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      Enter the SF Gateway …


      In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain's oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language's finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:


      ‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today's leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’


      Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.


      The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.


      Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.


      Welcome to the SF Gateway.




      

      Truth is the daughter of time

      


      ROGER BACON


      And now through every window came a light into the chamber as of skies paling to the dawn. Yet not wholly so; for never yet

         came dawn at midnight, nor from all four quarters of the sky at once, nor with such swift strides of increasing light so ghastly

         … The King cried terribly, ‘The hour approacheth!’

      


      E. R. EDDISON: The Worm Ouroboros


      We are as dwarfs mounted on the shoulders of giants, so that we can see more and farther than they; yet not by virtue of the

         keenness of our eyesight, nor through the tallness of our stature, but because we are raised and borne aloft upon that giant

         mass.

      


      BERNARD OF CHARTRES


      There are no dead


      MAURICE MAETERLINCK




      

      DRAMATIS PERSONAE


      in order of their appearance


      ROGER. BACON of Ilchester, clerk.

      


      ADAM MARSH (or, de Marisco) of Wearmouth, Franciscan, lecturer in theology at Oxford until 1250, confessor of Eleanor of Pembroke and

         later of her husband.

      


      ROBERT GROSSETESTE, Bishop of Lincoln.

      


      WILLIAM BUSSHE of Dorset, Merchant of the Staple.

      


      WULF, a serf of the Bacon estate.

      


      TIBB, a thief.

      


      SIMON DE MONTFORT, Earl of Leicester.

      


      ELEANR OF PEMBROKE, sister of the King, widow of the Earl of Pembroke, wife to Simon de Montfort.

      


      HENRY III of WINCHESTER, King of England, son of King John.

      


      PETER DES ROCHES, tutor to the King, Bishop of Winchester.

      


      EDMUND RICH of Abingdon, Archbishop of Canterbury (later canonized).

      


      GUY DE FOULQUES, papal legate in England and Cardinal-Bishop of Sabina; from 1265, Pope Clement IV.

      


      PETER DE RIVAULX (or, des Rievaux), nephew to Peter des Roches.

      


      JOHANN BUDRYS of Livonia, clerk.

      


      ALBERTUS called MAGNUS, Dominican, regent master at Paris, sometime Bishop of Ratisbon (later canonized).

      


      RAIMUNDO DEL REY, clerk.

      


      PIERRE DE MARICOURT (Petrus Peregrinus), a noble of Picardy.

      


      JULIAN DE RANDA, clerk.

      


      MATTHEW, PARIS, Benedictine, historian to Henry III.

      


      LUCA DI COSMATI, artist.

      


      LORENZA ARNOLPO PICCOLOMINMI, Marquis of Modena, and patron of Luca.

      


      OLIVIA PICCOLOMINI, daughter to the Marquis of Modena.

      


      THOMAS BUNGAY, provincial minister to the Franciscans in England 1271–75.

      


      RICHARD RUFUS of Cornwall, regent master in theology at Paris and Oxford.

      


      JOANNES, a clerk, apprenticed to Roger Bacon.

      


      RAYMOND OF LAON, clerk to Guy de Foulques.

      


      SIR WILLIAM BONECOR, emissary of the King to Clement IV.

      


      JEROME DI ASCOLI, minister-general to the Franciscans 1274–89; thereafter Pope Nicholas IV.

      


      OTTO, a gaoler.

      


      ADRIAN, a voice.

      


      RAYMOND DE GAUFREDI, minister-general to the Franciscans from 1289.

      


      

            Time: 1231–94 A.D.


            Place: England, France, Italy

      


    




      

      FOREWORD


      Though Roger Bacon is generally acknowledged to be one of the great figures in medieval history, and in particular, one of

         the forerunners of modern science, astonishingly few facts about his life are known. There is a sizable Bacon legend, but

         of this the historical Bacon was only temporary custodian: the famous story of the brass head, for instance, is an ancient

         Arabic legend, which first appeared in Europe in the tenth century as a tale about the mighty Gerbert (later Pope Sylvester

         II) from the potent hand of William of Malmesbury. In Roger Bacon’s own time, it was being told about Albertus Magnus. It

         became attached to Bacon only late in the sixteenth century, via a play called Friar Bacon and Friar Bungay by Shakespeare’s forgotten rival Robert Greene. (The play itself has been called an attempt to imitate Marlowe’s Doctor Faustus, but there seems to be good evidence that Greene’s work was first; in any event, it is still worth reading.) Since 1589, the

         brazen head has lived an underground life as the golem, Frankenstein’s monster, Karel Capek’s robots and their innumerable

         spawn, and today, perhaps, as Dr. Claude Shannon’s mechanical player (after Poe) of indifferent chess. Tomorrow, Dr. Norbert

         Weiner warns us, it may be outthinking us all – and Dr. Isaac Asimov thinks that will probably be a good thing.

      


      The appearance of Roger Bacon as the hero of the Greene play, however, is no accident of legend. The historical Doctor Faustus

         – a dim figure indeed – became in the same way a vehicle for timeless preoccupations of the human mind, which tell us a great

         deal about ourselves but almost nothing about Faustus himself. The Bacon legend, which is not the subject of this novel, haunted Europe in the same way until the end of the seventeenth century.

      


      What remains behind as reasonably certain knowledge about Roger Bacon’s life would hardly fill a small pamphlet; and the more intensively the man is pursued, the more what was once thought certain about him tends to melt into doubt. What

         little we know about him personally comes entirely from his own testimony, particularly in the Opus Tertium, the Compendium studii theologiae and an untitled work, evidently intended as a covering letter for the works for the Pope, which is usually called ‘the Gasquet

         fragment’. The Compendium, as my last chapter indicates, shows clear signs that his memory is failing; and as for the other two, they were intended to impress

         his patron and hence are not wholly reliable as autobiography, as well as being riddled with contradictions.

      


      Except for an anonymous writer who saw Bacon at a gathering like the one described in Chapter VII, not a single soul in his

         own lifetime ever managed to mention him by name in a writing which has survived, not even people he obviously knew intimately;

         and we have the text of only one letter to him, that being the mandate of 1266 from Clement IV. A Roger Bacon does appear in one of the footnotes to Matthew Paris’

         Chronica majora, but few modern scholars believe that this anecdote can refer to the Roger Bacon. (I disagree, as Chapter III shows, but there is simply no present way to settle this question except by intuition.)

      


      An unknown amount of Bacon’s own work is missing, in addition to the fact that not all that is known has yet been published.

         He mentions two treatises, De generatione and De radii, which have not yet been found, and the many unpublished unattributed manuscripts of the period in European libraries may

         include many more. There are no Bacon incunabula; the Voynich manuscript, in which W. R. Newbold claimed to have found an elaborate cypher concealing a knowledge of human anatomy

         which would have been staggering even for Bacon, was once thought to be in his own hand, but modern scholarship has discredited

         hand and authorship alike (and cyphers, as we have learned painfully from Ignatius Donnelly and his followers, are not reliable

         clues to the authorship of anything). The only authenticated sample of Bacon’s handwriting is that of the corrections – not the text – of the piece of the Opus Majus in the Vatican Library.

      


      Finally, just the published body of Bacon’s work is so vast – some twenty-two thick volumes, plus smaller pieces – that no

         one has ever attempted a definitive Collected Works, and the existing partial collections, those of Steele and Brewer, are

         arranged in no rational order. Furthermore, for the reader who would rather not cope with medieval Latin, only the Opus Majus and a few much smaller works have ever been translated, and the translations are long out of print. It is easier to deal

         with a mountebank like Giambattista della Porta, whose Natural Magick can be bought today in a facsimile of the handsome 1658 English printing, boxed; but a universal genius is born mutinous and

         disorderly, and remains so seven hundred years later.

      


      This is a wholly inviting situation for a novelist, providing only that he has the brass head to believe that he can turn

         a universal genius into a believable character; but he must not pretend that the book he writes from it is a fictionalized

         biography. Under the circumstances it would be impossible to write any such work about Roger Bacon. What follows is a fiction.

         It is as true to Bacon’s age as I have been able to make it; there is, at least, no shortage of data about the thirteenth

         century – the problem is to mine it selectively. Roger Bacon himself, however, is unrecoverable by scholarship alone. The

         rest is – or should be – a vision.

      


      A word about language:


      The reader may wonder why I have resorted here and there to direct quotations in Latin, especially since the characters are

         speaking Latin a large part of the time and I have been content to give what they say in English. The reason is that these

         exceptions, these ideas and opinions written down seven centuries ago, might otherwise have been suspected of being a twentieth-century

         author’s interpolations. There is always an English paraphrase close by; but the direct quotations are intended to demonstrate

         that I have not modernized my central figure, and did not need to do so.

      


      I must, however, admit to one modernization, this being the translation from De multiplication specierum in Chapter XII. Here it seemed to me that the Aristotelian terminology Bacon uses would be worse than impenetrable to most modern

         readers. Hence I have followed Sarton and others in converting what Bacon calls ‘the multiplication of species’ (which today

         suggests that he must have been talking about biology) into ‘the propagation of action’, which shows that his subject is physics.

         Several other Aristotelian terms, such as ‘agent’ and ‘patient’ have suffered a similar conversion at my hands.

      


      As for the English, I have followed two rules. (1) Where the characters are speaking Middle English, I have used a synthetic

         speech which roughly preserves Middle English syntax, one of its several glories, but makes little attempt to follow its metrics

         or its vocabulary (and certainly not its spelling, which was catch-as-catch-can). (2) Where they are speaking French or Latin,

         which is most of the time, I have used modern English, except to indicate whether the familiar or the polite form of ‘you’

         is being employed, a distinction which should cause no one any trouble.

      


      I am greatly indebted to W. O. Hassall of the Bodleian Library, Oxford, for help in locating pertinent manuscripts; to L.

         Sprague de Camp, whose vast knowledge of the history of technology I mined mercilessly; to Ann Corlett, Algis Budrys, L. D.

         Cole, Virginia Kidd, Willy Ley and Henry E. Sostman for invaluable criticism and suggestions; and to Kenneth S. White for

         pushing me into the project in the first place.

      


      JAMES BLISH


      Arrowhead,


      Milford, Pennsylvania




      

      
Implicit prima pars:


      FORTHE, PYLGRYME, FORTHE!




      

      I: FOLLY BRIDGE


      

      It was called the fever, or the plague, or the blue-lips, or the cough, but most often simply the death. It had come north

         across Folly Bridge into Oxford with the first snow, and at first had shown a godly grim decorum, spreading mainly inside

         the enclave of the Jewerye, so that the mayor and the burgesses of Oxford decided that there was nothing to fear from it.

      


      

      The astrologers agreed. There was every heavenly sign that the city would be at peace throughout the whole of A.D. 1231. Certainly

         there would not be another pestilence; and certainly not in October, when Jupiter, Venus and the moon would be in trine before

         All Hallows’ Eve.

      


      

      Besides, the Jews had excellent physicians, even one or two from Bologna. There was nothing to fear.


      

      Now It is too late to be afraid, Roger thought. The words came to him not as his own thought, however, but like an aphorism which he had only remembered;

         it was the way he had learned to distinguish the prompting of his self from the general tumult of notions which stormed tormentingly

         out of his soul the instant he started awake. He stood motionless in the pitch-black, freezing stone corridor, hands folded

         tensely into each other under the coarse hempen robe he had thrown over his clothing when Adam Marsh had brought the word

         and called him out, listening; but the self had nothing further to say.

      


      

      It had said all that was needful. It was too late to fear the death now. Neither the Bolognese Jews nor anyone else had been

         able to prevent the death. If it was not yet a plague, it had not much further to spread to become one. Half the burgesses

         were stricken of it already, and the school was dissolved into a shivering huddle of coughing shadows. No classes had met

         for over a week; no convocations had been called since the death had taken the prior of Carfax; the halls were silent; the students huddled on their pallets, too sick to care for themselves, or providentially too well to risk breathing

         the prevalent miasma outside the dormitories. Here, at the Franciscan school, the gloom was absolute, for the death was visiting

         the lector.

      


      

      Roger’s heart filled; he could feel his knuckles crackling under the robe. Since he could see nothing at all in the damp-ticking

         black passageway, he could not prevent himself from standing suddenly, also in his shivering shift, by the bedside of his

         father in the blocky fieldstone house outside Ilchester now abruptly gone, as his father was gone eleven years. Domine, Domine! Until that moment he had not loved his father. How little he had been able to anticipate even in his new rough boyhood, five

         years old and already master of the wide-nostrilled sweaty horses trembling with day-end exhaustion in their stalls, that

         Christopher Bacon’s rude remote justice would some day be replaced by the trade-swine arrogance of Robert Bacon, hardly eight

         years Roger’s senior!

      


      

      And now Robert Grosseteste was dying, too, only a door away in the timeless darkness. Justice is Love, the self whispered suddenly. And he had no answer. The vision of his father’s death vanished as suddenly, leaving him empty

         in snow-covered Oxford, a black mark on a black ground inside a black box. If Robert Grosseteste died, where could Roger go

         then; what would he do; what would he think? Adam Marsh was well enough, but no man can have three fathers; besides, the gentle

         Adam lacked both the strength and the desire; he was a brother and would never be more –not a brother such as Robert Bacon,

         but a brother in love. As a father, he had no vocation.

      


      

      Adam was with the lector now; had been with him a long time. In a while, perhaps, he would emerge and say: ‘It is over.’ There

         had been no assurance that the lector would be able to see Roger at all; it had been with a shock of guilty delight that Roger

         had heard that he even wanted to see Roger, but even of that there was no proof. It might only have been an idea of Adam’s; he might have been summoned only on a chance.

      


      

      On the thought, the door opened a little, letting a wedge of smoky orange light into the corridor. That was all. There were

         no voices, no footsteps. A draught began to move gently past Roger’s face, seeking the smokehole of the lector’s fireplace

         and discovering to Roger that he was sweating under his cassock even in this black realm of liquid ice. The light wavered

         and lost some of its yellowness, as though a few tapers were nodding and blowing inside the room. Then a long-fingered hand,

         deeply chiselled on the back with shadows between the tendons, took the door by the latch and pulled it soundlessly to again.

         Perhaps it had been only a wind that had opened it to begin with.

      


      

      But Roger knew the hand. He stood in the blackness and struggled with a jealousy only a little away from love. Never mind

         that Adam Marsh of Wearmouth had come to him the moment it appeared that the lector might die; he was only trying to prove

         to his student how high he stood in Robert’s esteem. Never mind that Adam had recognized the quick wit of the seventeen-year-old

         who sat under him in theology and had won him a place at Robert’s lectures to the Francisans; Roger could have done the same

         for himself. Never mind that Adam did seem to stand high in the esteem of the lector, and in the general esteem of the Order;

         he was only thirty-one years old and had become a Franciscan only last year. One Robert Bacon was enough; Domine, Domine!


      

      But it was not true. Justice is Love.


      

      The words drove the jealousy from him, though he fought sullenly to hold it. There was something about the self that hated

         emotion, and particularly the red emotions, the ones that fogged the eye, inside or out. Why should Grosseteste have called

         Roger at all? Roger and the lector had never even spoken, except once or twice in passing. Grosseteste had his own favourite

         students – Adam, obviously, and a frighteningly brilliant lecturer in his mid-twenties named John of Bandoun – and could hardly

         be aware of the deep, irrational awe he had inspired in some anonymous franklin’s son from Ilchester.

      


      

      Justice is Love, the self said again in its sweet bodiless voice, and the fury was gone. Suddenly, he was only a man in a corridor in a hall

         in a town in a snowfall, his eyes as empty as embrasures, his head capped like a merlon in winter with coldness. For an instant

         he did not even know his own name; he stood as alone as a planet in the general dark.

      


      

      It had been a long day, like all days: the bell in the night, calling him out of bed to church for matins and the lauds, the

         seven psalms of praise; the Divine Office at prime, six o’clock in the morning, still full darkness and the cold at its bitterest,

         seven psalms, the litany and the mass with freezing toes; midday mass and then the meal, roots and eggs and water, and the

         sleep of afternoon – but no sleep for Roger, because of the letter; then the bell again to sing nones at three o’clock; and

         studies, but again no studies for Roger, because Robert Grosseteste was sick and Adam beside him, and one of the Bolognese,

         too, especially dispensed to minister to an archdeacon thrice over; then supper, waste-bread, butter and beans, with a little

         ale (the letter had made him cautious of spending any money on wine, for the first time in his life; besides, it was written

         in Aelfric, ‘Wine is not a drink for children or foolish people, but for the old and wise’); then the bell, and compline.

      


      

      And then the summons from Adam.


      

      He lifted one hand under the robe to finger the bulge of the letter, like a man cautiously investigating a fresh wound. It

         was a dirty scrap of old vellum, grey with erasures; under its present burden could still be seen the shadows of minuscules

         which had been the previous writing. These were almost clear at the bottom of the letter and Roger had been able to work out

         a little of it: ‘… e ministr e omnib fidelib suis Francis e …’ – possibly a piece of some charter. But this game had run out

         quickly, and the faint remains of what the palimpsest had carried before it had been pumiced for the charter proved even duller:

         pieces of a crabbed hymn by some barely literate canon. There was no way to put off thinking about the message on top in new ink.

      


      

      It was brief and disastrous enough. A villein whom Roger did not even remember had thought well enough of him to dictate it to Ilchester’s recorder, and had it sent to him by the most reliable means available to a man with neither purse nor freedom: a beggar. It said:


      

      

         pis daye d Burh his Menne hap despiled


         

         Franklin Bacon & putte alle in fleyht to


         

         ferne Strondea Ihab aseyden for Mr


         

         Roher ac hem schal cleym it Aske of pe


         

         Franklin his serf Wulf at pe Oxen


         

         Ad majorem gloriae


         

      


      

      This, in, an oval-rubbed spot in the centre, surrounded by a haze of extinguished knowledge, or what passed for it. There

         was, unhappily, nothing in the least cryptic about the message. It meant that Roger’s home was gone and his money with it.

         Somehow the soldiers of the King’s justiciar, scouring the country for remaining pockets of baronial resistance, had happened

         into Ilchester, and had seen in the substantial heirs of Christopher Bacon, freeman landholder, some taint of sympathy with

         the partisans of the rebel barons, or some stronghold for the mercenaries who had infected the whole east of England, since

         the evacuation of the French in 1217. The rest had followed inevitably. No matter that Ilchester had always been an uneventful

         town, notable for nothing but its Wednesday market and its authorized fair every twenty-ninth of August; Hubert de Burgh stood

         accused of the failure of last year’s expedition to the west of France (regardless of the fact, or, as Adam Marsh had remarked

         sadly, perhaps because of the fact that the justiciar had advised King Henry most strongly against any such hunting party);

         he was out to prove that French sedition was still eating away at the body politick, even in a place as unlikely as Ilchester,

         and that the King’s justiciar was swift and terrible in hawking it. And so, farewell, suddenly, to the ancient yeoman house of Bacon, though it had yet to see partisan, baron, Frenchman or mercenary; the serfs would thieve

         away the harvest, and leave the family only exile and poverty. The reference to ‘ferne Strondea’ could only mean exile for

         Harold, Christopher’s brother; he was the last of authority in the family to remain in Ilchester; not even Hubert de Burgh

         could touch Robert Bacon in his factor’s fastness in London.

      


      

      Very well; and so, good-bye as well to new copies of old books, to virgin parchment, to clean quills and fresh ink, to meat

         and to wine, to warm wool and pliant leather, to a new growth in wisdom under Oxford’s once magister scholarum Robert Grosseteste, to a doctorate in theology, to becoming (Thou art addled in thy wits! the self cried in its sweet voice) the world’s wonder in moral philosophy. From now on, he would be poor. Robert Bacon would

         not help him, that was certain; Robert had been scathing, indeed flyting, of Roger’s scholiast bent and his penchant for the

         Latin language of the papal parasites, and of the money spent to support it – a scorn which had not been much tempered by

         the fact that Robert had twice been captured by the soldiers of Prince Louis’ invading army shortly after the thirteen-year-old

         Roger had entered Oxford, and had had to ransom himself. By now, Robert thought of Roger as a renegade from the family – and

         never mind that the still younger Eugene, now fifteen and at the new University of Toulouse, had shown the same scholar’s

         bent without being flyted for it; nor that now in. London Robert was farther away from the family than Roger and had even

         less of the grain on his tongue; still the indictment stuck.

      


      

      As well it might, the self whispered in the darkness. Distresseth thou thyself, an thy people be dispersed? Justice is Love.


      

      And it was true. He was more distressed by the loss of his money and his problematical fame than by the loss of his kin and

         seat, and more urgent to reclaim whatever effects the unknown Wulf had hidden for him than to succour his sisters, let alone

         the serfs. Perhaps there was even some money left; Christopher had always been careful to conceal caches of several scores of pounds at a time about the acres during

         the invasion against just such a catastrophe as this, and did not dream even on the day of his death that his sullen second-born

         son had found the records of those oubliettes and broken the cypher which told where all but two were buried. Roger had never

         touched but one, and that one of the two not mentioned in the cypher at all, but deducible by simple geometrical reasoning

         from the positions of the others; he had lifted a heavy stone and there it was, and he bad taken from it one pound, no more,

         as an honorarium to the power of his boy’s reasoning, watched only by three snotty-nosed yearling calves – all of whom had

         died not long after of the trough fever. It did not seem likely that either a serf or a pack of de Burgh’s mailed looters

         could have had the wit to uncover even the encyphered hideyholes, let alone Roger’s deposit-lighter-by-one pound; and at the

         worst, there was still the undiscovered, unrecorded burial, which, by evidence of its highest secrecy, might well be the richest

         of all – and a problem worthy of a subtle intellectual soul as much for its difficulty as for its treasure-trove.

      


      

      And after that discovery, there were certain burials and other concealments that he had made – nothing that this Wulf could

         have known about, but as close to wealth as mark or pound might be in these times. There was, for instance, a flat glass that

         he had made from a broken wind-eye in the buttery, with a thin poured lead back in the centre of which he had dug out a peephole;

         through that chipped spot one might look in a dark room into a cat’s eye, reflecting a candle flame into the cat’s eye from

         the glass side – particularly into the eye of massive old Petronius, the black arbiter of the barn rats – and see deep in

         the lambent slitgated sphere a marvellous golden sparkle, overlaid with dusky red vessels. What might you see inside a man’s

         head with such a tool? He had tried it with the infant Beth, but there had been no light in her eyes that he could see, and

         besides, his mother had cut the experiment short with a within& In another pocket in the house he had hidden a small clump of nitre crystals which he had culled with reeking labour from the dungheap;

         he did not in the least know what they were good for, but anything so precisely formed had to be good for something, like

         the cylindrical bits of beryl which he had split from a prismatic rock, which laid on a page fattened the strokes and made

         even dirty minuscules easier to read. Every man has sisters; but how many men have such tools, and such mysteries?

      


      

      Suddenly he realized that he was trembling. He let go of the letter and clasped his hands back together violently. If there

         is one thing in the world I will do, he told himself in the tear-freezing darkness …. No, if there is one thing in the world

         I will not do, Domine, dominus noster, I will not let go. I will not let go. Thou hast taken away mine house; so be it. But Thou shalt not take away from me what

         Thou hast given me, which is the lust to know Thy nature.

      


      

      I shall never let go.


      

      The wind made a sudden sucking sound somewhere in the convent and poured itself up the throat of a chimney with a low brief

         moan. The corridor lightened slightly, flickeringly. The time had come; Robert Grosseteste’s door was open. Adam Marsh was

         standing in the muddy, wavering light, one long hand crooked, one deep shadow laid along his narrow pointed nose.

      


      

      ‘Roger,’ he said softly. ‘Roger? Art still there? Ah, I see thee now. Come in most quietly, he is asleep, or so I think. But

         would talk with thee.’

      


      

      Roger stirred, painfully; his bones were almost frozen. He cleared his throat, but his whisper was still harsh when it came

         forth:

      


      

      ‘Adam, if he is so ill—’


      

      Certes he is ill, but would see thee all the same. He asked for thee, Roger. Come in quickly, this plaudering lets the chill

         in, too, and he needs warmth.’

      


      

      Roger moved quickly then, fighting the stiffness, and Adam shut the door behind him with a miraculous soundlessness. If the

         room had been chilled during their brief exchange, Roger could not detect it; the air seemed almost hot to him, and the heat from the ardent coals in the fireplace

         beat against his cheeks and made his eyes tighten. Though there were two candles on a lectern against the wall to the left,

         and two more on an age-blackened, book-heaped table butting a wardrobe just to the right of the door, the room was quite dark

         all along its peripheries; the light and heat made an island in the centre, between the door and the hearth, where the low

         narrow bed was drawn up, parallel with the low stone mantel. The bed was deep in disordered robes and blankets.

      


      

      The matter of the letter and his patrimony fled tracelessly from his mind the moment he saw the massive head of the lector

         upon the bolster, its bushy grey monk’s tonsure in a tangle under a blue woollen skullcap, the veined eyelids closed in deep-shadowed

         sockets, the skin of the face as tight and semi-transparent as parchment over the magnificent leonine cheekbones. Bending

         over Robert Grosseteste and listening with cat-still intentness to his breathing was a fierce-looking swarthy man in mouse-coloured

         breeches and a saffron tunic; the ear that was tipped down to the lector was bare, but from the other a gold earring lay along

         the cord of his neck. As Roger made an involuntary half-step forward, the swarthy man held up one palm with all the command

         of a lord.

      


      

      ‘Very well,’ the swarthy man said. ‘A will stay on live, an his stars permit it. But these are mischancy times. Give him of

         the electuary when a wakens:-

      


      

      ‘What is it he bath with him?’ Adam said with an equal intensity.


      

      ‘Not the consumption,’ the Jew said. ‘Beyond that I am as ignorant as any man. If there’s a crisis, call me no more; I have

         done what I could.’

      


      

      ‘And for that all thanks,’ Adam said, ‘and my purse. Would God might send thee His grace as well as His wisdom.’


      

      The physician straightened, his eyes burning sombrely. ‘Keep thy purse,’ he said between startlingly white teeth. The purse

         struck the stone floor almost at Roger’s feet and burst, scattering coins among the rushes and the alder leaves spread to trap fleas. ‘Thou payest me ill enough already with thy blessing.

         I spit on thee.’

      


      

      For a moment it seemed to Roger that he might actually do just that, but instead, he strode past them both with an odd, stoop-shouldered,

         loping gait and was gone. Adam stared after him; he seemed stunned.

      


      

      ‘What did I say?’ the Franciscan murmured.


      

      ‘What matter?’ Roger said in a hoarse whisper. He was having difficulty in keeping himself from tallying the spatter of coins

         in the rushes; he felt as though the parchment in his pocket had suddenly been set afire. ‘’Tis but a Jew.’

      


      

      ‘As were three of the nine worthies of the world,’ Adam said gently, ‘and among Christians there were eke but three, as among

         the paynims. Since Our Lord was a Jew as well, that giveth the Jews somewhat the advantage.’

      


      

      Roger shrugged convulsively. This was an ill time, it seemed to him, to be resurrecting the Nine Worthies.


      

      ‘Thou’dst talk nonsense on the day of wrath could it be mathematical nonsense, Master Marsh,’ he said edgily. The words, as

         they came out, appalled him; suddenly, it seemed as though he were giving voice to the self for the first time in all his

         guarded life – here in the presence of an undoubted elected saint, and of the angel of death. But it could hardly be unsaid.

         ‘Forgive me; Christ is as Christian a worthy as He was a Jew, it seemeth me. And meseemeth the Capito yonder as worthy a Christian as Godfrey of Bouillon, and leader of as worthy a crusade. I count ignorance as deadly as the

         paynim.’

      


      

      Adams stared at Roger a little while as though he had seen the youngster for almost the first time. After a few moments, Roger

         was forced to drop his eyes, but that was no better, for that brought him back into encounter with the money on the floor.

      


      

      ‘A dangerous notion, and a bad piece of logic,’ Adam said at last in a strange voice. ‘Thou art an ill-tempered youngster,

         Roger. Nevertheless, thou remindest me that our matter here is with the lector, not disputation; which is a point which pierceth, be it never so poorly thrust. Let neither of us raise our voices again here.’

      


      

      ‘So be it,’ Roger muttered. There was a long and smothering silence, during which Roger began to hear the slightly ragged,

         slightly too rapid breathing of Robert Grosseteste, as though his lungs were being squeezed by a marching piper of the Scots

         to keep him harrowing the air. As time stretched out under Adam’s level eyes, the pace of the breathing increased; and then,

         with a start, the lector coughed rackingly and jerked his great head up.

      


      

      ‘That shall I do,’ he said in a thick, strangled voice. His head moved uncertainly and for a moment his eyes rested on Roger

         without seeming to see him. Adam stepped forward and Grosseteste’s head turned once more, but his eyes were still glazed;

         two hectic fever-spots began to burn on his cheeks, as though they had been rubbed with snow. Seeing the great head lolling

         thus frighteningly brought home to Roger as nothing else had done the precariousness of the lector’s future from moment to

         moment; he was, after all, My-seven years old and the uprightness of his life had not prevented it from being most active

         and taxing. He had been the chancellor of the University until 1229, when he had resigned the post to give the lectures to

         the Franciscans, and in the short course of Roger’s own lifetime he had been archdeacon of Chester, Northampton and Leicester,

         one after the other. No man in orders had ever been more attentive to the needs of his parishes; no member of the Faculty

         of Theology more assiduous of the needs of the whole University and all three thousand of its students; no scholar more careful

         to build the massive learning which alone justifies a master to lecture before the young. Were God to terminate his life in

         the next instant, no man could call it anything but long, full and rich in works – and the death had been laying an especial

         hand on the old.

      


      

      Adam Marsh, murmuring something indistinguishable, was kneeling beside the bed, holding an enamelled Syran wine glass to Grosseteste’s

         lips. The lector drank with difficulty, made a fearful face and then lay back among the blankets with a shuddering sigh. The quiet seeped back into the room, which was becoming hotter and stuffier with every instant;

         nevertheless, the lector’s breathing was becoming a little easier, and he seemed now to be relaxed without either trembling

         from weakness or looking flaccid with morbidity. The honey vehicle of the Jew’s electuary obviously had not much sweetened

         the dose, but the active principle of the slow-flowing mass was quick to take effect. Mandragora? No, that would have put

         the lector back to sleep, whereas he was obviously not under any narcotic, but simply more composed, less desperately distracted

         by the failure of his flesh. He lay staring at the dark flickering ceiling for a long time.

      


      

      ‘Adam,’ he said at last. I have been charged.’


      

      ‘Rest thee and let it wait,’ Adam Marsh said softly.


      

      ‘Nay, the time is too short. I have been given a charge and will keep it, an I live. It came to me while I slept, and from

         God as I no doubt. And it concerneth thee, Adam.’

      


      

      The Franciscan gathered his cassock up and sat down cross-legged amidst the rushes and alder leaves lay on,’ he said resignedly.

         Roger was startled at the overtone of sadness in his voice.

      


      

      Grosseteste heard it too. Still looking up into the shadows, he said quietly: ‘Thou may’st not refuse preferment all thy life,

         Adam. Offices are repugnant to thee, as I know well. But should God take me, thou shouldst become first in the Order in the

         realm; dost think Hubert de Burgh’s countess ward hath sought thy counsel to no holy purpose?’

      


      

      Roger looked up sharply, but at once he realized that Grosseteste had intended no reference to his own cloudy troubles in

         Ilchester. There was as yet no indication that the lector even recognized his presence. Hubert de Burgh was the King’s justiciar,

         a public figure – it were folly to suppose that any reference to him was ipso facto a reference to a student at Oxford only two years come of age, even were that student Roger Bacon his unique and universe-pivot

         self.

      


      

      ‘God will leave thee with us,’ Adam Marsh said. ‘Thou’lt not die. This I know.’


      

      ‘But there’s no escape there for thee,’ Grosseteste said, with the faintest of ironies in his voice. ‘I have been charged, as I rede thee. And I live, I must resign my benefices and

         preferments, and devote myself to piety and contemplation, as befitteth one brought to the very verge of judgment. I shall

         keep only the prebend in Lincoln; that, will suffice. Therefore, live or die Robert Grosseteste, thou must take responsibilities,

         Adam, and offices eke if it thee requireth. There can be no more exits for thee from these matters.’

      


      

      ‘As God willeth,’ Adam said.


      

      ‘As God would have me bequeath it thee, Adam,’ Grosseteste said in an iron voice. ‘Shirk not, nor say me nay what I have charged

         thee.’ His head turned on the bolster and Roger flinched from those driving grey eyes, though they were not bent on him at

         all. In his heart a certainty that he should be present at this recondite death-bed quarrel not at all fought breast to breast

         with a self-urged demand to speak and settle it, and with the simple alarm of the vegetative soul at being in the presence

         of death at all, and with the immortal soul’s urgency to bear witness in the presence of God, and with the intellectual soul’s

         pride of proof of what the anima was well content to believe and demand that all else be taken on faith as well – faith being at the heart of things.

      


      

      It seemed unjust that all the natures of man should already be at war within him, but it was not a surprise to him any more

         to find himself the ground of such a battle – nor to find the hailing arrows of the self penetrating every link and joint

         of the other armies to slaughters, routs and senseless strewn bleeding heaps of mail which had once been proud-mounted and

         pennon-bearing arguments. The self was Frankish; the last arrow always was his, and like the shaft which had ended Harold

         at Hastings, it went to the brain. Roger said:

      


      

      ‘Master Grosseteste …’


      

      The lector did not reply, but after a while, he shifted his glance. Instantly, Roger was ashamed to have spoken at all; but

         the self was not abashed.

      


      

      ‘Thou shouldst redeem thy chancellorship here in Oxford,’ Roger heard himself saying ‘Piety without contemplation is but an exercise, and contemplation without learning is an empty jug. Thou art the only master who ever lectured on perspective

         here; yet, surely there is more to know in that subject alone. And we are much in need of masters in Aristotle here, the more

         so that his books of nature and the Metaphysics are banned in Paris.’

      


      

      ‘Banned in Paris?’ Adam said. ‘That’s but a farthing of the whole. The University itself is closed entire these two years

         past. Perhaps half our scholars are come from there, on the King’s direct promise of their safety.’

      


      

      ‘I wis, I wis,’ Grosseteste said. ‘’Tis common knowledge.’


      

      ‘But not the whole,’ Roger said with helpless boldness. ‘I’ve myself seen a letter from Toulouse – I’ve a brother there –

         ’ticing scholars to lectures on the libri naturales because of the ban on them in Paris. Doubt not that we have many such scholars here to hear such lectures, on the same account.

         And we be poor in them lately.’

      


      

      This, as Roger knew well enough, was inarguable, though that alone was a poor reason for his breaching the decorum of a sick-room

         with disputation. It had been Edmund Rich of Abingdon who had been the first to lecture at Oxford on the Elenchi, but he had said his last word on the subject of Aristotelian logic when Roger had been six years old; today, the saintly

         old man lectured only in courses of theology far too advanced for Roger to attend. Master Hugo still continued to drone on

         about the Posteriores, his own pioneer subject from Aristotle, but nobody would learn much logic from him any more– he had gone frozen in his brain,

         as often seemed to happen even to doctors when very old (It need never happen, the self whispered with sudden, distracting irrelevance). As for John Blund, who taught the books of nature, he appeared

         to think of nature only as a source of examples for sermons, bestiaries and cautionary tales. Beyond these three, the only

         Aristotelians at Oxford today were Robert Grosseteste, Adam Marsh … and Roger Bacon, at least in one pair of eyes.

      


      

      Whether or not that seed had been planted in Grosseteste’s mind could not yet be riddled. The sick man continued to look at Roger with that upsettingly penetrating speculative gaze.

      


      

      ‘Paris will be opened again ere long,’ he said at last ‘His Eminence hath been bending many efforts to that issue, and indeed,

         can hardly fail, unless the struggle with the Emperor bath sapped his ancient strength entire. Yet, meseemeth that we still

         have here some advantage. Aristotle on dreams is galling hard for a schoolman with’s eyes closed to experience and nature;

         should see dogs dream of rabbits and think thrice, but dogs are naught to bishops; would only ban nuns from keeping them,

         which is impossible; women are women, quod Brat demonstrandum est.’


      

      He sighed and looked back at the vault. For a moment, Roger was sure that he was asleep. Then he sighed again and said:


      

      ‘I am astray. Nay, I see the road again. There’ll be no lectures from Aristotle at Paris, not in my lifetime. Dogs are ne to the purpose; I was wandering. But on th’ eternalie of the world, there

         shalt crack their brains for years to come. And eke on motion – there’s a potent farrower of heresies undreamed. And light

         – there’s heresy upon heresy in the Perspectiva, given a sciolast to seek them instead of using his eyes, and the Arabs to confound dogma at every stand. Boy, how old art

         thou?’

      


      

      Roger came back to consciousness with a terrible start. The vitiated air and the lector’s wandering had conspired to throw

         him into a standing slumber full of weary portents, all charged with dread, all fled of meaning now. He said:

      


      

      ‘Seventeen.’


      

      ‘Thou hest two years before thee to become a Bachelor in thy faculty, and then two more years to thy Master’s degree. Thou’rt

         to undertake explication of the texts thou invokest, and in disputation thou’rt a child, as is plain to hear. And yet, wouldst

         teach Aristotle at Oxford?’

      


      

      To begin with, the self said. No response could have been further from Roger’s desire; he was in full confusion and retreat; the lector

         had found out not only his ambition, but the mean and inept method he had come here to use, the practice of trickery at the deathbed of a holy man. Yet, somehow he must have said it aloud, word for word at the prompting

         of the self, without even hearing it. He did not know he had said anything until he heard Adam Marsh laugh.

      


      

      ‘To begin with?’ the Franciscan said. ‘Thou’rt frantic, Roger. Seek ye the doctorate in the sacred college? Dost know that

         will take thee sixteen full years after thou hast thy secular mastership? Canst thou do all that from the Frideswyde chest?

         And from such poor beginnings in humility?’

      


      

      ‘What’s this?’ Grosseteste said. He pushed himself painfully back on to his elbow and stared at Adam. ‘Hath the boy need of

         the chest? An ‘tis so, thou dost ill to mock it. Tell me the truth of this matter, Adam. If ‘tis true, wast ill concealed;

         much rides on this, as thou shouldst know all too well.’

      


      

      Adam looked down at the floor in his turn. Roger was as much astonished at his abasement and at the unforgiving condemnation

         in Grosseteste’s tone as he was at the revelation that Adam knew about the letter.

      


      

      ‘His family is suddenly afflicted,’ Adam said in a low voice. ‘He hath had a patrimony, but witteth not whether he hath it

         still. Whether or ne he needeth the chest I cannot say; ne no more can he.’

      


      

      And to be sure he could not. The chest in the priory church at St. Frideswyde, in whose dissolved nunnery and in that of Oseney

         Abbey Oxford had been founded more than a century ago, was a benefaction long established to help poor students; but was he

         that poor already? It was hardly likely; in extremis, he could always sell part of his library; but no, in the ensuing eighteen

         years with which Adam had mocked him, he would have to add to his manuscripts, and most expensively; he could not take from

         Peter to pay Paul. But did that bring him to the Frideswyde chest? It was impossible to know. It depended, he realized suddenly,

         on the peasant Wulf – and on the astuteness of the justiciar’s raiders. And to go all that long distance home to find out

         – seventy-five miles as the crow flies, and not by crow either, but on the back of the best horse he could hire, and that probably

         no courser’s prancing jack – he would need now to know just how much pocket money he had left, a thing he had never counted

         before in his life.

      


      

      ‘How knewest thou this, Adam?’ Grosseteste said. Roger looked gratefully toward him. It had been the very question he had

         wanted to ask, but could not.

      


      

      ‘’Tis common fame in the Faculty of Arts,’ Adam said. ‘The word was brought by a beggar who knew a little his alphabetum –

         enough, certes, to riddle out the pith of it. I have told thee before that Roger’s not held high among his peers; bath a high

         opinion of himself, and no will to conceal it. There are those who have hoped him some such misprision, and be not slow to

         spread the tidings.’

      


      

      ‘For which act their souls will suffer grievously, an they bring it not to their next confessions,’ Grosseteste said heavily.

         He was interrupted by a seizure of hacking, raw-edged coughs. Adam bent over him but was waved off. After a while, the lector

         seemed to have recovered, though his breathing was still alarmingly dry and rapid. Again, looking at the ceiling, he said:

      


      

      ‘The common rout customarily hateth and distrusteth the superior soul; ‘tis a sign to watch for. Boy, thou shalt have thy

         wish, an thou performst all thy tasks as faithfully as thou shouldst; and eke much more that thou dreamest not of now – though

         I see that no man may hazard a tithe of thy dreaming. First, thou must go home and find all the truth of this beggar’s message,

         and succour thy family an thou cant. The Frideswyde chest shall be opened for thee, I shall see on’t. Leave thy books in Oxford

         and all else but very necessaries; and when thy business in the south is done, return here incontinently and take thy degree.

         I shall promise thee no more but this: make Oxford and Aristotle thy washing-pot, and thou shalt cast thy shoe over many a

         farther league ere this night’s intelligence bath its full issue, an it be the will of God.’

      


      

      His voice died away in a whisper, and his eyes closed. For a long passage of sand in the glass, neither Adam nor Roger moved or spoke; but at last it became evident that the lector

         was asleep. Adam took Roger by the elbow and led him, tiptoeing, to the door.

      


      

      ‘Thou’rt fortunate,’ Adam murmured in his ear. ‘Visit me tomorrow after sext, when we’ll conspire how to see’t brought about.

         Now thou must go.’

      


      

      ‘I am most deeply—’


      

      ‘Hush, no more. It is he, not I, who hath done it – and more than thou wittest, as he said. Bear in mind that he may yet die;

         I would not have had thee here so early, but that he would have it so. Go, thou, speedily.’

      


      

      Bowing his head, Roger went out. The door closed behind him with that same magical soundlessness. The coldness in the black

         corridor cut like knives, but he hardly marked it for the brand that was burning within his breast.

      




      

      II: NORTHOVER


      

      It was more than hard for Roger to leave behind him, over Folly Bridge, those grammars of Priscian and Donatus, together with

         the Barbarismus of Donatus and Boethius’ Topics, which were his texts in rhetoric; and the Isagoge of Porphyry, that great hymn and harmony of logic – all the beloved books of his trivium years, all so essential, all so

         expensive of copyists and of virgin parchment. It was even a worse wrench to have to leave in Adam Marsh’s care his precious

         works of Aristotle: the Logica antiqua in the eloquent translation of Boethius, the Logica nova in the new, zigzag, fantastical translations from Avicenna with the Arab’s heretical commentaries, the libri naturales from the hand of Oxford’s own John Blund, who taught them (as befitted such an idiot as Blund) as a dialectical adjunct to

         the trivium, rather than as a part of metaphysics in the quadrivium where they plainly belonged. (But that was hardly unusual,

         Roger reflected on the back of his placid horse. Had he his own way, the whole subject of rhetoric would be subsumed under

         logic.) But there was no help for it: the books had to be left behind, and that was that.

      


      

      Nevertheless, he had his copy of the Metaphysics in his saddlebag as he left Oxford. Nothing in the world could persuade him to leave it behind. It had been the key which had

         let him into his still unfinished quadrivium years with an understanding of the four subjects – arithmetic, geometry, astronomy,

         music – so much in advance of his masters as to excite his vocal and injudicious contempt (injudicious only because vocal,

         for Roger knew not a single student who was being taught as much Aristotle as he wanted; the masters were far behind the scholars

         there, and getting farther every day). Of course Aristotle was of no special value on music – Boethius was still the best

         authority there, once he left off reprising his descants on the consolations of philosophy, a subject upon which he apparently had taken pains to become the dullest man in the world – but as a systematic

         summary of the world of experience in every other category, the Metaphysics was unique. Roger had copied it himself to be sure of having every word right; it was worth more than diamonds, which would

         have taken up far less space in the saddlebag, but which dissolve in goat’s blood. Nothing would ever dissolve the Metaphysics but a human mind, and that not soon.

      


      

      The horse was as cautious an idiot as John Blund, but in two or three days, it got him from inn to inn on to the marches of

         Salisbury Plain, stopping at every roadside ditch to crop the watercress. It had seemed the strongest and healthiest animal

         the courser had had for the money – six whole pounds – but it had never entered Roger’s mind to suspect that it might have

         been overfed; yet, it put its nose into the sweet herbs like serfs putting their elbows on table, full and waxing lazy as freemen, and as disputatious.

         At the last inn before Salisbury, he saved the price of the beast’s hay; the next morning it suddenly discovered that it knew

         how to trot.

      


      

      This far from satisfied Roger’s passionate urgency, for he had been unable to get away from the Great Hall for nearly a month,

         what with duties, observances and arrangements; but he had a three days’ journey ahead of him, and he knew better than to

         force the animal. He had had a fair dawn to start in, warm for November, so that the snow was going, and the road was soon

         to be a motionless river of mud; but this early in the day the earth was still frozen, and the high sky was an intense, almost

         Venetian blue without a finger of cloud. Before him stretched the reddish, chalky-loamed downs in a broad undulating sweep,

         littered by the thousands with those huge blocks called sarsen stones or grey wethers (and to be sure they did look a little

         like a motionless flock of sheep from a distance) which had been used by the unknown builders of the enigmatic and faintly

         sinister structures at Stonehenge and Avebury. Had Merlin truly been their architect, as one of the romans would have it – and by what magic had he moved such enormous stones, some of them as long as twenty feet and as big around as forty feet? There was

         another roman which called the great circle at Avebury a monument to the last of the twelve Arthurian battles, in which case Merlin could

         hardly have been involved, having been by that time himself ensorcelled by Vivien – had there ever been any such magician,

         a question which, like that about the’ stones, did not strike Roger as very profitable. Still, the stones had been moved, some of them over long distances, so it was plain to see that there must be at least a method – whether it had been Merlin’s or not – and that was discoverable.

      


      

      The horse tired and began to amble again, so that before noon by Roger’s stomach – which reminded his brain that today was

         the eleventh of November, and the eleventh of November was Martinmas, and Martinmas was the time to hang up salt meat for

         the winter, and there was salt meat in his saddlebag, and he was hungry – he was beginning to fear that he would have to spend

         the night out alone on the Plain. There was a good deal of danger in that, for the Plain was bloody ground, a favourite spot

         for pitched battles and for thieves alike.

      


      

      Nevertheless, Roger had to face the prospect. From this point in the road – little more than a track, meandering around the

         hills, following the contours of the land – there was no inn or habitation in sight, and none, very likely, this far out.

         It was, of course, perfectly possible that he had got lost.

      


      

      Abruptly, his eye was distracted by a flurry of movement ahead: straight out from behind the next wave of low hills something

         small, dark and compact went hurtling into the blue sky like an arrow. It was a hawk. Roger watched it soar with astonishment

         and increased disquiet, for he could not but regard it as ominous. No such bird would be hunting in the middle of the Plain

         at this time of year – it would be an unusual sight at any season – and why would a human hunter be hawking in such cheerless,

         unfruitful country?

      


      

      But hunter it was, human or devil; he topped the rise now on his horse, a tall burly figure, bearded and cloaked, and pulled to a stop while he was joined by two more riders. The hawk

         wheeled high above them, screaming disconsolately. The three, plainly regarding Roger where he had halted on the ancient,

         pre-Roman trackway, talked among themselves, leaning in their gear. After a while, the tallest of them raised his left hand

         as if in salute; cautiously – it could not but pay to offer friendship, or at least neutrality, especially as he was outnumbered

         – Roger saluted back, and immediately felt like a fool, for beyond him the hawk screamed again, stooped and came down, sculling

         to a perch on the gauntleted wrist with a noble display of wingspread.

      


      

      Roger lowered his arm and loosened his sword. Though, as a clerk, he was under the protection of the Church, he was not naive

         enough to expect this to be respected by a pack of highwaymen. Furthermore, as a clerk he had a right to the blade, and as

         a scholar, he was as expert with it as the next; the students were a squalling, brawling lot, very likely to summarize disputations

         with blood, and when one was not defending one’s self against some such ‘argument’, there were the burghers of Oxford to be

         on guard against – there had been four outright riots between the scholars and the townsmen in Roger’s time, in two of which

         he had had to slash his way out without wasting an instant on ethical or moral niceties.
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