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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.







Chapter I


In the year 1907 a curious adventure befell Harry Botham, partner in the firm Botham and Brewer, Commercial Factors of Shanghai.


Returning early from a party Botham surprised a trio of robbers in the act of looting his house. His small daughter Flora lay trussed and gagged as a preliminary to kidnapping; the amah huddled on the floor moaning. By the wall stood the house-boy, a dagger pinning his ear to the woodwork.


Botham surveyed the scene from the darkness of the hall. Quietly he took a cavalry saber from the wall and charged. The most stalwart of the bandits he cut down with a single blow; the second, a stripling of fourteen, scrambled like a monkey up the front of a cabinet, which toppled, spilling Botham’s porcelains and pinning the youth to the floor. The third threw himself at Botham’s feet.


Panting, Botham surveyed the scene. His porcelain lay in shards; the air reeked with blood and the stink of fright. Ting the house-boy pulled the dagger from his ear, and darting forward began to hack at the now-passive bandit. Botham stopped him. “Go for the police. Let them deal with the situation.”


“My lord,” came the voice of the bandit, “show us mercy.”


“Mercy, ha!” rasped Botham. “My porcelain: destroyed! My daughter: out of her mind with terror!” The amah now began to release Flora from her bonds.


“We are victims of an evil destiny,” said the bandit, “as witness the outcome of this night’s work. The police will torture us, myself and my son, indiscriminately: this is their habit. Your beneficial grasp controls the future course of our lives.”


“Torture is no more than you deserve,” declared Botham. “Ting, go fetch the—”


“My lord, I implore your attention,” said the bandit. “Your daughter will soon forget her alarm. As for the porcelain—I speak now with the absolute candor of a man in despair—the quality was so deficient that I had intended not even to steal it. You have been victimized by unscrupulous merchants. Your loss is not only of small compass, but may well be susceptible to repair.”


A nuance of tone engaged Botham’s interest. “You have a collection of your own?”


“I am an ordinary robber; such an ambition exceeds my dreams. Nevertheless, at some risk, I can procure for you a pair of inordinately beautiful vases, objects of great age and value. These should not only assuage your indignation, but perhaps will induce you to allow myself and my son our liberty.”


“Where are these vases?” inquired Botham. “To whom do they belong?”


“The details are inconsequential. When I place the objects before you, by any practical test they may be regarded as my personal property.”


There was further discussion; in the end the bandit was allowed to go off to fetch the vases, while the son remained as a hostage. The wounded man, with the house-boy’s help, bandaged himself with a rag and sat slumped in a daze.


Within an hour the bandit returned, eyes glittering with excitement. He carried an object wrapped in newspaper. Botham received him alone in the study, and, removing the newspaper, discovered a single vase, something over a foot high, the glaze a smoky mauve glimmer of a richness beyond Botham’s experience. Reverently examining the vase he found on the foot the mark Hai-lun-tse, and realized that he held one of the most precious relics of the Sung Dynasty. Pitching his voice in a casual tone he said, “This is certainly an interesting piece, almost the equal to one or two of my own, now unfortunately destroyed. You spoke of two vases. Where is the other?”


“I am fortunate to have succeeded so well,” said the bandit. “Conditions were more rigorous than I had expected, and it was a choice between the one or none at all.”


“Very well,” said Botham, “I see you have done your best. Be off then, and never let me see your face again. Unless, of course, you choose to part with further pieces from your collection, which I shall be glad to examine. Especially the mate to this particular vase.”


“I understand you perfectly,” declared the bandit. “May the future deal fruitfully with us both.”


The following day Botham learned of the self-inflicted death of Baron Iso Matsukoku, Chief of the Japanese Foreign Trade Commission. According to the Shanghai Daily Express Baron Matsukoku had been entrusted with a ceremonial gift to Emperor Meiji from the Dragon Empress herself: a pair of priceless Sung vases, glazed a unique mauve celadon. One of the vases had disappeared during the night and Baron Matsukoku had manifested his humiliation in the traditional manner.


Botham crated the vase, locked it in a trunk, and gave up all hope of acquiring its mate.


There was still a further aftermath of the affair. During the conflict Botham had suffered a cut across the back of his hand, which became seriously infected. At the hospital he was tended by a fresh-faced nurse newly arrived from England. Her name was Mary Higgins, and Harry Botham, a widower, proposed marriage as soon as he was discharged from the hospital. Mary Higgins accepted, they were married, and in the year 1909 became parents to a chubby blonde daughter named Ruth.


Botham and Brewer prospered; Flora and Ruth Botham grew through childhood, adolescence, and each in turn reigned as belle of the International Settlement. Flora, seven years older than Ruth, was tall and dark, with exquisite features and an elegant manner. In 1926, at the most fashionable wedding of the season, she married Maurice Brewer, son of Harry Botham’s partner.


For a wedding present Harry Botham gave the couple a trip around the world. In 1932 a son Kendall was born and in 1935 a second son Oliver.


Ruth Botham was almost the antithesis to her half-sister. She was blonde, slight, round and soft as a kitten. Flora was inclined to peremptoriness; Ruth coaxed. Flora’s clothes were immaculate; she bathed twice, occasionally three times a day, and never became accustomed to the smells drifting in from Soochow Creek, or the wretched human clottings of Greater Shanghai beyond the confines of the Settlement. Ruth accepted life more or less as it came, laughed easily and made friends with persons Flora considered unsuitable. One of these friends was Kenneth Enright, a young Methodist missionary stationed in Japan. Ruth fell in love with Kenneth despite Flora’s disapproval. Kenneth Enright not only lacked wealth and savoir-faire; he was also an American. Ruth laughed at Flora’s objections and in 1929 made Kenneth ludicrously happy by marrying him.


Harry Botham, despite Flora’s appeals, had remained neutral, remarking that since Ruth must live with her husband she should certainly be allowed the privilege of selecting him. Flora never became reconciled to the match, and snubbed poor Kenneth elaborately.


On the day before the wedding Harry Botham took Kenneth and Ruth aside and revealed that he was planning to send them around the world as he had Flora and Maurice. Stammering with embarrassment, Kenneth stated that while he appreciated the offer he could not possibly take so much time from his work. Ruth amplified Kenneth’s remarks by explaining that it simply didn’t look right for a missionary to indulge himself in conspicuous luxury while children of his parish suffered from malnutrition. She added saucily that if her father so chose he could donate the value of the trip to the Japanese Methodist Church, but this Harry Botham refused to do. He liked Kenneth personally, but he harbored the gravest doubts as to the ultimate value of his work. Why foist the beliefs of an obscure Arabian tribe upon a people with highly developed traditions of their own?


Kenneth replied mildly that Mr. Botham’s opinions of course were to be respected, which amused Harry Botham. He clapped Kenneth jauntily upon the back. Ruth eyed her father with suspicion. “Very well then,” said Botham, “in that case, you shall have one of my most prized possessions: a vase seven hundred years old, certainly one of the most beautiful in existence.”


“Papa!” exclaimed Ruth in consternation. She as well as Flora knew something of the history of the vase.


“Yes, my dear?”


“Do you consider the vase—a suitable present?”


“Certainly. Why not?”


Kenneth looked from Ruth to Botham in puzzlement, but held his curiosity in check. Ruth shrugged and said no more. Flora, learning of the gift, was furious with disappointment. She long had coveted the fabulous vase; to see it bestowed upon her sister exasperated her beyond measure.


Kenneth and Ruth returned to Japan with the vase packed casually in their luggage. They set up housekeeping in the quaint old rectory at Onomichi overlooking the Inland Sea, the vase on display in their tokonoma.


The years passed: for Kenneth and Ruth happy years. On the continent were mutterings of war, presages of terrible times ahead.


Mary Botham died suddenly in 1930, apparently from food poisoning; Harry Botham survived her only two years and died on Easter Sunday, 1932 at the age of 60. His estate passed in equal shares to Flora and Ruth.


At the funeral Flora mentioned the Sung vase. “Do you know what Daddy’s last words to me were?”


“I’m sure I don’t,” said Ruth drily.


“He spoke of the vase. He told me—speaking ever so huskily, for he could hardly breathe—he told me, ‘Flora, dearest, the Sung vase is on my conscience.’”


“As I can well believe.”


Flora ignored the interruption. “He said, ‘I intended that vase for you and Maurice; you two will enjoy it ever so much more than Ruth and her husband.’ Mind you,” Flora emphasized, “these were his last words: ‘Ask her for the vase, explain that I made a mistake; Ruth is generous; she will understand.’”


“I understand only too well,” said Ruth. “My answer is ‘no’.”


“Ruth! You refuse to honor Father’s last words?”


“He seems to have been delirious.”


“Ruth! How can you speak so!”


Ruth patted Flora’s arm. “Please, Flora, dear—do let’s be sensible. You’ve wanted that vase since Father made us the gift. But you can’t have it. Understand? So let’s just forget the matter once and for all.”


Flora swept off in an angry rustle of black silk crêpe.


Ruth turned back to Kenneth, who stood apart from the discussion. “My sister,” said Ruth, “is an extraordinary woman. As the years go by it almost appears that she is becoming—shall we say?—covetous.”


Kenneth made a noncommittal sound. “Just a mannerism, surely.”


“Kenneth,” snapped Ruth, “sometimes you are absolutely maddening.”


“My dear,” protested Kenneth, “what have I done?”


“I realize that your profession doesn’t allow you the normal scope for slander and back-biting. But Kenneth, for mercy’s sake, please realize that there is such a thing as simple, ordinary meanness.”


“I’d be the last to deny it,” declared Kenneth. “Nevertheless, I feel that the treatment a person receives is only a reflection of his own conduct.”


Ruth sighed. “Let’s go in for a cup of tea.”


Returning to Japan they discussed their newly inherited wealth. “I’ll make no suggestions, of course,” said Kenneth, wistfully. “The income is yours to spend as you like.”


“Well,” said Ruth, “for one thing we shall both have new clothes. Standing beside Flora I felt positively dowdy. And you, Kenny, I can really see my face in your coat.”


“Yes, such an expenditure might well be in order.”


Ruth continued briskly: “And I think that now we can afford to start our family.” Kenneth mumbled something about pregnancy being a terrible nuisance. Ruth agreed. “Then we’ll save a certain amount of money—a good deal—to make sure our children have a decent start in life.”


“Yes, to be sure.”


“And then,” Ruth hugged Kenneth’s arm, “the rest goes to you, and there should be a great deal. And you can carry through all your wonderful ideas and projects.”


But Kenneth did not react quite as happily as Ruth had expected. “What’s wrong?” asked Ruth. “Aren’t you pleased?”


“Under normal circumstances I’d be more than happy,” said Kenneth.


“These aren’t normal circumstances?”


“Lately I’ve become ever more uncertain as to what the future holds. The news is often disquieting…”


“Kenneth, stop,” Ruth laughed nervously. “You’ll give me a real case of shudders.”


Back in Onomichi the Enrights resumed their old lives, hoping now for children. In 1933 Ruth became pregnant and miscarried. In 1935 she bore a child which lived only three hours.


About this time the Enrights received a letter from Maurice Brewer, announcing the birth of his second son, who would be christened Oliver. He likewise wrote of plans to sell his own and Flora’s holdings in the firm Botham and Brewer, comprising a 75% interest. He had interested a buyer who would also take the Enrights’ 25% should they also choose to sell. While the price offered was substantial, it in no way reflected the true worth of the company. The buyer, indeed, was getting a bargain. “However,” wrote Maurice, “these are not reassuring times and the financial climate is very uncertain. Flora and I have decided to live—at least for a time—in San Francisco. I don’t wish to influence unduly your future plans, but we all realize the very unsettled conditions here and in Europe. I feel that the wise course is to sell out and invest elsewhere.”


“Well, well,” said Ruth. “So the Brewers are clearing out.”


Kenneth smeared marmalade on his toast—they were eating breakfast under the pines of the rectory garden. “From their standpoint, very wisely.”


Ruth studied the letter. “5,000 pounds we’re offered. For an income of eight hundred a year. Scarcely a generous offer.”


“We must consider current conditions,” said Kenneth. “As Maurice points out, the atmosphere is going from bad to worse.”


Ruth leaned back and studied Kenneth. “You think we should sell?” she inquired at last.


“Yes,” said Kenneth. In a facetious voice he added, “For the sake of our unborn child. Five thousand pounds will provide him, or her, or them, a very pleasant nest-egg. And if we lose our principal—there’ll be nothing.”


“Very well,” said Ruth. “I’ll write Maurice and tell him to sell. For the sake of our unborn child. If any.”


“We shall not despair.”


In due course a check for 5,000 pounds arrived, and the Enrights immediately invested in United States Postal Savings Bonds.


Full-scale war inundated China. In Europe Hitler marched into Austria, Czechoslovakia, and presently Poland, but the quiet life of the Methodist Church at Onomichi went on as before.


In 1939 Ruth became pregnant a third time, and in April of 1940 she bore a girl whom she named Luellen.


On December 7, 1941, the world changed dramatically for the Enrights. The church was closed; the Enrights were interned.


Conditions in the camp were extremely harsh, the Japanese revealing a strange new aspect to their complicated personalities.


In 1944 Ruth died of malnutrition complicated by pneumonia, and the sunlight forever vanished from Kenneth’s life. Only the need to care for his daughter gave him the will to exist.


In 1945 the war ended; the world changed dramatically once again, and again the Japanese became polite. With nowhere else to go, Kenneth and Luellen returned to Onomichi. Although the memories surrounding the rectory were almost more than he could bear, he reopened the church, and tried to resume his old life.


There was no longer a challenge to his work, no zest, no fulfillment. Only the deadening knowledge of failure, defeat, of wasted years and spent dreams, with youth and joy and his loving wife forever gone.




Chapter II


On the morning of April 28, 1948 the SS President Madison arrived at San Francisco from the Far East. The sun had only just risen as the ship slid under the Golden Gate Bridge; the city stood on its hills cool and white, every architectural detail sharply defined through the clear air.


In a house on Pacific Heights Maurice Brewer had already arisen and dressed himself in a suit of heavy gray tweed. Standing by the window of the upstairs sitting-room he watched the President Madison slide along the curve of the Embarcadero. He glanced at his watch, turned and went down the hall to the door of Flora’s bedroom. He rapped, listened, then rapped again. “Flora! Are you coming along? Or aren’t you? It’s quite late.”


There was no answer. Maurice rapped again. “Flora!”


From within came Flora’s voice, contriving somehow to convey irritation and a rather maddening degree of self-possession in the same tone. “There’s no enormous hurry, Maurice, not in the least.”


“The ship docks at any minute!” called Maurice through the door, but Flora made no further response.


Maurice turned away muttering. “Confound it, woman, you’ll be late for your own funeral.” He went back to the window. The President Madison was drifting at slow speed almost out of sight past the Ferry Building; as Maurice watched a pair of tugs churned alongside. He turned once again toward the hall, then thought better of it, and clenching his teeth thrust his hands in his pockets and waited. Maurice Brewer, now 52, was a big man, burly rather than fat, with a round pink-cheeked face, a short nose, wild-boar eyes with bristling eyebrows. He had a tonsure of dry-looking chestnut-gray hair, and heavy lips which he held compressed as he waited for Flora. His expression was sullen and peevish; when ten minutes later Flora appeared, wearing a gray suit, a lavender-gray coat with fox collar, he made no comment, but only turned toward the stairs.


On the first floor Flora turned aside toward the dining room; Maurice paused, stared after her. “Now where are you going?”


“I must speak to Benjamin about changing the furniture.”


“‘Changing the furniture’? What furniture?”


“In the bedroom, of course.” She disappeared into the kitchen, while Maurice stood fuming by the door. Minutes passed, and presently Flora appeared. Maurice pointed to his wristwatch. “Do you realize what time it is? The ship’s sure to be docked.”


Flora’s response was the merest suggestion of an airy sniff. Sweeping past Maurice, she went down the entry walk drawing on her gloves. Leisurely she inspected their car, a big black Lincoln only a few months old. A bird had voided upon the hood and Flora sped forward to examine the spot. She turned back toward the house. “Now where are you going?” cried Maurice.


“I told Benjamin to wipe down the car very carefully,” said Flora over her shoulder. “Obviously he’s neglected his work.”


“That was yesterday!” Maurice called after her. “And we haven’t time—”


Benjamin, the Filipino house-boy, was duly summoned, and ordered to clean the car. While Maurice stood first on one foot then the other Benjamin fetched a damp rag and wiped away the spot.


Maurice started the engine, and they sped away down the street. “Please, Maurice,” said Flora, “drive carefully. You’re taking quite unnecessary risks.”


“Do we want to meet this ship or don’t we?” asked Maurice between clenched teeth. “Sometimes I can’t understand you! Fooling and fiddling around for an hour now. It’s not as if we were meeting an adult or someone who knew what to do.”


“I’m sure she’ll be quite all right,” said Flora, looking squarely ahead. “And after all…” She left the sentence significantly unfinished.


“And what’s all this about Benjamin moving furniture?” demanded Maurice. “What furniture where?”


“I told Benjamin to bring up the nursery furniture, and put away the good rosewood.” Maurice stared. “What in heaven’s name…”


“We really know nothing about this girl. She may be careless or destructive, and the rosewood chiffonier is too valuable to risk.”


Maurice snorted. “What a pack of nonsense!”


Flora’s lips trembled in a wintry unfathomable smile, and Maurice said no more. He swung out Lombard Street to the Embarcadero, and proceeded to Pier 37, far to the south of Market Street.


“The ship’s already docked,” said Maurice grimly. “I must say, this is a poor way to meet someone. Especially a child.”


“We’re arriving in plenty of time,” Flora said unconcernedly. “And after all, this responsibility is one we’ve never solicited.”


Maurice glanced sidelong at his wife, shrugged. “If that’s how you feel, there’s certainly no reason for me to worry.” He nosed the Lincoln into a parking place, opened the door for Flora, and together they entered the pier.


The gangplank had been secured; debarking passengers were passing behind the trestles erected by customs. Maurice sought through the shifting groups. “About all we know of the girl is that she’s eight years old and blonde…”


Flora pointed a gloved finger to a plump urchin with fat cheeks and yellow hair cut in a Dutch-boy bob. “Perhaps that is Luellen. Her mother was inclined to sturdiness.”


“Too young,” said Maurice. “And Ruth wasn’t sturdy; what a word!…No more than nicely filled out.”


Flora said no more, but shivered her shoulders. “It’s icy in here; these people should take more care.”


Maurice paid her no heed. He pulled out his pipe, and searching through the crowd, charged it with tobacco. Suddenly he pointed. “There she is, I’m certain.”


Flora turned her head. By the far wall stood an elderly couple in dark clothes, both tall, gaunt and patently respectable. By their side, very quietly, stood a slight, rather pale girl with blonde hair in a pair of braids.


“Missionaries,” said Flora, voice almost imperceptibly tinged with deprecation. Maurice, married to Flora now for twenty-two years, had developed so sensitive an ear that even the quality of Flora’s silences conveyed meanings. In the matter of missionaries, however, their attitudes matched so closely that he was barely conscious that she had spoken. “I’ll inquire.”


He strode through the crowd, leaving Flora standing alone. A porter, staggering under the weight of two suitcases, brushed close, vexing her further. “Well!” she said frostily. Turning, she walked after Maurice, who already had engaged the elderly couple in conversation.


The girl watched her approach. Her face was very calm, thought Flora. A self-possessed child, probably willful. There was no obvious resemblance either to Kenneth or to Ruth in the round young face.


“Ah, here is my wife,” said Maurice in his bluffest, most genial manner. “Flora, the Reverend and Mrs. Murtries from Shihara. And this is little Luellen. The Murtries have been kind enough to take her under their wing.”


“No trouble whatever,” declared the Reverend Murtries. He stood six feet two, thin as an eel in his rusty black suit. “Lulu is a very sensible young lady.”


His wife said in a voice of diffuse complaint, “We were wondering what we would do when no one came to meet the child.”


“An unavoidable delay,” explained Maurice. “Unfortunate, but we finally arrived. All’s well that ends well. Right?”


“Yes, indeed,” said Murtries, without conviction. He looked at his wife, stooped, picked up his old straw valise. “Very well, since Lulu is in good hands, we must be on our way. Our train leaves in two hours.”


“We’re traveling straight through to Idaho,” explained Mrs. Murtries.


The Reverend Murtries patted Lulu’s sleek blonde head. “Goodby, little lady, be a good girl and write to us.”


“Yes, Mr. Murtries,” said Lulu. “Goodby.” She held out her hand, and Mrs. Murtries gave it a quick twitch. “Goodby, Lulu.” She spoke above Lulu’s head to Flora, “Such a bright child, but she’s had to grow up ten years ahead of time. Wartime conditions, you understand.”


“I’m afraid I don’t understand,” said Flora.


“My dear, you’ve never lived in the East,” said Mrs. Murtries.


Maurice laughed politely. “To the contrary, Mrs. Murtries. We’re old China hands, lived in Shanghai many years, both of us.”


“Indeed,” said Mrs. Murtries vaguely. “Well, well. As much as we’d love a good gossip, I’m afraid we must be on our way.” Bowing and nodding the Murtries took their leave.


Maurice looked down to Lulu, patted her gingerly on the shoulder. “Now, finally we can get acquainted. I’m your Uncle Maurice and this is your Aunt Flora.”


“How do you do,” said Flora.


“They call you Lulu, do they?” Maurice asked jovially.


“Yes. But my real name is Luellen.”


“I see. Well, we’re very glad to have you come live with us. We’ve got two nice boys—a bit older than you—but I’m sure you’ll get along beautifully.”


Lulu nodded. She hesitated, then twisted her face into a frown of concentration. “My father didn’t tell me when I’d be going home again. Did he tell you?”


Maurice looked off across the cavernous interior of the pier, raising his bushy eyebrows at the difficulty of the situation.


In a voice clear and quiet Flora said, “Your father is very ill, and you’ll be staying with us for a long time.”


Lulu’s face went very still. “Is he dead?”


Flora gave her shoulders a little shake. “It’s just as well that you find out now. He is dead, yes.”


Lulu’s eyes glistened. She turned her head away and looked blindly out toward the street.


“We’re very sorry,” said Maurice. “And after awhile you’ll be happy in your new home.” He swung his arms briskly. “But now, we must see to your luggage.”


Lulu handed him a yellow claim check. “This is for my trunk. And I have a suitcase.”


“Attend to the luggage, Maurice,” said Flora. “Luellen and I will wait in the car. And be exceedingly careful…You know what I mean.” She extended her hand to Lulu. “We’ll have our first little private conversation.”


Maurice took the claim checks and Flora shepherded Lulu to the car. They climbed into the rear seat. Flora leaned back into the corner, surveyed Lulu through half-closed eyes. “Did you have a nice trip over?” she asked.


“Yes, very nice. Except about my daddy. I knew he was sick, I knew he was sending me away…”


“Now, now, let’s not cry. Crying never helps anything.”


Lulu’s mouth twisted and strained; tears glistened on her cheeks. “But I’ll never see him again.”


“Today,” said Flora, “we’ll take you downtown and buy you some new clothes. I suppose you need absolutely everything.”


Lulu rubbed at her eyes with her wrist. “I have lots of clothes,” she said in a dreary voice.


“But you want to look nice, don’t you? At our house all of us try to look as pretty and clean and well-groomed as we can.”


Lulu nodded without enthusiasm.


“Then we’ll have to think about school. Let me see, you’re eight years old, I believe?”


“Yesterday was my birthday,” said Lulu. “I was eight yesterday.”


“And what grade are you in? Or did you go to school in Japan?”


“I went to the Missionary School at Onomichi, and I was in the third grade.”


“I see. Well, for the rest of the term you shall attend Pacific Heights Grade School, where Kendall and Oliver both went.” She ran her eyes critically over Lulu’s black wool jumper, the knee-high black stockings, the white blouse. “Yes, we must buy some new clothes at once. You’re part of the Brewer family now, and we’re very careful of our appearance.”


Lulu nodded. “All right, Aunt Flora.”


Maurice returned with Lulu’s black fibre suitcase, which he tucked into the back. Flora looked sharply at Maurice. “Where is the trunk?”


“I’m having it delivered to the house,” said Maurice.


“No,” said Flora incisively. “You know how the moving men are. Have them bring the trunk here, very carefully, and we’ll load it into the car.”


Maurice stared at her with narrowed eyes. “That is utterly ridiculous. I’ll do no such thing!”


“We are not going to move from here without that trunk.” Flora’s voice was sibilant and soft. Lulu made herself as small as possible in the seat.


Maurice straightened up, so that they could no longer see his face through the automobile window.


“Please hurry, Maurice,” said Flora. “This isn’t the nicest of districts to be waiting in.”


From Maurice’s unseen face came a snort of disgust, but he turned and marched back into the pier structure.


Flora sat in silence, face turned away from Lulu, who stared unseeingly at her knees, bare between the tops of her black stockings and the hem of her black skirt.


Maurice returned with a porter who wheeled the trunk on a dolly. To the accompaniment of Maurice’s muttered cursing, the trunk was wedged into the luggage compartment and made fast with bits of old manila rope.


Maurice hulked himself into the front seat, settled with an ill-natured grunt. “We look like a family of farm-workers…Ridiculous, hauling luggage…A hundred movers in the city.”


“Please let’s be going, Maurice. I have a great deal to do today.”


“I have no intention whatever of remaining here,” said Maurice. He started the engine, swung across the Embarcadero, and headed back toward the house on Belvedere Street.




Chapter III


Lulu had never known a city like this. Tokyo was flat, drab, ramshackle, dreary, and miserable, as were Kobe, Osaka and Nagoya. Around her now rose white buildings taller than any she had ever seen, with windows flashing in the sun. Impressions crowded upon her too fast for assimilation, even had she felt eager and alert; but she looked unseeingly through the window, conscious only of a dark emptiness inside herself, which overflowed to contain all the universe. She thought of her father and the never-to-be-known-again rectory; her eyes moistened, tears ran down her cheeks.


Flora surveyed her without expression. “Come, Luellen,” she said after a moment, “Crying won’t help matters. All of us have troubles; what would you think if everyone cried?”


Maurice threw a glance over his shoulder, started to speak, then returned wordlessly to his driving. After a moment Flora shrugged slightly, turned and settled her fox around her neck. Lulu looked up through tear-blurred eyes at the backs of the two heads. Stealthily she drew a deep breath, blinked. In Flora’s last cool inspection she had felt something she could not understand; it was almost as if Flora were glad she were crying. Without conscious volition Lulu wiped her eyes with her wrist and froze her face into a tight little mask. She drew another deep breath, resolutely turned to look out the window. They were passing through a hillside district of handsome old houses, two, three, or four stories high, depending on the slope. Maurice made two turns, drove up a very steep hill, and into a wide quiet street.


Maurice coasted to a halt, turned off the motor. With brassy cheerfulness he called, “Hoopla! We’re home! Everybody out!”


Lulu fumbled with the door handle, let herself out upon the sidewalk; then reaching back in tugged her suitcase out after her.


They were parked in the middle of the block, in front of a tall multi-gabled house with a façade of tan stucco and dark half-timbering. The windows were divided into numerous small panes, and before each hung a window box flowing over with bright green and red geraniums. A brick walk led through the front lawn to a brick-paved vestibule. Lulu thought the house quite the grandest she had ever seen.


Maurice and Flora joined her on the sidewalk. “There you are,” said Maurice. “Your new home. Little Miss Lulu Enright of 2413 Belvedere Street. Like it?”


Lulu nodded. “It’s very nice.”


Maurice picked up Lulu’s suitcase. “Exactly what the place needed—a pretty young lady living in it.”


Flora seemed to grimace. She turned and marched up the walk.


Maurice unlocked the door; they entered a large oak-paneled entry hall. Against the far wall stood a tall camphorwood cabinet displaying a three-foot bronze Buddha, a pair of blue Manchu petal-jars, a dragon carved from white jade. On the newel-post stood a gilded Bodhisattva, contemplating an incense brazier which exhaled a wisp of smoke. “You’d better help Benjamin with the trunk,” Flora told Maurice. “Just take it up to the second floor. I’ll show Luellen to her room.” She crooked a finger. “Come along. Can you manage your suitcase?”
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