them remain dive? After the affair with the Endeavour and the Triumph?"

"I have met the Captain of the Triumph, gr," said Burton, bridling up again. "At adinner party of afriend
of mine. An honourable man, sir. Honourable. He followed the orders he was given. What naval
gentleman could do otherwise? And," he continued, warming to histheme, "wasit S0 great acrime?
These giants are twelve times our size. Had they organised, had they known cannon, and ordnance, and
gunpowder, they could have trampled usto pieces. Not only England neither, but the whole of
Europe—they would have come over here and trampled usto pieces. Who'd have been the daves then?
Y ou may answer methat question, if you please. With an army of monstrous giants trampling England's
green fidds, who'd have been the davesthen?”'

"The Brobdingnagians are apeace-loving people," said Bates, feding hisown colour rise. "If you read the
account of the mariner who discovered their land ..."

Burton laughed aoud. "That fellow?Who'd believe aword he wrote? Riding the nipple of a gentlewoman
like ahobby-horse, begging your pardon—it was nonsense. And the redlity? A race of beings big enough
to squash us like horseflies, and destroy our nation. Our nation, sir! Y ours and mine! We had but one
advantage over them, and that was that we possessed gunpowder and they did not. The King did well to
destroy the mgority of that population and seize their land. Our people are the best fed in the world,
now, sSir. Perhaps you do not remember how things were before the gigantic cattle were brought here,



but I do: many starved in the streets. Now there's not a pauper but eats roast beef every day. Our army
isthe strongest and manliest on the continent. Would we have had our successes invading France and
Holland without them?”

"Y ou spesk only of temporal advantages,” insisted Burton. "But to do so is short Sghted. It istrue that
the discoveries of our navy have enriched our country in purely materia terms—but the spiritud, sr? The
spiritud ?*

"God," said Burton.

"Indeed, my friend. God created dl these creatures as marvels. We have spat upon his gift. Lilliputians
may seem small to us, but they are part of God's universe.”

"Therearegiantsin Genesis, | believe," said Burton. "Did not the flood destroy them?"

"The flood may not have reached the northwestern coast of America," said Bates. "At leadt, thisisone
theory asto the surviva of these peoples.”

"It hardly seemsto methat God's Providence was greetly disposed towards these monsters. Hetried to
destroy them in theflood, and again in the form of two British frigates." His face twitched with smiling.

"After much prayer," Batesingsted, not wanting to be distracted. " After much prayer, it has become
obvioustome..."

At this Burton laughed out loud, adoggy, abrasive noise; each laugh parcelled into sections, likethe"hal
hal hal" of conventiona orthography, athough the noise he made was not so aspirated asthis
representation implies. Morelike: nugh! nugh! nugh! 1t broke through Bates's speech. "Panndll," said
Burton. "Mr. Bates has cometo vex us, not to divert us, and yet how diverting heid™

"Mockery is," began Bates, hisanger rising. He swalowed hiswords. Better to turn the other cheek. "
come, dir, to invite you. Toinviteyou to join acommundity of enlightened employers and financiers—a
small core, gr, but avita one. From uswill grow amore proper, amore holy society."

"A society? So that'sit. And if | joined your commundlity, | would not be allowed to possess any daves,
| suppose?’

"Y ou might own daves, S, provided only they were dave—blacks| mean. The Lilliputians are not
daves, gr, in God's eye, and it is God you mock by treating them so. God will not be mocked.”

"| daresay not," agreed Burton, hauling his cumbersome body from its chair. "It's been apleasure, g,
talking with you. Mr. Pannell herewill show you out.”

Batesrose, flustered, unsure exactly where he had lost theinitiativein theinterview. "Am | to tekeit, S,
thatyou..."

"You areto takeit any way you choose, Sir. | had thought you aspy for Parliament, ar: thereare MPs
who would gladly outlaw davery indl itsforms, and they have the power to do actual harm. But you, S,
do not—I doubt nothing but that you are harmless, as are your God-bothering friends. Good day, Sir!"

Batess colour rosefiercely. Godbothering! Theinsolence! "Y ou arerude Sir! Believe me, God ismore
powerful than any parliament of men.”

"In the next world gr, the next world."



"Y ou veer towards blasphemy.”

"Itisnot I," Burton growled, "who attempted to infiltrate an honest workman's shop with lies and deceit,
not | who broke the commandment about bearing fase witness to worm my way indde adecent business
and try to tear it down. But you knew that you would not gain admittance if you spoke your true

purpose. Good day, Sir."

[2]

Bates paced the evening streets of London, the long unlovely streets. He passed gin-shops and private
houses. He walked past ajunior school with ranks of windows arrayed aong its brick wals like the
ranks of children within. He passed churches, chapels and a synagogue. Up the dog-leg of Upper S.
Martin's Lane and past the rag-traders of Cambridge Circus, now mostly putting away their barrows and
boarding up their shops. Bates, lost in his own thoughts, walked on, and up the main thoroughfare of
Charing Cross Road.

Around him, now, crowds passed. Like leaves at autumn, drained of their richness, dry and grey and
rattling along the stone roads before the wind. He thought of the French word: foule. A trueword, for
what was of greater folly than a crowd? The stupidity of humankind, that cattle-breed. Hiding,
ungpeeking, in some crevice of hismind was asense of thelittle Lilliputians as daintier. More graceful.
More faery. But hedidn't think specificaly of thelittle folk as he walked the road. There was an
oppressive wearinessingde him, as grey and heavy asamoon in hisbelly. Meancholiawas, he knew it
of course, agin. It sneered at God's grest gift of life. It wasthe sin against hope. It wasto be fought, but
the battle was hard. 1t was hard because melancholia corroded precisely the will to fight; it was a disease
of thewill.

Over hishead, one of the new clockwork flying devices buzzed, dipping and soaring like ametd
dragonfly, long ashisarm. It croaked away through the air up Charing Cross Road, flying north and
carrying who knew what message to who knew what destination. Only the wedlthy could afford such
toys, of course; the wedthy and the government. Perhapsit was the noise, the saf-importance humming
of it, that dways gave theimpression of a cresture hurrying off on an errand of the mightiest importance.
Thewar! Theempire! The future of humankind!

Probably afinancia facilitator, a manufactor, somebody with nouveau richesin the city, one of that type,
had sent it flying north to let his servants know he would be late home from work.

The thought was sour in Batess belly, atart, undigested pain. He should not have drunk the brandy.

He stopped to buy the Times from a barrow-boy, and ducked into amahogany-ceilinged coffee shop to
read it, Sitting with hot chocolate breathing fragrant steam at his elbow. Gadight from four lamps wiped
light over the polished tabletops, reflecting blurry circles of light in the waxed wood of thewalls. He
brought hisface close to the newsprint, as much to bury himself away from the stare of the other
coffee-drinkers as to make out the tiny printface. Miniature letters, like insects swarming over the page.

News.

British forces had seen action again at Versailles; the famous pal ace had been pocked with cannonshells.
Therewaslittle doubt that Christmas would seetheflag of St. George flying over Paris. Anxiety of the
French people; reassurance from the King that there would be no anti-Catholick repression after an
English victory. The mechanics of the Flying Idand had been thoroughly analysed by the Roya Society,
and a paper had been read before the King. It seemed that a particular ore was required, against which a
magnetic device of unusua design operated. Thisorewasfound only rarely in His Mgesty's dominions,
and in Europe not at al. But deposits were known to lie in portions of the North American and Gresater



Virginian continent. The way was clear, the paper announced, for anew idand to be congtructed asa
platform for usein the war againgt the Spanish in that continent.

Stll Batess spirits sank. He could not prevent it: some malign gravity of the heart dragged him down.

He turned to the back of the paper, and studied the advertisements. For sale, one Lilliputian, good
needleworker. For sale, two Lilliputians, abreeding couple; four hundred guineasthe pair. For sale,
stuffed Lilliputian bodies, arranged in poses from the classics: Shakespeare, Milton, Scott. For sde,
prime specimen of the famed Intelligent Equines, late of His Mg esty's Second Cognisant Cavdry; this
Beast (the lengthy advertisement spooled on) speaks atolerable English, but knows mathematics and
music to ahigh level of achievement. Of advanced years, but suitable for stud. And there, at the bottom,
swamped and overwhelmed by the mass of Mammonite hawking and crying, was asmal box: Public

L ecture, on the Wickedness of Endaving the Miniature Peoples from the East India Seas. Wednesday,
no entrance after eight. Wellborough Hall. Admission one shilling.

Hopeless, dl hopeless.

For Bates, the snking into the long dark night of the soul had begun. It had happened before, but every
time it happened there was never anything to compareit to, never any way to fight it off. He sumbled
down Oxford Street in afuggy daze of misery. Where did it come from? Chapels littered both sides of
the road, some polished and elegant, some boxy and unpretentious, and yet none of them held the
answer to hisindigestion of the spirit. If only some angel would swoop down to him, calling and weeping
through the air like aswift, varicoloured wings stretching like a cat after adeep, the feather-ends brushing
the street itsdlf in the lowest portion of 1tsflying arc, itsface bland and pale and till and beautiful. If only
some angel could bring God's blessing down to him. Or perhaps the angdl would actudly be afaery, a
tiny creature with wings of glass and achild'sintensity of innocence. Grace was Grace, eveninthe
smallest parcels.

[3]
11 November 1848

By thetime Bates next rose from his bed he had been on the mattress for two days and two nights. His
man put hisinsolent white head through the doorway to his cubby and chirruped. "Feding better today?*

"Go away, Baley," Batesgroaned. "Leave mein peace.”
"Off to your club today? It's Thursday—you told me most particularly to remind you of Thursday."

"Yes," he muttered, more to himself than to hisservant. "Y es, Thursday. | will be getting up today. My ...
somach fedsalittle better.”

"Thereyou go Sr." The head withdrew, with only the faintest of smirks upon it that seemed to say we all
know there€'s nothing the matter with your stomach, you old stay-a-bed.

Bates turned over in the bed. The sheet underneath him was foul with two days' accumulated stink,
creased and wrinkled like the palm of awhite hand. His bedside cabinet was littered with glasses, bottles,
anewssheet, anivory pipe. The curtain was of cotton-velvet, and muffled off most of the daylight. The
joints between knuckles and fingers-ends ached in both hands; the small of his back murmured
complaint. Hisfeet hurt frominaction. A seriesof bangs, miniature sounds, goh, goh, goh. Bates could
not tell whether the thrumming sound was the spirit of Headache rapping inside his scull, or the sound of
something thudding far away. The volatile acid of his melancholia had even eroded away the boundaries
of self and world, such that Bates's misery spread out and colonised redlity itsdlf, it became auniversa



pressure of unhappiness. It seemed to Bates at that moment that the Biblica flood had been, symboalically
speaking, a type or trope for Mdanchaoliaitsalf, washing away strength, joy, will, hope, diluting the very
energy of lifeitsalf and spreading it impossibly weskly about the globe. Grey waves washing a arickety
water-front.

He pulled the pot from under the bed and pissed into it without even getting up, lying on hisside and
directing the stream over the edge of the mattress. Flecks of fluid messed the edge of the bed, but he
didn't care. Why should he care? What was there to care about? When he had finished he did not even
bother pushing the pot back under the bed. He turned on his other sde and lay till. Therewasafaint
noise, arepeated thud-thud-thud.

It stopped. Bates turned over again.
Turned over again. Ridiculous, ridiculous.

He pulled himsdf upright, and snatched at the paper. Baley had brought it to him the night before, but
Batessfretful, miserable state of mind had not allowed him to concentrate long enough to read the
articles. He sarted on the first leader, an imperia puff about the progpects for a British European Empire
once France had been defeated. He read the third sentence three times—our glorious history reasserts
itself, our generals revitalise the dreams of Henry the Fifth—without taking it in at al. Thewords
were al there, and he knew the meaning of each, but as awhole the sentence refused to coadlescein his
mind. Sensdless. It was hopeless. In afit of petty rage, he crushed the whole paper up into aragged ball
and threw it to thefloor. It started, creskily, to unwind, like aliving thing.

Helay down again.
"Gentleman at the door, Sr." 1t was Baley, his head poking into crib.
"I'm not a home," Bates said into the mattress.

"Won't take that for an answer, Sr," said Baey. "A foreign gentleman. Says he's High Belgium, but I'd
say France, gr.”

Bates hauled himself upright. "His hair black, in along knout at the back of his head?'
"A what, Sr?'

"Long hair, idiot, long hair?'

"Continentd fashion, yesgr."

Bates was struggling into his gown. " Show him through, you fool.” He pressed the crumbs of degp from
his eyes and wiped apam over hisdeep-ruffled hair. Here? D'lvoi had never before come to hisrooms,
they had always met in the club. Perhaps Baey had made a mistake—but, no, coming through to the
drawing room there was D'lvoi, standing facing the fire, with aturquoise hat under his arm, the sheen of
hisslk suit gleaming, and hisridiculoustassdl of hair dangling from the back of hishead. Baey was
loitering, and Bates shooed him away.

"My friend,” said D'lvai, turning at the sound of Bates voice.

"I was coming to the club today," said Bates at once. ""Perhaps | seem unprepared, but | was about to
get dressed.”

D'lvoi shook his head very dightly, no more than atremble, and the smile was not didodged from his



face. "Thereisno need for usto meet at the club.” His thswere brittle, tare isno need for usto meet at
tea club, but otherwise his accent wastolerably good. "I regret to say my friend, that | leave thiscity this
afternoon.” Tat | leave tiss city.

"Leave?' Bates reached without thinking for the bell-rope, to call for teg; at the last minute he
remembered that thiswas a conference to which the servant must not be privy.

"I regret to say it. And before | depart, | bring awarning of sorts. Eventsin the war are about to take a
turn ... shall we say, dramatic?'

"Dramatic? | don't understand. The paper saysthat we ... that, ah, the English are on the edge of
capturing Paris. When that happens, surely the ...."

"No my friend,” said D'lvoi. "Y ou will find tomorrow's newspaperstell adifferent story. France and the
Pope have declared acommon right with the Pacificans.

It wasdl agreat ded for Batesto take in a once. "They have?' he said. "Why that's excellent news.
Excdlent newsfor our cause. Common right with Lilliputians and Brobdingnagians, both?!

"Certainly, with both. The petitefolk, and the giant folk, both are madein God'simage. Thetalking
horses, not; the Pope has decreed them devilish impostures. But of course he does so more because the
English hasits cavary regiment of sapient horses. And the French army now hasits own regiments.
Regiments of thelittle folk would be usdess enough, | suppose, but the giants make fearsome soldiers, |
think."

"The French army has recruited regiments of Brobdingnagians?' repeeated Bates, stupidly.

"I have not long, my friend,” said D'Ivoi, nodding his head minutely. I come partly to warn you. There
are other things. The President of the Republic has relocated to Avignon, as you know. Well, there have
been great things happening in Avignon, al in the south you know. And these grest things are about to
emergeto the day'slight, for al theworld to see. It will be terrible to be an English soldier before them.”

"Monseur," said Bates. "Areyou ... 7"

"Forgive me, my friend," interrupted D'Ivai. "When these things happen, it will be uncomfortableto bea
French nationa in London, | think. And so | depart. But | warn you too: your cause, your pardon our
cause, for the liberation of the Pacificans, has aligned you with the nation of France. Y our government
may take action againgt you for this reason.”

"l am no traitor," Bates asserted, though histongue felt heavy in his mouth uttering the sentiment.

"No no," assured the foreigner. "I only warn you. Y ou know best, of course, how to attend to your own
safety. But before | depart (and timeis close, my friend), let me say this. contemplate a French victory in
thiswar. | adviseit. Believe that, with the Pope and the President now dlied formally to the petitesand
the giants, believe that avictory for France will spell freedom for these people. Perhaps one smdler evil
counterbalances alarger good? Perhaps?”

Bates did not know what to say to this. "I know that my actions here," he started saying, speaking the
words dowly, "have benefited the French government. And | am not ashamed of this.”

"Good! Excdllently good! Becauseit will be lesstime than you think before French soldiers arrive herein
London town, and you would be well to consider how your duty lies. Y our duty, my friend, to God
aboveadl. No?'



"Monseur,” said Bates again anxioudy.
But D'lvoi was putting histop hat on and bowing, tiffly. "I regret | must depart.”
"French soldiers here?!

"Ah, yes. | will say only this, at last. There has been avery great series of inventions. We have amachine,
athinking and caculating machine ... have you heard of this?'

"A mechine?'

"Misgter Babbage, and his French mistress, have been working in Uzes, in France's south, for many years
now. Y ou have heard, perhaps, of mister Babbage?"

"Thenameisfamiliar ..." sad Bates. His head was sarting to buzz unpleasantly. This conferencewasa
shock, there was no mistaking it.

"He has built amachine. It can undertake aweek's calculationsin amoment. It is nothing more than a
box, the size of apiano | think, but it gives great power of caculation and ratiocination, of the power of
thought in thisbox. Forgiveme, | am forgetting my English already. But our engineers now use thisbox,
and with it they design fantastic new machines. Our generdsuseit, and with it they plan al possble
military srategies. Thisbox will winthewar, for us"

And he bowed again and was gone.
[4]
11-12 November 1848

Where doesit go, the melancholia, when some startling event evaporatesit, sublimesit into vapour that
dissolvesinto the wind? Bates's downheartedness vani shed. He washed, shaved, dressed, ate and
bustled from hisroomsin an hour. Everything had been turned topsy-turvy, and the evil spirit squaiting
spider-likein his head had somehow fallen free.

He hurried. D'Ivoi had been his only contact with the French, and perhaps by limiting his contact to a
sngleindividua he had, a somelevel, believed that he limited histreason too. And for aday or two the
very notion of a French victory—of French troops marching up the Mall—was too shocking for him to
think about it a al. But theidea percolated through his mind anyway, and soon he was almost welcoming
it. It would bring his cause to fruition. The Lilliputians would be freed, the Brobdingnagians reprieved
from race-desth.

He was up, up, up.

Hewent to his club, and wrote three |etters. Then he caught acab (arare expense for him) and visited a
sympatheticaly-minded gentleman in Holborn. He spent the evening with agaggle of churchmen,
duck-like individuals who paced about the room with their heads forward and their hands tucked into the
smdlsof their backs, talking ponderoudy of God. He told the sympathetically-minded gentleman little,
but hetold the churchmen dl. Their worry, it transpired, was not of French politica rule, so much asthe
danger of an oppressive Catholicism being imposed asthe officia religion. Bates wastoo excited, to
elevated in spirit, to worry about this.

"Areyou certain that these events are going to come to pass?' one of the clerics asked him. "Areyou
ure?!



"l am sure," gabbled Bates. He tended to talk too rapidly when the mood was on him, when his blood
was hurtling through his body, but it couldn't be helped. "Now that they have declared themselvesfor the
humanity of the Lilliputians and Brobdingnagians, al of the civilised world will support them, surely. And
their dliance has meant that they could recruit aregiment of giantsto fight us. To fight the English.
Moreover," he went on, wide-eyed, "they have perfected adevice, amachine, athinking machine. Have
you heard of Migter Babbing?'

Babbing? Babbing?

"Do you mean Babbage," said one ederly churchman, awhittled, dry-faced old man who had been a
main agent in the campaign sinceitsfirg days. " The computationd device?'

"The French have perfected it," said Bates. "And with it they have constructed new engineering devices,
and plotted new techniques of war-making."

"Incredible!"
"It iscredibleindeed.”
"The computing device has been perfected!”

On the Saturday he attended a tea-party at which he wasthe only male present. He sat on achair too
small for him, and listened politely to haf-a-dozen wedthy matrons and maidens expatiate upon how
beautiful the little people were, how marvellous, and how wicked it was to chain them with tiny chains
and make them work in factories. Nobody mentioned the Brobdingnagians, of course, who lacked the
daintinessto appedl to this class of person. But Bates smiled and nodded, and thought of the money
these women might gift to the cause.

One woman confided in him. "Since my husband passed through the veil," she said in abreathy tone of
voice, "my life has become divided between these darling little creatures, and my cats.”

The Sunday, naturally he went to chapel. But he could not bring his mind to focus on the sermon.
Something fretted at its margins, some piece of thought-grit. These darling little creatures. But, Bates
thought, there was so much moreto the Lilliputians than thist They were messengers, in some way or
other. He had not managed to clear the thought thoroughly enough through his brain to fully understand it,
but he felt it, hefdt it genuiney and thoroughly. Messengers. There was something about them,
something specid, that deserved preservation in the way few ordinary-sized people did.

She had sat next to him, with purple crinoline and alacecap covering her hair, but with these intense,
beautiful air-blue eyes, and had said: these darling little creatures, and my cats.

Cats preyed on them, of course. One of Bates's acquaintances declared that he had first become
interested in their cause after watching two catsfighting over astray Lilliputian, in the kitchen of his
uncle'shouse,

And soit did again, dropping like leaves from atree until the tree haslogt dl itsleaves. Bates went to bed
Sunday night with aheart so heavy it registered not only in hischest, but in histhroat and belly too. And
waking the following morning was aforlorn, interfered-with sensation. The urge not to rise was very
strong: merely to stay in bed, to turn the heavy-body and heavy-head and lie there. After afew days of
energetic living, Batess life had been usurped again by melancholia



Hisrooms, on Cavendish Square, looked over an ova of parched winter grass and four nude trees.
Some days hewould st and stare, emptying one cigarette after another of its smoke, and doing nothing
but watching the motionlessness of the trees.

When he had been ayoung man, some six or seven years earlier, Bates had had an intrigue with a
tobacconist's daughter caled Mary. The romance had strayed into physical impropriety. To begin with,
Bates had felt aglow in his heart, something fuelled by equa parts pride and shame. The necessary
secrecy had built him up insde hissuit. Hefdt the sin, but he dso felt elevated, enlarged. He could walk
the streets of London, looking at the others, and knowing something they did not know. The aftermath,
the potent stew of good and bad emotions, was more pleasurable than the physical enjoyment of the act
itsdlf, pleasurablethough that act is.

Then Mary told him that she was carrying achild. This changed the balance of fedingsinsdehimtoa
form of fear. He could not bring himsdlf to confront his own father (fill dive at that time) to declare
himsdlf the destined parent of an infant. It wasimpossible. Inner shameis, perhaps, a sensation so
powerfully mixed of delight and disgust it pproximates glory; but public shameisavery different matter.
Bates senior was not awedthy man, but he was proud. Marriage to atobacconist's daughter was out of
the question. And Mary was asweet girl. But what could he do? What could be done?

Of course nothing could be done.

There was avery uncomfortable interview between the former lovers. There were tears and
recriminations from her. They madeit easer for him to adopt a stony exterior manner. Afterwards he
spent the evening in his club, and drank most of abottle of claret. A walk home and ahaf-hour ina
chapel dong theway. Prayer blended his avkwardness, his shame, his self-loathing, hisweakness, into a
cement of strength. He would be strong from this moment, which was dl that Christ required. Hewould
SN no more,

His resolution included a blanking out of Mary, which he managed by pretending that she did not exi<t.
For weeks this strategy worked well. For hours at atime he forgot that there was such a person in the
world. Only when heindulged in occasiond, night-time bouts of impure thought and manua stimulation
did her image pop into his mind, and this only encouraged him to quit that degrading business anyway.

Then, amonth or more later, he saw her at the booth, paying to cross London Bridge. He hurried after
her, uncertain whether the face glimpsed under the bonnet was indeed hers. "Excuse me, madam,” he



caled. And sheturned.

She looked blankly into hisface, neither pleased nor displeased to see him.
"Mary," hesaid, catching up with her.

Her stomach wasflat.

"You'relooking," she chided, following hisgaze. "Tis not decent."

Light made painterly effects on theriver, speckles of brightness spread in a swathe.
He didn't know how to ask the question.

"Don't worry yoursdlf, air,” she said, blushing plum-red, her voice as angry as Bates had ever heard it.
"No child will come and threaten your family honour.” She pronounced thislast word on 'er.

"| don't understand.”

Shewas quiet for atime. "Well, afriend of mine knows adoctor. Not that 1'd cal him ared doctor, if
you seewhat | say."

"Oh," said Bates, soft, realisng what had happened. They were athird of the way over the bridge now.
The sunlight swelled, and the Thames was glittering and sparkling like asolid. Batess mouth was dry.

"What did you do with it?" he asked, apain growing in his chest asif hisribswere contracting and
queezing hislungs.

"1t?" shereplied.
"The" he sad, his voice sounding somehow different to himsdlf, “child.”

She stared a him, stared for haf aminute, her face immobile but her eyeswide. "1 buried him,” she said.
"I dug under the hedgerow in Somer's Town, beside the churchyard, and buried him there.”

For days Bates had been unable to get thisimage out of his mind. His child, his son, buried and mixed
into the earth. Like ore. He dreamt of thelittle creature, its eyes closed and its mouth pursed againgt the
chill. Heimagined it with hair, long blonde strands of hair. Heimagined it miniature, Lilliputianinsze. In
the dream he scuffed at the dirt with hisfeet, knowing his child was interred beneath the spot. A strand of
gold grazed hiswrist. Boysin brown, crossing-sweepers, leant together to talk, somewherein the
distance. Through awindow, perhaps. One of them yawned. But hewasin aroom, with velvet curtains.
The strands of gold were woven into a cobweb. A strand of gold grazed hiswrist. The baby'stiny hand
was reaching for him, and when it touched him its skin was so cold he yelped out loud.

At that point he avoke.

[5]

On 19 November, French forces crossed the Channel. The fighting in the northeast was the harde<t,
British troops having pulled back with amilitary aacrity to trenches dug earlier in the campaign and then
gticking to their positionsin and around Saint Quentin. But the French army was renewed. Three
battalions of regular troops attacked the British positions; but then the premier cor ps de géants stormed
the eastern flank. They carried enormous weaponry, great hoops of iron ringing massive planks of treated
wood, cannonaders that the Brobdingnagians could fire from their shoulders, sending fissile barrdl-shaped



charges hurtling onto troops below. The packages werefilled with Greek Fire. The giants proved
remarkably resistant to riflefire; athough cannon-shellswould tend to bring them down.

The battle fought at Saint Quentin was the mgor engagement of the whole war, with conventional troops
charging the English line-of-defence from two sides at once, and a platoon of Brobdingnagians wading
amongst the fighting with studied, dow-footed seriousness, smashing and killing about them with long,
weighted pikes—sixty foot long, and carrying nearly aton of metal shaped at the killing end. And the
cannonaders wrought havoc. One colond logt his colour completely as he read the paper containing the
casudlty figures after the battle. "I this number were pounds rather than corpses,” hetold hisaide de
camp, "we would be wealthy indeed.” His bon mot went around the camp. The English Army, the soldier
joked grimly, was wedlthy indeed in corpses, but poor in terms of the sovereign. The Commander in
Chief was till hanging men for High Treason, because this joke had passed their lips, when the rest of the
army had retreated to the coast. He himsdlf |eft on a sapient horse as French forward-troops broke
through the camp and past the dangling bodies.

From Quentin the English fell back acrossthe Pas de Caais. Ordersto establish a series of redoubts
wereignored, or heroicaly followed to the death of everyone concerned. Commanders attempted to
co-ordinate an evacuation on the beaches around Calais-town, but the French pressed their advantage
and embarkation turned to rout. Eventudly the Brobdingnagians sivam through again, pulling boats down
to perdition from undernesth. Commandersfled the scenein small skiffs. There was screaming,
weapon's-fire, commotion and confusion. The English losses were even worse than they had been at the
battle of Saint Quentin.

Corpses sank to the bottom of the Manche as stones, or bobbed on the surface, tangled with the waves,
or rolled and trundled dead in the surf, sand in their mouths and in their hair, in their Sghtless eyes.

Bates followed the news, reading the hastily printed news-sheets with afearful avidity. He wanted the
French repulsed, like any Englishman. But he wanted the French victorious, and with it the noble
God-endorsed cause to which he had devoted so much of hisadult life. He didn't know what he wanted.
He wanted to deep, but he could only toss and roll on hisdirty sheets.

His servant vanished. This abandonment didn't surprise him. Everywhere, people were leaving the
capitd.

The premier and troisieme corps de géants waked and swam the channel, pulling troop-barges behind
them. The army beached a Broadgtairs. The English army, with al reserves called up and dl available
men under orders, assembled themselves on the hills south of Canterbury. Travellers and passengers
began carrying word-of-mouth reports of thefighting. Terrible, like the end of the world, they sad. It
be the world's end, a preacher was saying on Gad's Hill. These gigantic men are God's wrath.

Theflood of people from London increased.
Bates found his mood undergoing one of those peculiar bubblings-up that correlated only poorly to his



surroundings. Hetook to rising rdlatively early, and walking the streets of London with adispassionate,
observer's eye. He watched servants |oad bel ongings onto carts outside lankily opulent town housesin
Mayfair; watched shopkeepersfitting boards over their windows, whilst their wives wrapped whimpering
Lilliputians in handkerchiefs for the journey. On the Great North Road a grest worm of humanity pulsed
away to the horizon, people walking, trudging, hurrying or staggering, hand-carts and horse-carts, men
hauling packs stacked yards high with clinking pots and rolled cloth, women carrying children, animason
tight tethers. Bates stood for an hour or more watching the stream of people trudge on, as seemingly
sourceless and endless asthe Thames itself. Militiamen trotted by on horseback, hawkers cried waresto
the refugees, clockwork aerid craft buzzed up and down the rank, left and right acrossiit.

Eventualy, Bates wandered back into the city, and went to his club to take luncheon. Only Harmon was
there, and one cook in the back-room. "Dear me," Bates muttered. "What's happened here." Harmon
was dl apologies, agood man in trying times. "L uncheon should not present problems, g, if you'd care
to eat."

Bates ate. His thoughts kept returning to the war. Could the Generas, perhaps, be persuaded that
England waslosing the war because it had flouted God's ordinance? A genera proclamation from
Parliament freeing the Lilliputians, and God's radiance would smile on His people again—surely? Surely?

He wandered, pensve, taking twice his normal time back to Cavendish Square. A stranger, dressed inan
anonymous brown, was waiting outside his front door.

"Sir?' hesaid, garting forward. "Y ou are Migter Bates?' The words were enough to revedl that his
accent was French.

Bates felt suddenly panicky, he wasn't sure why. "What do you want?"

"Cam yoursdf, sr, cam yoursdlf," said the stranger. Y ou are afriend of Migter D'lvai, | believe?'
"D'lvol," said Bates. "Yes."

"I bring amessage from him. Could we go insde your gpartment?”

"Your amy isin Kent, gr," said Bates, hisfight-or-flight bal ance teetering towards the aggressive again.
"It loots Kent as we speak, Sir.”

The dranger only said: "I bring amessage from him."

The stranger did not introduce himsdlf, or give aname. He carried aleather attaché case, and his boots
werewell worn at toe and hedl. Inside, as Bates unclasped his own shutters (having no servant to do the
job for him), the man placed his case carefully on atable, took off histhree-cornered-hat, and bowed.

"Swiftnessisto bedesired, sir," hesaid. "I gpologise for my English, for the speaking. Y ou will pardon
my expression?’ Without waiting for an answer, he went on. "Mister D'lvoi has asked for you
particularly." He enunciated every syllable of thislatter word with care. "He, and |, ask for your help.
Y ou havefaith in our cause, | believe.”



"For the Pacificans. For the little and the great, of the people. The Holy Father has declared the war a
holy war, to free these creatures from their bondage. Y es?'

"Yau

"Our army will soon bein London. Wewish for you to do something for us, which it will make more
swift the ending of thewar. If you do thisthing for us, the war will end sooner, and the holy cause
achieved."

"Yes" sad Bates. His mouth was dry.

"Inthis satchel thereisaperson.”

"Satchd ?'

The stranger bowed. "'Isthe word incorrect? | apologise. This sack, this bag.”
"No, s, | understand the word."

"Please, will you take this satchel to the Tower of London. It isthistower which isthe command position
for the defence of London, aswe believe. The generds, the munitions, the forces, they gather there. The
person insde the satchel will be able to work such thingsasto ... to make more swift the ending of the
war."

"ThereisalLilliputian in the bag?"

The stranger bowed, and opened the flgp of the satchd. A Lilliputian unhooked himself from asmall
padded harness inside and climbed out to stand, at attention, on the tabletop. Bates, as amazed and as
unsettled as he always was in the presence of these tiny beings, smiled, made his smile broader, opened
his mouth to show histeeth asif he were going to eat the thing. The Lilliputian stood, motionless.

"He hasatraining, agpecid training,” said the stranger. "Heisawarrior of great courage, great vaue. If |
were to agpproach the Tower | would be shot, of course. And the naked streets are dangerous places for
thelittle men, with trgps and cats and dl thingslikethis. But if you were to bear the satchel, you would be
ableto rdlease him insdethefort. Yes?'

"I know nobody in the Tower of London,” said Bates. "I have no contactsin thearmy.”
"Y ou go to the Tower, and tell them that you bear amessage from Colonel Truelove.”
"I do not know the gentleman.”

"Heis captured, but we believe that the ... English, excuse me, thet you ... do not know that heis
captured. You will present to the guards and tell them that you bear amessage from him, for attention of
Generd Wilkinson only, for the Generd only. Onceinside, find aquiet place to release the warrior from
the satchd.”

Sunlight laid squares on thefloor. Light isaweight upon the earth, amighty pressure from above, and yet
itiscondituted of thetiniest of particles.

Batesfelt asif the moment of choice had dready passed behind him. He did not have the language to
phrase argection. All he could say was. "I will do thisthing."

[6]



27 November 1848

Y ou are astrange figure, somebody told Bates. Sometimes your spirit is enormous; sometimesit shrinks
to nothing. To nothing, Bates thought, and | lie abed for days. But not now, he thought. Now | have a
task, to test mysdlf, to prove mysdf to God.

The Frenchman had ingsted on the urgency of his mission, and had pressed Bates until he offered up a
promiseto undertake it the following dawn. "Dawn, mind, sir," said the Frenchman, before leaving. "If we
co-obstinate ..."

"Co-ordinate," corrected Bates.

"Just 0. If we co-obstinate, such that thelittle warrior isinside the Tower at the right moment, then we
can complete the war much sooner. Much sooner.”

He departed, with agait that |looked to Bates like an insolent jauntiness. But it was much too late for
regrets. He shut his door, pulled up a chair and sat opposite the miniature human on the tabl etop.

"Good evening, my friend,” he said.
TheLilliputian was Slent.

There was some uncanny aspect to them, Bates thought to himsdlf. He could not fed comfortable in their
company. They unsettled him. Hetried to visudise them astoys, or marionettes, but then they would
shiver in someinescgpably human way, or their little eyeswould swivel and stare, asif penetrating
beneath the decorous levels of manner and behaviour. They carried within them astrange elison. They
were sylphs, but they were also and at the same time devils.

But it wastoo late for regrets.

"You arereticent, my friend,” he said. "I cannot blame you if you harbour resentment againgt the English
peoples. My people have committed ... terrible crimesagaing ... your people.”

The Lilliputian said nothing. Was his sllence the outward sign of some savage indignation?
"Bdieveme" Bateswent on, "1 am your friend. | have devoted my life to your cause.”
Nothing.

It occurred to Bates that the Lilliputian might not spesk English. "Mon ami," he began, but his French was
not good. "Mon ami, j'espéreque ..."

The Lilliputian turned on his hedl, clambered back inside the satchel, and was gone.

Inthe smal hours of the morning Bates discovered that the Lilliputian did indeed speak English. He had
somehow mounted the arm of the chaise longue on which Bateswas deeping, and caled in his
wren-likevoice: "Awakel Awake! For the sun will soon scatter darkness like awhite stone scattering
crowsinflock."



Seepy-headed, Bates found this hard to follow.

"Wemust be on our way," cried the Lilliputian. "We must be on our way."

"Itisdill dark," Bates grumbled, rubbing the deep from his eyeswith the caf of hisarm.
"But it will belight soon."

"Y ou spesk English.”

TheLilliputian did not say anything to this.

Batesrose and lit alamp, dressing rapidly. He used yesternight's bowl of water to rinse hisface, laced his
feet into hisboots and looked about him. The Lilliputian was standing beside the satchdl.

"Y ou are eager to go to war, my littlefriend," Bates said.

The morning had aspectra, unred fed about it: the citruslight of the lamp, the angular purple shadowsiit
threw, the perfect scaled-down human being standing on the table.

"l amawarrior,” it piped.

"But we must remember that Jesusis the Prince of Peace.”
Thelittle figure danted his head minutely, but did not reply.
"Well wdl," said Bates. "Well well, we shdl go.”
Thelittle figure dipped insde the case.

L ocking the door to hisroomsfdt, to Bates, like seding off hislife entire. Perhagps| shdl die, he said, but
his mind was so muzzy with tiredness that the thought carried no sting. Perhaps | shall never return here.
But he didn't believe that, not redlly. He did not truly believe that.

Hisfingers dipped and fumbled at his coat buttons, and then hoisting the case with its precious cargo and
griding out.

The light was growing, as his heels sounded on the pavement in Cavendish Square. Theair was chill. The
western horizon was gtill agloomy and impressive purple, but the sky to the east was bright, the colour of
malaria, with the morning star adot of sharp light like atiny window, immeasurably far off, openinthe
wall of animmenseyelow citaddl.

At the top of Charing Cross Road Bates saw a solitary person in the otherwise deserted streets, a
hunched over infantryman stumbling, or hurrying, north. He was nervous enough to draw back into the
shadow of adoorway, and then rebuked himsalf and strode on. He imagined sentry-questions. WWho
goes there? An Englishman! A loyd Englishman! God savethe King! What's in the bag?
Nothing—sir—nothing at dl, save some persond belongings ... but that would be easily disproven, a
quick search would reved histrue carriage. Papers! Papersfor the generd ... to be perused by him
aone. To be seen by hiseyes only! Would that satisfy a sentryman?

Hewalked on, and the dawn swelled in brightness al around him.
By the time he reached Holborn the sounds of fighting were unignorable.

From a distance the cannon-fire sounded like the booming of bitterns over estuary flats, or the



stomach-rumble of distant thunder. But once down the dip and up the other side of Holborn the battle
seemed to swoop out of the imaginary into the real with agppalling swiftness. Knocks and bangsthree
dreets away, two, and then riflefire tattering the air, men in beetroot uniforms with bayoneted rifles
trotting en masse, or hurrying singly from firing-position to firing-postion.

Bates wasfully awake now.

He ducked down one side street, and then another, trying to stay clear of the scurrying military action. He
was vividly aware of the supidity of his position; acivilian, an unarmed and inexperienced man wandering
the streetsin the midst of awar. A bomb swooned through the air, exploding somewhere away to hisleft
with a powerful crunch.

Panic took him for ten minutes, during which time he dropped the satchel and tried to claw hisway
through abarred oak door. When hisright fingernails were bloody the panic seemed to ebb from him,
leaving him panting and foolish. He retrieved the satchd, hurried to the end of the street, turned a dog-leg
and found himsdf ontheriverside.

Thesun at itslow angle, with sunlight trembling off the water, turned the river to meta. Bates hurried on.
Fifty yards downriver and he was at the deserted toll-booth of London Bridge's Middlesex side.

"Y ou therel" called somebody. "Hold yoursdf! Friend or foel™
Bates stopped. "An Englishman!" he cdlled.

From where he was standing he could look down upon the bridge, and across the pa e brown rush of the
river. The Thamess flow seemed enormous, the water standing up at the leading face of the bridge's
pillarsin burly, muscular lips, thetrailing edge leaving deep scores in the surface that broke into wakes
and ripples hundreds of yards further downstream. Riflemen hurried along the half-completed
embankment, ducking behind the unplaced stone-blocks, or jumping into the holes where such blocks
were yet to be placed. The sound of horses whinnying, like metal skittering over ice, wasintheair from
somewhere on the other Sde of theriver. An artillery unit laboured with arecacitrant field gun, poking its
snub over the bridge's parapet. On theriver's surface, aboat jockeyed against the fierce pull of the
water, three sets of oarsflicking up and down like insect legs to keep the boat dongsideasmall quay
onto which soldierswere dighting.

And then, with the sounds of multiple detonation, smoke flowered into the air. French dart-shells hurtled
over the horizon, threads against the sky, and careered into the masonry adongside the river with
agtonishing vehemence. The ground shook; ripples shuddered across the face of the water; stone
cracked and puffed into the air as smoke. Bricks, pillars and blocks tumbled and clattered. More
explosons. Thetick-tock of bullets, British riflefire, though Bates couldn't see what they werefiring at.
Then the giants came; heads rearing up like the sun over the horizon, but these sunsfollowed by bodies,
and the bodies supported on enormous legs. They strode up theriver, the water blanching into foam
about their shins. They were dressed in crazily-patched leather clothes, padded with numerous meta
plates that were too poorly burnished to gleam in the light. With the sun behind them, four marched.

He was so stunned by the sight asto not understand how much in shock he was. He blinked, and turned.
People were rushing on dl sides, faces distorted asthey shouted. He blinked again, turned again. The
French, soldiers of ordinary size, were visible on the south bank, somefiring over the water, some
attempting to crossthe bridge. English troops were defending the position. Bates stood in the midst of it,
asingle gentleman in modest but expensive clothing, his coat buttoned dl theway to hischin, carrying a
leather satchd briefcase. One of the English soldiers, hurrying to the bridge, caught hiseye. "You!" he
yelled. "You!"



Still numb to his surroundings, Bates turned to face him. Smoke misted up and swirled away, to an
orchestra accompaniment of clattering explosions.

Everybody was|ooking north. Bates followed their glances. Another thunderstroke.

One of the Brobdingnagians was standing over the dome of Saint Paul's. He had driven his meta-tipped
gaff through the shell of it, asif breaking the blunt end of an egg. Helifted it out, and struck again, and
the dome collgpsed leaving afuzzy hao of dust.

Batesturned to look for the soldier who had accosted him. He was not standing where he had been
standing. Bates looked around, and then looked down, and saw him lying spreadeagled on the floor.
Blood, dark and taut like poured molasses, was pooled al around him.

Bates stumbled, haf-awake, from the tollbooth and down aside-street. A crazy trgectory. Heran
clumsily past arow of scowling arches, and then turned into a doorway, pressing himself up into the
shadow and againgt the sidewall.

The sounds of battle became chuckles and cresks. It took him amoment to redlise that the fighting was
moving away, sweeping round beyond the wrecked cathedral and into the fields to the north. Hefiddled
with the catch on the briefcase and whispered ingde, although as he did so he was struck by how
peculiar it was to be whispering.

The street was deserted.
The Lilliputian's high-pitched voice warbled from its hidden place. Y ou must go on.”
"I will bekilled," said Bates, atrill of nerves shaking the last word. Hefdt closeto tears.

"Degth isthe soil of theworld,” said the Lilliputian, the oddness of the sentiment made stranger still by the
ethered, piping voice that uttered it.

"I will wait here until the fighting has stopped,” said Bates. Saying so brought him atrembly sense of
satisfaction: to be safe, not to die, to stay hidden until the danger had passed.

"No," said the Lilliputian. The timbre of his voice had changed. Somehow, Bates could not see how, he
had dipped out of the case and climbed up the coat. He stood on Bates's shoulder, and with a shimmer
was on hisface. Tiny pressure on his ear, atickling sensation of an insect on his cheek. Bates could not
repress ashudder, araising of his eyesto swat the spider that had the gall to touch hisface—to touch his
face! Only an effort of will, consciousness, prevented him from dgpping at the little creature. | must not!
He thought. God's creature! So easy to crush it out of life ... but no, no, | must not, never, never.

Blurrily closeto hiseyebdl, the pink-yellow shape of ahead, alash-like hand, dissolved by nearness.
"Thisthorn,” warbled the Lilliputian, "isawesgpon. | can thrust it into your eye, and it will explode, a
bomb." Bates blinked furioudy. "If you attack me | will have your eye." Bates blinked again. Hiseyewas
watering; his breaths were coming much more swiftly. "If you do not move now, to go to the Tower, |
will haveyour eye.”

"My deer littlefriend,” said Bates, high-pitched. "Mon share amy.”



"The Brobdingnagianslive to be ahundred and fifty years of age," came the sing-song rapid little voice.
"They arewary of death, for death isararity to them. But we of Lilliput live aquarter aslong, and hold
degth in aquarter as much worth. We are anation of warriors."

"My deer littlefriend,” said Bates, again.

"Go now." And thetickling sensation vanished from hisface, the ornament-like pressure removed from
his ear. When Bates had regained his breath the Lilliputian was back in the satchdl.

The battle seemed to have passed entirely away. Cautious as amouse, Bates ducked from doorway to
doorway, but the only people he saw were British soldiers. He hurried down Eastcheap, and came out
from the tall houses directly before the Tower.

He had no idea of the time. Certainly the morning was advanced now, the sky was crowded with
ivory-coloured thunderheads. Spots of rain touched his face, and Bates thought of contemptuous
Lilliputians spitting upon hisskin.

Therewas agreat deal of military activity around the Tower; mounted troopsjittered by, their horses
glittery with swest, or rain, or both; cannons were positioned at al places, sentries doing their clockwork
sentry-business, chimney-smoke and noise and business and camp-followers, al the melee. It seemed
odder to Bates than the battle he had just witnessed. He shouldered the satchdl, its occupant like some
wasp, striped with its own uniform; and yet, who could say, why not angelic aswell? And there was the
tower itsdlf, London'stower aswhite asice, blocky like teeth, standing taller over him, his parent, his
nationhood's parent. It did not look inviting.

Nobody challenged him as he marched up the causeway until he had come within ten yards of the closed
main gate, with itslesser gate inset and open. "Who goesthere?’ yelled the sentryman, dthough he was
only afoot or so from Bates. "General Wilkinson! shouted Bates, startled into life. "1 bring amessage for
Genera Wilkinson!" His heart Suttered. "I have amessage for the Generd's ears only! From Colonel
Trudove"

[7]

He spent much of the rest of the day hiding inside awell-appointed house whose door had been blown,
or beaten, from its hinges. The kitchen was messed and food looted, but the other rooms had been left
untouched: beautiful furniture, with legs curled and dender as string, ornaments with the intricacy of
clockwork but without function or movement, globes of glass holding preserved flowers, anew design of
tallboy-clock, whose metronomic timekeeper rocked back and forth onits hinged base like atree
swaying in the breeze. The walls were hung with oils of society beauties.

Entering the Tower had been smplein the end. The guard had looked inside the satchel, but only
cursorily and without penetrating deep enough to unearth the miniature warrior concedled inside. He had
dipped through the inset door, the flap atwelfth the size of the grest gates which were not opened, and
hurried past the buzz of people within, over the inner quad, through another door and to acoignin an
empty corridor. And there he had released the Lilliputian warrior, who had emerged from the bag with
threads of rope coiled over his shoulder, and his own miniature satchel on abelt around hiswaist. He had
not bade Bates farewell, but had scurried off.



Bates had loitered, nervoudy, around the Tower, and then had dipped amongst a crowd of engineers
and kitchen-servants asthey exited the Tower, and after that had dipped into deserted streetsin
Whitechapd!.

Perhaps he expected to hear some titanic explosion, the arsena beneath the Tower exploded by the
fiercelittle Lilliputian; perhaps he expected the cheers of French troops. But dthough his ear was
repeatedly distracted by bangs, knocks, creases of sound in the air, yells, tatters of song, aurd flotsam,
he heard nothing that matched the imagined cataclysm of his heart.

Much later in the afternoon, ashamed at his own ingtincts for cowardice, he had ventured out from this
house, and wandered the city. He came across one body, in a British uniform, and then a clutch more of
them. A print shop's window's had been broken in to make a placement for afield gun, but the gun's
barrel was sheared and broken asadaisy, and its crew lay in atangle of blackened arms and legs around
it. Southward brought Bates out on the river again. Here there were more bodies. Bates went to the
water's edge and sat down. On the far sde of the river broken buildings bannered smoke into the evening
ar.

There was nobody around. It was asif London were adead city.
Theriver hushed below him, like bresthing.

| have killed my city, thought Bates, his mood flowing away from him now liketheriver itsdlf, hisspirits
draining into the hidden sinks of despair. | am atraitor, and | have killed my city.

Anirregular splashing to the west intruded on his attention. Upriver he could see one of the giants, Sitting
on the bank with itslegsin the water for dl theworld like asmal boy beside atiny stream. The giant
kicked hislegs, languidly, intermittently, sending up house-sized bulges of water up to trouble the surface.
Behind him, thetip of the sun dipped againgt theriver, colour bleeding from it into the water like
watercolour paint from a paintbrush being washed after a day'swork.

With desperate, self-detesting resolution Bates started towards the figure; this giant surveying theruins he
had made of the world's greatest city. "Monseur!" hecdled. "Monseur!”

He ran for ten minutes before he was close enough for his gnat's-voice to reach the grest flappy ears.
"Monseur! Mongeur!”

The Brobdingnagian turned his head with the downess of a planet revolving.
"l am here Monsieur!" squeaked Bates. "Down here Monsieur!”
The eydidsrolled up, great blinds, and the carpet-roll lips parted. "Good day,” said the giant.

And now that he was standing beside the creature, Bates redlised he had no ideawhat he had intended in
coming over. "Forgive me, dr," he said. "Forgive mefor gpproaching you. Isthe battle over?!

"| can barely hear you," grumbled the giant, its sub-bass voice rolling and coiling in the evening air. "Allow
meto lift you." And with duggish but minute patience the enormous hand presented itself, so that Bates
could step into the palm. The quality of the skin was not in the least |eathery, as he expected it to be; it
was douce, though strong, with some of the qudlity of turf. And then he waslifted into the air, and
brought before the enormous benign face. Bates could see the pores, athousand rabbit-holesin the
cliff-face; could see the poplar-stubs of unshaved beard, the tangle of hair in the nogtril like winter trees.

"Thank you monsieur,” hesaid. "Isthe baitle over?'



"Itis" sadthegiant.
" Are the French victorious?"

Every flicker of emotion was magnified, asif the great face were acting, over-acting, each expression.
"You are French?'

"No dgr, nogr," Batesgabbled. "But asympathiser, sr. | anan dly of France, an dly, that isto say, of its
great cause, of freedom for Pacificans, of freedom againgt davery and the upholding of God'slaw.”

"Y our voiceistoo small, and too rapid,” rumbled thevoice. "I cannot follow your speech.”

" am afriend to the Brobdingnagian people," said Bates more dowly and more loud. "And the
Lilliputians."

A smile, wide asaboulevard. "Thetiniest of folk. Our fleas are bigger than they. Some of my people,” he
grumbled on, benignly, "do not believe they exigt, never having seen them. But | am assured they do exig,
and | am prepared to believeit."

Therewas slence for amoment. The light reddened deeper into sunset.
"The day isyours?' Bates asked again.

"Theamy of Franceisvictorious.”

"Y ou do not seem happy.”

"Méancholia," said the giant, drawing the word out so that it seemed to rumble on and on, asound like
heavy furniture being dragged over the floor. "To observe acity broken like this. We Brobdingnagians
are apeaceful people, and such destruction ..." Hetrailed off.

"But your great cause,” chirruped Bates. "Thisvictory isagreet thing! It will mean freedom for your
people.”

"The France-army," said the giant, "possess amachine of the greatest ingenuity. | have seen it; no bigger
than a snuff-box, yet it computes and cal culates and solves al manner of problemsat aferociousrate.
So swiftly it workd It isthis machine that haswon thewar, | think. Thismachine. Its strategy, and its
solution to problems. This machine." He hummed and hoomed for awhile. "My people," he continued,
"my people areingenious with machines, but never so ingenious as your people. Y ou are small, but
cunning. Perhapsthe others, the Lil, the Lilli ..."

“TheLilliputians”

"Just S0, perhaps they are more ingenious even than you? The smaller the more cunning? Thismay be
God'sway of ordering hisuniverse. The smaller the more cunning.”

"I have long been an dly of France," Bates declared. His spirits, sunken only minutes before, wererising
again, following their own unfathomablelogic. Perhaps, he thought, perhaps my betrayd truly followed a
higher good. Perhapsit isfor the best. After defeat, England will abandon its persecution of the
Pacificans, and soon after thet its greatness will reassert itsdlf. Intenyears ... maybeless. Andit will bea
more worthwhile greatness, because it will not flout God's ordinance. "I havelong been an dlly of France,
and afriend of the Count D'lvoi."

"D'lvai," said thegiant. "'l know him."



"Y ou know him?"
"Indeed. Shdl | take you to him?"

"Yed" Bates declared, hisheart flaring into fervour. "Yes! | will congratulate him on hisvictory, and on
the new age of justice for Lilliputians and Brobdingnagians both! ™

The enormous hand cupped him againgt the giant's shoulder, and heroseto hisfull height. The sun
seemed to pull back from the horizon with the change in perspective, and then in lengthily dushing strides
the giant marched down theriver. He paused at the wrecked arches of London Bridge, stepping up onto
the concourse and over it into the water again. In moments he was dongside the Tower. The troops
outside the citaddl werein French uniform; they scurried below, insect-like, apparently as aarmed by
their gigantic dly asthe British had been by the giants as foes. Cannon were hauled round to bear on the
figure

"A vigtor for Monseur le Comte," boomed the Brobdignagian. "A visitor for Monsieur D'lvoi.”

He placed Bates on the charred lawn before the main gate, and withdrew his hand.
[8]

Bates was kept waiting for an hour or more, Stting on abench inside the main gate. The evening light
thickened to full darkness, and aNovember chill wrapped itself around the skin. Soldiers passed back
and forth, their spirits evated by victory. Every face was grinning. Bates alowed the sense of
achievement to percolate through into his own heart. Something great had happened here, after al. He
thought of thelittle warrior he had carried past this gate only that morning. Such vaour in so small an
individuad'! Was he gill dive? When he met D'lvoi again, he would ask. Such valour. He deserved a
medal. Would miniature medals be forged, to reward the part brave Lilliputians had played in their own
liberation?

"Monseur?' An aide de camp was standing in front of him. “The Comte D'lvoi will see you now."

Bubbling with excitement, Bates followed the fellow across the court and down a series of steps. Gadlit
corridors, the stone wet with evening dew. Findly into a broad-groined room, lit by two-dozen lamps,

brighter than day. And there was D'lvoi, his absurd pigtail bobbing at the back of hishead. A group of
gorgeoudy uniformed men was Stting around atable.

"Bates, my friend," cadled D'lvoi. "France has much to thank your for."

Bates approached, smiling. The generds at table were examining maps of the Southern Counties. Around
them strutted and passed astream of military humanity. In the corner, the size of apiano only taler, was
an ebonywood box.

Of the generds, only D'Ivoi stood up. Therest of the generals were il egting, and pausing only to drink
from smoky coffee-cups as wide as skulls.

"Bates, my friend,"” said D'lvoi again.
They were egting pastries glazed with sugar that glistened asif wet.

"D'lvoi," said Bates. He fdlt cheered to see his old friend, but something was wrong somewhere. He
couldn't put hisfinger on it. He could not determine exactly what was wrong. It might have been that he
did not want to determine what was wrong, for that would mean dismantling his buoyant feding of
happiness and achievement. And yet, like apain somewhere behind the eyes, Bates knew something



was Wrong.

One of the generadslooked up from the table. His ugliness was breathtaking, the | eft eyebrow and cheek
were scored with an old scar, the eyeitself glassand obnoxious. "Sit,” said D'lvai.

Theair in the room was not sweet: close and stale-smelling.

"l am glad my smdll action," said Bates, "was able to hasten the conclusion to thiswasteful war."
One of the generals at table snorted.

"Did theLilliputian warrior | ported here ... did he survive?'

"Hedid hisjob very well," said D'lvai. "Although, aas, thewar isnot over yet. The English areressting
a Runnymede, with some skill and someforce. But it will not belong! It will not belong, in part because
of your labour. We, France, salute you."

"Oursisanobler cause" said Bates, the words for amoment swimming his head with the thrill and
honour of it al.

"Cause?' asked the Generd with the glasseye. It wasimpossible to look at his bunched, seamed face
without one's glance being drawn to his hideous eye. Bates snapped his gaze away, and it fell on the box
in the corner of the room.

"The Pope's latest decree,” said D'lvoi, and stopped. He noticed where Bates was looking. "Ah, my
friend, your eyefdlson our most valuable dly. The computation devicel”

"Sothisisit,” said Bates, distantly. The fact that there was something wrong was, somehow, intruding
itself again. "The famous computation device."

"Truly," said D'lvai. "It has brought us further, and faster. It will change the whole world, this beautiful
meachine. Beautiful maching!"

"The Pope's latest decree?' queried the Generd. "C'est quoi ce quet'asdit?’

D'lvoi gabbled something in French, too rapidly for Batesto follow. Hisown smilefelt fixed, now. The
light was too bright in this underground cavern. It dicked the walls. Centuries of the Tower, aprison. The
giants Gog and Magog, or was it Bran? Bran the giant? Buried under Tower Hill, that was the story.
Buried under the hill and the Tower built above it, pressng down on the enormous bones. A giant prison
sguashing the bones of aburied giant. How many people had seen the insde of this chamber, and never
seen the light again? Centuries of people locked away, barred and closed and buried in the ground like
blind stonesin the mud.

Bates was stepping towards the device now. "It ismarvellous," he muttered. "How does it work?"

D'lvoi wasat hisarm, atouch on hiselbow. "Ah, my friend," he said. "'l cannot permit you to examine it
too closdly. You areafriend to France, | know, but even you must respect military secrets.”

The box was coffin-black. It did not display any of its secrets on its exterior. "Of course,” murmured
Bates.

"Asto how it works," D'lvoi continued, steering Bates back towards the door of the room. "For that you
will have to ask Mister Babbage. It is something like an abacus, | think; something like aseries of
switches, or rolls, or gears, or something likethis. | do not know. | only know," he beamed, and took



Batesshand in hisown. "'l only know that it will win usthe war. Goodbye, my friend, and thank you

agan."

Bateswas haf dazed as he waked from the room. A guard eyed him. He walked hdf-aware up the
dtairway. There were certain things he should not think about. That wasit. That was the best way. Bury
thought, like the giant buried under the hill. Certain things he should not think about. He should not think
of the French troops ranging out acrossthe fields of England, of other towns burning, of the smokerising
asacolumn from the heart of the kingdom. Should not think of the blood draining out of bodies, pooling
like molasses, dark in the sunlight. Should not think of giant men working to the extinction of their race at
brute tasks, menid tasks, hauling logs or working greet engines until their sturdy bodies gave out in
exhaugtion. Should not think of the Computationa Device in the corner of the oppressive underground
room. Not imagine opening the front of the device and looking ingde. Or if hedid think of thislag, if he
must think of it, then he should think of some giant clockwork device, some great rack of toothed-whedls
and pins and rods, something wholly mechanical. But not think of atight, close, miniature prison-cage, in
which swesting rows of labouring tiny people worked at wheels and abacus racks, tied into position,
working joylessly in the dark and hopel essness to process some machine for computation. Not that. He
was on the top step now, and about to step back into the light, and the best thing would beto leave dll
that behind him, buried away below.

TheEnd



