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THE man walked along the corridor to Room 105, opened the door and put down his case. There was a wardrobe, a wash-basin, a chair: it was a simple, anonymous room, exactly what he wanted.


He sat down on the bed and stretched out his legs: one of them seemed to be giving him pain. He looked almost too large for the room. He was a sturdy, compact man with an extensive moustache which drooped in a curve round his mouth; his hair was cut short and formed a V on his forehead; he had big ears which projected prominently from his head. He smiled in an ironical way as he considered himself sitting in a room in a hotel in Paris. He, the son of a crofter from the Highlands of Scotland! That mirror, for instance, in which he saw himself, looked heavy and rich and imperial. Then he thought of what was happening to him, what was about to happen, and his smile faded. Lines like plough-lines furrowed his forehead.


He seemed restless, uncertain what he should do. Now and again he would get up and look down through the window on to the Tuileries Gardens. Then he would turn back again into the room, which seemed more and more like a cell. Should he stay in, should he go out? Would he be recognised, even in civilian clothes? He had seen a thin, well-dressed woman in the lounge; she had said ‘Good evening’ to him in English. She might have recognised him – his picture had been in the newspapers often enough – though he had registered himself without his full title. Women, however, were very quick, very perceptive, though in his spartan life he had not been of much use to them. Apart from one, of course …


He went to the window again and returned to the centre of the room. He felt the energy of Paris but he seemed like a prisoner. Perhaps at that very moment people were entering theatres in their cloaks and dresses. Such a romantic city, Paris, with its perfumes, sparkling lights, cafés, gardens, palaces. And its legendary freedom. The hotel itself with its lovely façade looked down on to the Tuileries.


His eyes roamed his cell again. He would have felt more comfortable in his uniform, but then he would have been easily recognised. His uniform, however, was his defence against the civilian world. Now, dressed as a civilian, it was as if he had entered a world too disordered, too loose. On the other hand his uniform hadn’t saved him in the military world either. He had expected more from Roberts, more understanding, more charity, perhaps. The memory of those icy, uncomprehending eyes bothered him.


He looked at the writing-table. He went over to it as if he wished to write some letters, but then decided against it. His wife – he had seen her recently – no, there was little point in writing to her. As for his brother, how could he bring himself to tell him? He smiled at the heading on the writing-paper. Hotel Regina. As if it were Queen Victoria, dead now, but the mistress he had served in heat and cold. Different from the King with his stupid hard-boiled eyes. Again he felt restless, like a huge clumsy animal in this small room. It was hard to explain what had happened to him, the sudden ruin. His past counted for nothing now. And if they heard about it in the Highlands, why …


The thought of his predicament was unbearable. He could no longer stay in the room, he had to move about. He walked along the corridor until he came to Reception. Then, leaving his key behind him, he strode about the streets; he wished to walk and walk, to keep himself from thinking, to outwalk his mind. He had no idea where he was going. His mind was burning with the puzzle that tormented him, in a Paris burning with lights.
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BEHIND the counter of the shop in Inverness, called the Royal Clan Tartan and Tweed Warehouse, stood a tall young man in black clothes who looked more like a farmer than a shop assistant. His hands were large and red, and the sleeves of his jacket rather short. He seemed healthy, raw and large. Round him were the varicoloured tweeds, tartans. He was alone in the shop.


Suddenly he left the counter (after first looking around him) and began to march up and down in a military manner, barking out commands to himself: ‘Attention, right turn!’ His feet clicked on the wooden floor. He saw himself surrounded by soldiers all in tartan. He imagined himself being called in front of the commander, a tall handsome man with a moustache, who said to him in tones of quiet reverence, ‘You have done well, Macdonald, without you we wouldn’t have taken that hill.’ He flushed, trying however to feel humble and obedient.


The commander rose to his feet, put his hand on Hector’s shoulder, looked deep into his eyes, and said, ‘Very well indeed.’ Then he pinned a medal on him. In the background there was a burst of cheering which might have been coming from the rolls of tartan all around him in the darkness.


Suddenly he heard the door opening, and turned from his dream. A smallish man with a bald head was standing at the counter. Hector smoothed down his black suit, emerging from the darkness.


‘Sir,’ he said.


‘I was wondering,’ said the small man hesitantly, ‘that is to say, my wife … I would like to order a kilt.’


‘Which tartan, sir?’


‘Eh?’


‘Which tartan, sir?’ said Hector patiently, while at the same time a wolf was shouting insults inside his head.


‘As to that, I’m not sure, you understand it’s my wife’s idea, to tell you the truth, something in green; I like green. I’m sure you have green tartans. My wife’s favourite colour is red but I would like, I think, green.’


The man straightened for a moment. His bald head is like a cannon-ball with veins in it, thought Hector. The wolf inside his head was saying, What will this small bald man look like in a kilt?


‘Excuse me a moment, sir,’ said Hector, ‘I’ve got to go next door.’ And he left the shop.


He walked quickly down the street past other shops. On the opposite side of the street he saw a beggar with red blisters on his face. They looked raw and pitiful but it was said that beggars rubbed stuff on them to make them appear worse. On his breast the beggar had a large sheet of paper written for him. There were scribes who did that sort of thing for ex-soldiers, as this beggar appeared to be. From a bar he heard singing and shouting.


Then he saw the sergeant, who was standing as usual at the corner of the street, proud and strong in his Highland regalia.


‘I want to join the army, Sir,’ said Hector.


‘How old are you?’ said the sergeant.


‘Seventeen, Sir,’ said Hector.


‘Too young, son. Come back in a year’s time. Sorry.’


‘Everyone says I’m tall for my age,’ Hector insisted. No, he couldn’t go back to that shop.


‘I’m almost eighteen, Sir,’ he said.


The sergeant looked at him. Yes, he did seem tall for his age. Maybe …


‘All right, son, come with me.’


And Hector went with him and accepted the Queen’s shilling.


‘By the way,’ said the sergeant, ‘don’t call me “sir”. “Sir” is for officers.’ No smell of beer came from his breath, though around them in the bar there was drunken singing, and soldiers in kilts. This sergeant, however, seemed very proud, glamorous, military.


‘Here is a warrant,’ he said, ‘that you will take to Aberdeen. You will report there at Castle Hill barracks. Do you understand?’


‘Yes, sergeant.’ Already he was standing at attention. His heart was leaping with joy. He looked down at his black suit with contempt. It was as if his life up to this point had been a funeral.


He took his warrant and walked to the railway station. He had completely forgotten the small bald man he had left in the shop. He marched like a soldier, his back ramrod-straight.


The beggar, who had a dirty cloth round his head, put out his hand to him. Hector caught a glimpse of the word ‘India’ on the litany of the man’s battle honours. Was he blind or pretending to be blind? Hector stared into his eyes but could see no glimmer of life. The man stared ahead of him, his hand held out, as if he were a wax figure in a shop.


For a moment Hector felt a chill, as of death itself, then he thrust a shilling into the blind man’s hand.


‘Now we’re quits,’ he said, and headed for the train.


That too was an adventure. Steam blossomed around him; other uniformed men were there, looking busy and pompous. He opened the carriage door and entered. When the train was leaving he didn’t go to the window and look back at Inverness.


When he arrived at the camp he was booked in. Afterwards he was stripped naked in front of a doctor who wore a monocle. This was to make sure that he had no lice or fleas. His nakedness made him feel vulnerable and ashamed.


‘You’re a tall fellow,’ said the doctor. Hector looked around him: most of the men were smaller than he but had larger dicks. Nor did they seem to feel vulnerable, in fact they were joking with each other, their bodies white as worms. One of them had a galaxy of spots on his chest. To be naked, however, was to be defenceless, shameful. I hate this, he thought, I can’t wait to be dressed in my uniform. The monocle glared at him, the single eye of an indifferent monster, and then he was past it on his way to the stores for his clothes and blankets.


He had to parcel up his suit and send it home to his parents. This was a decisive moment, it was as if he was saying, Goodbye, I’m setting off for another world, I’m no longer the son you knew. The days of the farm are over, the days of the shop are finished. I’m sorry I didn’t tell you what I was going to do but I know you wouldn’t have approved. Like everyone else you think the army consists of drunken rogues and vagabonds. This is my good black suit I’m sending to you: it is a sign of the good moral world that you approve of, the tight black world that you said was the best. First I was naked, then I was clothed, then I was unclothed again. Let the dead bury their dead. I am risen again from your world into a new world. I did this on impulse and I do not regret it. My destiny is here.


Since some of the recruits were illiterate, he had to write their addresses for them.


That night he lay on a hard, uncomfortable bed staring out at the hard, brilliant moon, not at all like the autumn moon of the harvest but colder, firmer, harder, like a coin spinning through the clouds.


He was wakened at half past five in the morning by the brisk bugle. He heard mutterings, oaths, splashings of water. He made his iron bed as the others did, placing the blankets on top, tied together, then finally he folded it.


There was a smell of sweat in the barrack-room, and as he stood there shivering he saw a mountainous blanket ahead of him and realised that one of the soldiers was masturbating.


They went out on to the square where the corporal was waiting for them. The next two hours were a fury of commands. He had to learn to stand at attention, to march.


The corporal was a small man with a moustache. He seemed hostile, enraged.


‘I’m standing on your hair!’ he shouted at one man. ‘Get it cut!’


And to another, ‘You’re marching like a penguin. Swing those arms!’


There were obscene references to mothers, sisters, girlfriends. Hector hated this, he hated it in his deepest being. The corporal, stiff as a poker, had a face red as a cockerel on which his moustache quivered with a life of its own. His head seemed square, the colour of his hair was like that of a hedgehog Hector had once seen. He had been provided with this formless mass: always he had to begin again. Its formlessness offended him as his obscenities offended Hector.


Legs, arms, bodies lacked harmony. Men could not keep in step: they had the clumsiness of the civilian. They had the loose, hateful freedom of the civilian deep within them. The corporal’s job was to drive out that scent, that alien perfume which was almost feminine. The men must become as firm as bayonets, they must learn the firm masculinity of machines.


The men reacted slowly to commands. They belonged to the unstructured world outside the gates with its continual crazy motions, its accidental strayings. They were dogs with devoted, beseeching looks. In their lack of harmony they were stupid.


‘When I’m finished with you, your mothers won’t know you,’ the corporal shouted in his frenzied anger, himself brisk and compact and fearsome.


Here nothing was sacred. All must be subordinated to orders, law, tidiness. You were converted to a number: you had no gifts, talents, character of your own. It was your number that was on a charge and if there was a bureaucratic error then it was not you at all, and your charge would be dismissed.


Rage infected the air in which the men lived, rage that there wasn’t a perfect, orderly world, that always somehow or other a little of the ego was left and refused to be destroyed. Rage was like the raw sunrise that inflamed the sky in the morning. The sky itself was a raw wound festering. It was a rage against disorder, and a rage of boredom.


By the left, by the left … The harsh, viperish voice followed them, would not leave them alone, as they tried to do their best at marching. It would be there for ever, floating out of the red dawn, raucous as a red bird. They were like sheepdogs answering their master’s whistle, thought Hector, who enjoyed the marching, as he had practised marching before, often, with a Volunteer Company in Inverness. He had an army manual and studied it behind the counter in the shop in Inverness. He was not frightened; this was what he was born to do.


This was the new world in which he was to be shaped and formed, sharpened, made an instrument. The harsh voice came out of the red sunrise, in the cold of the morning, among the chilling red clouds, the working factory of the sky.


Breakfast at eight o’clock consisted of tea and bread and butter and porridge. The tables were put away, the floor swept, and there was an interval of rest until the bugle blew again for more training.


The screams were hideous, unearthly, as if men had been let loose from a madhouse. The straw man swayed as the steel pierced him.


Screaming, they came at the straw man, demented tribesmen, shrieking with hatred, nerves, fear, released anger. Some thought of the straw man as the corporal himself, some saw it as the embodiment of their deprived lives. The straw man endured it all, rape, pillage, aggression. The bayonets quivered in him, were retracted. The swaying straw man, heavy and sluggish, was burst here and there.


The furious recruits attacked him with heavy grunts, but he still remained, stubborn, blank, ironic, unyielding. It was the senseless nature of their lives.


A lieutenant with a stick under his arm paused and looked at them.


‘How are they doing, corporal?’ he said in a languid voice.


The corporal sprang quickly to attention and shouted, eyes staring straight ahead of him, ‘Improving, SAH!’


The ‘sah’ seemed to echo back from the stony parade-ground.


‘Good, good,’ said the lieutenant. ‘Carry on, corporal.’


Idiot, thought the corporal. Ignorant long drink of water. He thought of himself as the ardent worker while the officer dummy looked on. The languid man had gazed only for a moment at the bristly, uncouth straw man.


When the lieutenant had drifted away the corporal turned back to his uniformed lunatics who were still screaming, and shouted, ‘Come on, you little men! Get it in! GET IT IN!’ His voice too was a high scream, as if he was a seagull screaming over a waste of water, as if he himself was a woman being raped.





After dinner there was a game of football in which Hector, who was a good footballer, took part.


‘Holy Jesus, you’re a big fella,’ said a little Irishman to him. ‘Where are you from?’


‘The Black Isle,’ said Hector.


‘And where is that when it’s at home?’


Hector told him.


‘I’m from the West of Ireland myself, and I wish to Jesus I was back there. Why did you join up?’


Hector told him.


‘You mean you had a job and left it?’ said the Irishman in amazement. ‘You must have a potato for a head.’


Hector smiled and joined in the game. The seemingly casual yet tactical patterns of football enchanted him.


‘Goal!’ someone shouted.


‘Jesus, would you believe it, we’ve scored,’ said the Irishman.





They were ready to go out. They were polishing their boots, their belt-buckles, they were sleeking back their hair. Hector listened vaguely to their talk. All they talked about was women and drink: they were entirely physical. At first this had amazed him but now he had grown used to it. Among the Gaelic voices he could hear English ones, Irish ones.


‘I’ll give her a touch of the bayonet tonight,’ he heard someone saying. There was a laugh from men who had worked and suffered together and who knew the real meaning of the joke, for whom it was not just a simile. Already in their conversations they were beginning to become a unit, a company, though they themselves perhaps did not realise it.


Out of the air around them they were gathering the material for story, badinage, legend. They lived off the random leavings of the day and created their heroes and demons from them. Mornings rose and made them what they would become: they collected like cows under rain. Witticisms rose from the bare square: myths were made by men such as these from the scatterings they found about them. They inspected the plans that had been laid out for them, chewed at them endlessly, tasted them, confronted the straw man in the raw air of morning.


They talked a lot about their corporal. At times they hated him, at other times they might say, ‘Well, he’s got a job to do, hasn’t he?’ They pretended they didn’t like the army but secretly delighted in their new skills. They talked contemptuously of civilians.


And laughing and joking they set off, picking up what they could, surviving.


‘Not coming, Hector?’


No, he would stay and read and maybe have a beer. There was no whisky on the camp but there was beer. There was so much to learn and this was his destiny. For themselves they had no destinies, they lived from minute to minute, from hour to hour. They weren’t abstract people, large words like ‘destiny’ were not part of their vocabulary.


Sometimes they would talk about God, though. Their arguments were naive, without rigour.


‘There must be something,’ they would say. ‘Where did we come from, then?’ Then someone would say, ‘Christ knows where the “Hammer” [this was the RSM] comes from,’ and then they would laugh. Their observations about God were like bits of straw that came from the straw man. Logic was alien to them.


Then after talking about religion they might start talking about ghosts.


‘Ghosts have no bodies, of course,’ someone would say sagely, drawing at his pipe. ‘They’re supposed to be spirits.’


‘How can you see them, then?’ someone else would ask, and there would be a long pause.


‘Well, it’s like gas, you see,’ and smoke would pour from the pipe.





One day after a long march they trooped in to hear the languid lieutenant talk to them about regimental history. He took off his cap and pointed with a stick to the blackboard on which he had written ‘The Gordon Highlanders’.


‘The Gordon Highlanders,’ he told them, ‘were raised in 1794 by the fourth Duke of Gordon. There is a story that the Duchess would offer a personal kiss to every man who joined up. In the Peninsula War they fought in every battle and after the death of Sir John Moore at Corunna they adopted the use of black buttons on their spats as a form of mourning. They fought at Quatre Bras and at Waterloo. At Waterloo the heavy cavalry charged the French lines and as the Royal Scots Greys advanced into the attack, the men of the Gordons clung on to the troopers’ stirrups, so eager were they to fight.’


There was a snore from the back of the room. The lieutenant hesitated, his pointing stick paralysed in his hand. Then he turned and his face was red and swollen with rage. His eyes protruded from his head and he screamed like a woman.


‘Sergeant, there’s a man there sleeping. I can SEE him. Put him on a charge. Immediately. This instant.’


‘SAH!’ said the sergeant, standing up and marching over to where the man was twitching out of sleep and entering the room again in his raw naked wakefulness.


The rest sat up straighter in their seats … Quatre Bras, Waterloo, black buttons, cavalry, and watched, themselves trembling, the lieutenant trembling with rage.





Hector loved drill and was good at it, as he was at all the tasks he had to do, including shooting and PT. But it was drill that attracted him most and most moved him. There was about it a mystique, a definiteness, an accuracy that enchanted him. The barked commands evoked exact responses from him. He could see as he looked around him shapelessness becoming form, a pure, severe order emerging. Thus geometry created perfection, as if the men were being played like a strange instrument. The best would withdraw from the worst, the inadequate, the wounded ones, who were often made to run round the square with their rifles held above their heads. A pride stirred in the successful man. Perhaps this was the first thing he had succeeded at. To be successful was to become part of the harmony, success in itself was not an individual thing. The pride swelled to the music of bagpipes, to parades: it became swagger, laughter. The men and the marching became a mystical music. To see civilians was to see untidiness, variousness.


As they became fitter and better at drill and their other work, they became more high-spirited. The successful ones played tricks on the wounded and the vulnerable and the inefficient. They turfed them out of their beds, made fun of them. There was cruelty as well as high-spiritedness. Only it wasn’t seen as cruelty, it was seen as sport, soon forgotten.


And they talked continuously about women, about their exploits with prostitutes and others. Some of them had escaped into the army because they had no money, or because they had been felons and had got into trouble with the police. They also drank a great deal.


They were purely physical beings, quite close to the animal. Hector sensed a pathos about them, felt himself separate from them. Their talk about women disgusted him.


One of the English recruits told Hector, ‘What we used to do was this. We used to make up to maids in fancy houses, a couple of us. Then when they told us the mistress was out we used to take the maids upstairs and leave the door on the latch. Then the third man would come in and take the stuff. Other times we might come into a house through the roof. We used to have dolly mops to pick the pockets of drunk people. Another prank we had, two of us would pick on a gent and quarrel with him, then a third one would come along and pretend he was helping him. He would lead him to a quiet place and fleece him. We had neddies to hit people with. Then we used to rob children, ones who had been sent on errands. That’s what we called skinning, even taking their clothes. The dolly mops were good at that, some of them looked like angels but wicked as hell underneath. It was a great time while it lasted, lived off the fat of the land. But the peelers nearly had us one day, so I joined the army. I’m not all that keen on it, but what else is there to do?’


This was a whole new world to Hector and he listened with wonder. In his own area no one stole anything, though people were not rich. Doors were never locked. The Bible told them not to steal and that commandment was adhered to. To steal was to be ostracised: it was utter disgrace. But there, in that English world, were men who knew little about the Bible and who, if they had, would have ignored its laws. They scrambled for life in seething warrens, where there were rats as well as people. They preyed on the young and innocent, and women were as bad as men. Stealing was in fact their profession as his had been to work in a shop.


They had deceived, cheated, maimed and perhaps killed.





There came a time when they grew almost friendly with the corporals and sergeants, who would borrow money from them and never pay it back. Or the men would buy them drinks, for the corporals and sergeants never paid for anything. Why, they were human after all and would joke with them. It must be hard to make people like themselves into soldiers; it must be boring starting all over again with every new intake. And then all this hard training was necessary to prepare them for battle, it was in their own interests. And you couldn’t say that they didn’t know their jobs. No, in general they all fitted into this new scheme, they and the sergeant and the corporal, they had come through a difficult time together and they had triumphed. They now had a certain security.


They were endlessly fascinating to Hector with their fecklessness, their flashes of pride, their cruelty, their generosity. They never had any money for as soon as they got it they spent it. They never read books because many of them were illiterate. Yet they could never be cheated of a penny on pay day. The Highlanders themselves were among the most educated, and Hector would speak to them in Gaelic.


Some of the soldiers lived in a fantasy world. They made up stories about their previous lives, their families. One of them, a small fellow with a pale, pinched face, insisted that his father was a doctor. He described his father’s practice in great detail. They lived in a big house in the middle of parkland. When he was a boy he hunted for rabbits and hare and fished for salmon in a stream. His fantasies were well researched and not believed by anyone. However, some of them lived off their fantasies as off some exotic food, unlike the food that they actually ate.


At one stage when they hated their endless drill and the sadism of the corporal, one of them said that he knew of a man in the town who would beat him up. He would come up to him when he was in the pub, pick a quarrel and break his arms, and then they would be free of him. But nothing ever happened of course, although for a while they waited hopefully for the big fight. The corporal, however, continued to rule the square as he had always done.


There was also a man who read books all the time. He had big round glasses and his books were either about the Church or about history. His life was one sustained torture: he was always on charges, he couldn’t march in step, but his books kept him going until one day someone tore them up. He would wander about the camp in a dazed state until he was dismissed from the army since he couldn’t get through his training successfully.


There was another man who told them that there were mysterious higher-ups they could complain to. These higher-ups would overrule the corporals and sergeants and even put them on charges and dismiss them. These higher-ups might be political, they would have the interests of the men at heart: actually the sergeants and corporals were terrified of them. The men would listen to this barrack-room lawyer like little children looking for help in the dark.


Although they could be cruel the men had sudden flashes of generosity. And they were especially fond of children whom they regarded as symbols of purity. When they heard that a child belonging to one of the men had to go into hospital, they clubbed together so that toys could be bought for him.


At one stage one of them said, ‘That corporal had to become friendly. It was to save his own life. Else we would have put a bullet into his back first time we were in action.’ He told a story of a bullying sergeant who had disappeared from a troop-ship: his body had never been found. Obviously he had been thrown over the side by the men.





Some nights, because of his guilt at running away to the army without telling his parents, Hector would have nightmares. In one in particular he was standing trial in the Free Church school he had attended. He was barefoot and he felt cramped inside his desk where somehow or other he stood at attention. His interrogator was wearing a black minister’s robe.


‘Tell me the story of the Prodigal Son,’ the voice ordered. Hector stuttered but not a word came from his mouth.


Suddenly his father was in the classroom as well: he was in fact building one side of the classroom like the mason he was. His raw red hands fumbled at the bricks and his head hung down. Hector felt sorry for him. But the inflexible voice went on, ‘You have sinned. And you will be sent to hell.’ There was a fire in the room with a pail of peats beside it.


Nevertheless, instead of the fires of hell, Hector felt the most intense cold. He was standing on an icy hill looking down into a field where people were moving about in clothes as brown as the earth. There was a high wind: he tried to shout to them but they weren’t hearing him. Either they were deaf or they were ignoring him. They carried on with whatever tasks they were doing, some smoking, some eating, some simply walking about.


‘What is the chief end of man?’ a voice asked him.


He thought and thought. The answer was on the tip of his tongue but he couldn’t find it.


He looked down at his legs. He was standing in the most intense cold and he was barefoot. There was snow round his feet.


The scene changed again according to the logic of dreams. This time he was standing in a shop serving a customer. He was swathed in tartan which covered him from head to toe.


‘There you are, sir,’ he said to the man who had a red angry face. ‘That suit is far too big for me,’ the man said. ‘You should know that. I should send for the manager; you are totally incompetent. Anyone would see at a glance that this suit is too big. And look at it. It’s got holes in it. What sort of shop is this? What do you think I am? Do you think I am a fool?’ And he thrust his large red angry face at Hector, who actually felt a rain of spittle on his cheeks. ‘I’ll send for the manager!’ the man shouted.


‘I am the manager,’ said Hector.


‘You the manager! You’re far too young and in any case you don’t know your Bible. Look at that suit. It’s moth-eaten, and it is falling apart.’


Hector held out his hand for the suit and, true enough, it disintegrated like a spider’s web in his hands. He stood staring down at it in amazement.


‘And you advertise yourselves as the best shop in Inverness too,’ said the man furiously. ‘You will have to be reported.’


‘I could have sworn,’ said Hector, still puzzled.


‘You think that because you are wearing a coat of many colours yourself,’ said the man, ‘you can sell your customers anything. I am going to send for the police. I will make sure that you will be prosecuted. And what’s that you have been reading? That’s not a Bible. I don’t know what book that is.’


Suddenly Hector felt the most intense and passionate anger.


‘Stand at attention when you’re speaking to me!’ he shouted in a rage. ‘And pick your feet up! Who do you think you are, coming into this shop in such a slovenly manner? Look at all this, it’s clean, do you understand, and you come in here with your dirty boots and order me about. And look at these buttons. They’re not even polished. I may be poor but this is my shop. It’s the best stuff there is.’


And the customer began marching up and down, entangled and blinded by tweeds and tartans, while Hector poked at him with a ruler, barking orders at him.


Hector woke up to find himself entangled in the blankets. He was sweating and trembling. He forced his mind to watch the men moving in mystical manoeuvres on the square. Slowly he was calmed by the complex configurations. The personae of his dream receded one by one, and he was at peace.
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