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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.












Foreword The great adventure


It is a common complaint among young people that there is no scope left for adventure; that the age of discovery is past. The entire world has now been explored, they say, and there is nothing left. No more will ‘travellers’ tales’ make the eyes of the folks at home go round with wonder.


It may be some comfort to them that the greatest age of discovery has not yet begun, and that they may live to see, and perhaps take part in, such voyages that those of Columbus, Captain Cook, and the other great navigators of old, will seem tame in comparison. Admittedly, we know almost all there is to know about the particular ball of mud on which we live. But Earth is only one world, and a small one at that. What of the others? Look up tonight and you will see them, gleaming, glowing, twinkling, beckoning, calling to the youth of a new age, ‘What of us? Come and see what we have here!’


Nothing left, indeed!


To tell a story like the one that follows, in which fact is interwoven with fiction, is not easy, and those who attempt it must be prepared for criticism. We know so much, but there is much more we do not know, and anything in the way of speculation, which after all is only personal opinion, is bound to bring protests from those who think differently. For here the scientists themselves cannot agree. Theories of today are scrapped tomorrow as fresh information comes to hand. One thing that science does prove is that prophecy can be a dangerous practice.


It is easier to write a book on a subject about which nothing is known, for then nothing can be denied. A hundred years ago it was easy to write a novel about the heart of Africa, for the land was still the Dark Continent, and an author could indulge in the most whimsical fancies, from lost civilizations to mountains of gold, without fear of ridicule. But as the continent was opened up the writer had to step warily, aware that such romances were becoming ever harder to believe.


Thus with the dark spaces of the Universe. We know just enough to put a check on over-indulgence in fanciful imagination. But still, a little may be permitted, for as history tells us, much that was once held to be impossible has not only come to pass but has become commonplace. Could the early voyagers have imagined the intercontinental airways of today? Could they have imagined radio and television? It took the Pilgrim Fathers ninety-six days to reach America. Could they have imagined a man going there and back in a day? Could Captain Cook have imagined a man going to Australia in a day? Of course not. They could no more have imagined these things than we can imagine what the next five hundred years will bring.


Some of the things we know about our Solar System, which comprises the Sun and the nine planets (of which Earth is one) that swing around it, are no longer in question. We know that we are all travelling in the same direction. We know that Earth has only one satellite, the Moon. (Mars has two, Uranus five and Jupiter eleven!) As the Moon must be our stepping-stone to the other planets we are fortunate that it is only a mere 240,000 miles away – a short step in astronomical distances. For that reason it has been possible to study it so closely that the physical features on the side facing us have already been named. Of the other side we know nothing, for the same face is always turned towards us. We know that its diameter is 2,160 miles and that its day lasts for twenty-seven of our days. On the other hand, we know little about our nearest neighbour planet, Venus, because her face is always hidden behind a layer of cloud. From such facts as these, by reasoned speculation we can be sure of other things; but beyond that all is guesswork, problems for which no answer will be found until theory can be checked by closer inspection.


Is there life on the other planets? We don’t know. But surely it would be very strange indeed if, of all the countless heavenly bodies, there was only life on one – our own. It would be reasonable to suppose that there must be, somewhere, other bodies enjoying the same, or very similar, conditions as ourselves. The fact that we can see no actual movement, on Mars for instance, need not surprise us. It is unlikely that an intelligent being on Mars, even with a powerful telescope, would see any movement on Earth.


Years ago, when men assumed that their own little world was the centre of the Universe, they also took it for grants that all forms of life had always been the same, everywhere. We know now that this is not so. Life, anywhere and everywhere, must adapt itself to the conditions in which it finds itself, or perish. We may suppose that to produce beings identical with ourselves, with the same animal and vegetable kingdoms, there would have to be another planet of the same age, the same size, the same distance from the sun and with the same atmosphere. There may be one. There may not. We don’t know. A planet younger than ourselves, passing through the same conditions which we passed through millions of years ago, might carry creatures similar to those that roamed the Earth when the Earth was young. On the other hand, a planet older than ours might hold forms of life far in advance of ours. We call ourselves civilized. How do we know? Civilization is comparative. We may be civilized compared with the headhunters of Borneo, but we may be barbarians compared with older forms of life elsewhere. Let us not forget that the written history of mankind takes us back a mere seven thousand years. The Universe counts its birthdays not in years but in millions of years; and its distances, not in miles but in such multiplications that the brain is unable to grasp them. Well might we wonder at the mystery of it all, and strive to solve the mystery.


At the risk of appearing over-technical I have had to touch upon some of these matters in my story. This could not be avoided unless I were to strain the credulity of the intelligent reader by glossing over the problems of interplanetary flight by merely saying, Here is a spaceship, let us go to the Moon. That, I felt, would not do, so you will have to bear with me in the early chapters until we start for the distant skyways.


A great many people know nothing about the world they live on, much less the worlds around them. They will, I hope, learn something from the following pages.


W.E.J.









1How it began


Group-Captain Timothy Clinton, RAF (retired) climbed slowly and with infinite caution to the rim of the escarpment, and raising his head an inch at a time peered through the fringe of herbage at the broad expanse of rock and moss and purple heather that lay beyond. Only his eyes moved now as they surveyed, hill by hill and corrie by corrie, the bogs and burns and beetling crags that made a picture of a typical Scottish deer forest. Suddenly they stopped. With movements so slow as to be hardly perceptible he drew up and focused the spyglass that he carried. For perhaps a minute he remained thus, motionless, eye to the instrument. Then, with actions as slow and deliberate as those of his ascent, he allowed his body to slide back below the level of the skyline. Wetting a finger he held it up for a few seconds to test the wind, withdrew it, and continued his descent towards a ledge on which a boy was crouching, watching him, a rifle in his hands.


To a stranger it would have been evident at once that they were blood relations. Both were tall, with the lean physique and clear skins that come from hard exercise in the open air. Both had the same steady grey eyes and fair hair, although that of the man was beginning to grey at the temples. Both had the same firm mouth and purposeful chin. It would have been apparent, too, from their behaviour when they met, that there was a close understanding between them. They were, in fact, father and son, spending a deer-stalking holiday in the lonely mountains of Inverness-shire.


The stalk on which Rex Clinton and his father were now engaged had already occupied them for nine hours, three of which had been taken up by the long climb to the forest. In that time they had been alternately soaked by storms sweeping in from the Atlantic and blistered by a burning sun. Once, two hours earlier, they had nearly been within shot of their quarry, a big ‘royal’, but a tricky slant of wind had betrayed them, and the herd, of which the great twelve-pointer was the leader, had moved to higher ground.


Eight miles of heavy going now lay between the stalkers and their lodge; the mellow evening light was becoming deceptive; they were showing signs of wear and tear; failure now would mean that the stag had been too clever for them, and all that remained would be the long plod home. They had started while the stars were still in the sky. The stars would be overhead again long before they could reach their lodge.


Timothy Clinton, nicknamed ‘Tiger’, had been in Bomber Command during the war, and the name had stuck as service nicknames do.


He joined his son on the ledge and smiled encouragement. ‘He’s there,’ he whispered. ‘There are five stags and about a dozen hinds, but you can’t mistake him. I’ve counted his points. He’s a royal all right.’


‘Good!’


‘You’ll have to be careful. That same old hind is on the watch, and from the way she keeps tossing her head I fancy she’s suspicious.’


‘How far away are they?’


‘They’re wide – six hundred yards, I’d say.’


‘Can I get nearer?’


‘You’d better try. It’s too late to risk a long shot. There’s no time left to follow up a wounded beast. You’d better be quick. The wind’s backing to the north and cold air will mean mist. Look at the Ben.’


Rex glanced at the peak that towered above them and saw that the top was already hiding its face behind a grey veil. ‘I’ll get off,’ he announced.


‘For a start, make for the big rock about forty yards half right. I’ll watch from here.’


Rex, who had had two seasons stalking with his father during the holidays since his mother had died three years before, knew that this was the critical moment, the opportunity for which all their energies had been expended. Not only would he need the skill he had acquired to get nearer to an animal which is well aware that upon eternal vigilance its life depends, but he would need luck, too. An old cock grouse, watching with beady eye from higher ground, could give him away with its warning call. An eddy of restless air, moving from him to the deer, carrying with it the hated taint of Man, would tell the same story.


Reaching the ridge he spied the game and easily picked out the royal he hoped to get. The herd seemed to be feeding quietly so he began inching his way forward, only to freeze as the knowing old hind on sentry-go looked up suddenly to stare in his direction. Minutes passed. Rex did not flicker an eyelid, although heather pollen tickled his nostrils and mosquitoes got busy on his ears. Apparently satisfied, although obviously suspicious, the hind dropped her head to the moss on which the herd was feeding. Rex had only made five yards when up came her head again. It was, he saw, going to be slow work. A tenuous mist was forming in the atmosphere, but to hurry would be fatal.


The hind resumed her evening meal. Rex dragged himself another yard. Then came the end, as, with a startling whirr of wings a brood of ptarmigan shot into the air from where they had been squatting just in front of his face. The deer bunched instantly, staring at the point from which the danger threatened. The old hind stamped her foot, and with a bound was off, the rest following. Rex sighed his disappointment, but could still find pleasure in the picture the animals made as, clear-cut against the sunset, they topped the hill and disappeared from sight. Then he rose to his feet, knowing that the herd, twice alarmed, would run for miles before it stopped. Unloading, he walked back to his father. ‘They’re away,’ he said sadly.


‘Bad luck!’ commiserated Tiger, standing up and thumbing tobacco into a well-worn pipe.


‘The ptarmigan did it. They sat tight. I nearly put my hand on one.’


‘So I saw. But come on. Let’s get to lower ground. I don’t like the look of the weather.’


Rex picked up the haversack while his father closed and cased the spyglass, and together they started off towards the distant strath, already filled with the sombre shadows of the dying day.


Five minutes later the mist came down, grey and opaque, to blot out ben and burn and bog with the suddenness that only those who have seen it happen could believe.


‘Nasty,’ said Tiger, coming to a stop. ‘However, we’ll try to push on while the daylight lasts. Once it gets dark it’ll be hopeless. The danger is more rain coming over. With the wind in the north it’ll turn to snow up here.’


‘If we keep on going down hill we shall soon be on lower ground,’ reasoned Rex.


‘Yes, but where? I’ve been caught like this before. You’ve only to get on the wrong slope to finish in the middle of nowhere, twenty or thirty miles from home. But let’s keep going. I can’t remember any dangerous drops in front of us, so we should be all right for a bit, anyway. And there’s always a chance that the mist may be thinner lower down.’


‘Okay, Tiger; you know best,’ said Rex. His mother, like everyone else, had always called his father Tiger. It was one of the first words he had picked up and he had been allowed to use the nickname.


Their hopes did not materialize. On the contrary, with the setting of the unseen sun the murk became an almost tangible wall of vapour, restricting visibility to a matter of feet.


The situation that had developed was the one that takes heavy toll of inexperienced climbers every year. To go on, aware that one false step might take one over a cliff or into a bog, would be dangerous. The alternative, to stand still, would be to risk death from exposure should the weather deteriorate. These conditions may not be easy for a townsman to imagine, but they are all too common in actual fact. Had the time been morning instead of late evening Tiger would no doubt have called a halt, in the hope of an improvement in the weather. But darkness was now fast closing in, and unless lower ground was reached before movement became impossible the consequences were likely to be serious, to say the least.


It was Rex who broke a rather lengthy silence. ‘I’ve never seen this gully before,’ he said, trying with his eyes to probe a void that had appeared on their right, and from which, far below, came the babble of rushing water.


‘Nor I,’ replied Tiger quietly. ‘The truth is, we’re lost. I’ve known it for some time. Amazing how quickly it can happen, isn’t it, even when you’re sure you know every inch of the ground. But in this sort of country, unless you can see the skyline, it’s hopeless. Once you lose your sense of direction you start wandering, and that’s what we’re doing now. I carried on hoping to strike a sheep track; they usually run up and down hills; but so far we’ve been unlucky. If we’re a long way from sheep-grazing ground we must be a long way from a croft. Still, we’ll go on slowly. It’s all we can do.’ They carried on for what may have been half an hour, by which time deep night had silently drawn its curtain over the inhospitable land.


‘It’s no use,’ said Tiger at last. ‘We’d better pack up before one of us gets hurt. A twisted ankle won’t help matters.’


‘I may be kidding myself, but I thought the stuff was beginning to thin a bit,’ answered Rex. ‘It’s hard to tell in the dark. I was hoping every minute to see farm lights down there in the strath.’


‘For all we know we may have turned dean round, in which case we’re getting into that wild country behind the Monadhliath Mountains,’ was the disconcerting reply.


‘There’s no future in that.’


‘None at all.’


‘What are we going to do about it?’


‘The sensible thing would be to stay where we are, stamping about to keep ourselves warm until the sun lifts this murk tomorrow morning. Even if we could get another mile or two without breaking any bones we should be no better off than we are here. We’ll press on a little way if you like, to see if you were right about the mist thinning.’


They had not gone far when Rex let out a shout. ‘Look!’ he exclaimed. ‘Lights! Down there! Dash it, they’ve gone.’


‘Extraordinary,’ answered Tiger. ‘There were five red lights in the form of a cross. I saw them. There couldn’t possibly be a Red Cross Station here. It was as if they had been switched on and instantly switched off again. I must say that’s got me stumped. What sort of house would need a light like that? I mean, the only sort of house one would expect to find so far from a road would be the cottage of a gamekeeper; and the only sort of light would be candles or a paraffin lamp. Yet those lights we saw must have been pretty powerful to pierce this fog. They couldn’t have been far away, either.’


‘What about trying to get to them?’


‘We’ll have a shot at it,’ agreed Tiger. ‘Come on. I’ll lead. Keep close.’


They set off, now at the groping pace of a blind man in an unfamiliar room.


How much ground they covered in this way they did not know, for there was no means of checking. One thing was certain, however; they were on a steepening downward slope.


It was no doubt this fact of steeply falling ground that eventually saved them from an uncomfortable night on the open moor, for suddenly the mist began to thin; and then, in a stride or two, they were practically out of it. They had, as Rex realized, emerged from below the cloud in which they had been groping. He could see it, almost touch it, just over his head. There was no sign of a light anywhere.


‘That’s better,’ said Tiger, with heartfelt satisfaction.


Without the benefit of moon or stars it was of course still dark, too dark for anything except the nearest and most prominent features to be made out. They were, it seemed, nearly at the bottom of a valley, into which the ground in front of them continued to slope towards the only outstanding feature – a belt of pines.


‘There must be a lodge behind those trees,’ asserted Tiger. ‘You won’t find a plantation of trees at this elevation except where they’ve been planted as a windbreak. Let’s go on. It looks as if we’ve struck lucky.’


They went on down, moving more easily now, to the pines, where, finding no passage through the low-sweeping branches, they had to go round. Reaching the far side Rex saw that his father had been right; at least, he could safely assume so, for now, just in front of them, was a long, high wall, which could have been built for no other purpose than to protect a house of some size.


‘What on earth’s all this?’ asked Tiger, in a tone of voice that suggested astonishment. ‘I’ve seen a good many Highland lodges in my time, but this is the first I’ve seen that thought it necessary to put itself behind a wall as if it were a prison. Who in the name of goodness would go to the trouble and expense of putting up something that is surely quite unnecessary?’


‘How about finding the entrance and begging a cup of tea?’ suggested Rex practically. ‘Maybe the people inside will answer your question.’


‘What’s more important, they should be able to tell us where we are,’ returned Tiger.


Following the wall, they had to go some way before a rough, overgrown track guided them to a massive wooden door let into the wall. They looked in vain for bell or knocker, although there was an iron handle, and a small grille of the same metal at about eye level.


‘They must expect visitors to walk straight in,’ said Rex. ‘This is only an outer wall.’ So saying he grasped the handle. Instantly a cry of shock broke from his lips.


‘What’s the matter?’ asked Tiger quickly.


‘I can’t let go.’


‘What d’you mean – you can’t let go?’


‘Something’s happened. My arm’s paralysed. I can’t open my hand, I tell you.’ There was a note of fear in Rex’s voice as he tugged in his efforts to free himself.


‘What the—’ Tiger stepped forward and grasped Rex’s hand, only to stop with a jerk of surprise. ‘You’re right,’ he said in a curious voice. ‘My arm’s gone numb, too. What lunacy is this?’ he added, a rising inflection in his voice expressing anger.


The answer was forthcoming. It came from the grille, behind which a panel had been pushed aside to reveal a pale, indistinct blur that was evidently a face.


‘Who are you? What do you want?’ asked a calm, modulated voice.


‘We’re deer-stalkers, caught in the fog. We’ve lost our way,’ answered Tiger. ‘We saw some lights. What’ve you done to this door?’


The question was ignored. ‘May I have your names, nationalities and professions, please,’ came the same emotionless voice.


‘You may,’ replied Tiger curtly. ‘Group-Captain Timothy Clinton, and his son, Rex Clinton. Nationality, British born. Professions, aircraft engineer and aircraft apprentice.’


‘Thank you, sir,’ came back the voice evenly. ‘I’m sorry to subject you to some slight inconvenience, but it is only temporary. One moment, please.’ Footsteps could be heard retreating.


‘We’ve struck a madhouse all right,’ asserted Rex.


‘Let’s reserve judgement,’ answered Tiger. ‘After all, nobody invited us to open the door. It’ll be interesting to see how it works.’ He staggered slightly, as did Rex, as the restraining force was cut and they found themselves free.


Before they had time to comment the door was flooded with light from an unseen source, and swung open to reveal a somewhat portly man of middle age, going bald in front, in butler’s uniform. His attitude was one of dignity with respect. For a brief moment grave eyes regarded them from a face devoid of expression. Then said the same suave voice: ‘Enter, gentlemen. Professor Brane will see you.’


‘Thank you,’ answered Tiger politely, as they crossed the threshold and the door closed silently behind them. ‘I’m sorry to give you this trouble but we were faced with the prospect of spending the night on the hill. May I ask where we are?’


‘This is Glensalich Castle, sir, in the glen of that name,’ was the quiet rejoinder. ‘Please follow me.’


‘How did you know we were at the door?’ asked Rex. ‘We couldn’t knock or ring.’


‘Professor Brane may answer that question, sir,’ replied the man smoothly.


A short, stone-flagged path marched straight through a jungle of overgrown shrubs to the door of a stone-built mansion-house. There was no time to observe details, for the butler, after relieving them of their caps and equipment, was showing them in to a big, warm, well-lighted hall, on the far side of which, apparently awaiting them, was a figure so incongruous, so out of keeping with what might have been expected at such a place, that Rex, forgetting his manners, could only stare in astonishment.


‘Come in, Group-Captain, come in!’ was the cheerful greeting.


Tiger looked puzzled. ‘I didn’t hear your man announce us. How did you know who I was?’


‘Tut-tut. No need, my dear sir, no need. I overheard the conversation at the door,’ was the candid admission. I must apologize for what happened outside, but there was a reason for it. Thank you, Judkins.’


The butler retired.


Smiling, their host advanced with outstretched hands. ‘Brane is my name,’ he said. ‘Brane by name and brainy by nature – that’s what they used to say of me at school when I was your age, young man,’ he went on with a chuckle, looking at Rex. He turned to Tiger. ‘So it is my good fortune to meet the brilliant Group-Captain Clinton. How do you do.’


‘Brilliant?’ queried Tiger as they shook hands.


‘Certainly, although apparently an asinine government hasn’t realized it yet. They have so few brains among themselves that they don’t recognize them when they see them. I have watched your work at the Aircraft Experimental Establishment with the greatest interest. If you don’t mind my saying so, I think you went wrong over that last jet booster, but no doubt you were under pressure from people of less intelligence. I couldn’t work under those conditions. That’s one of the reasons why I’m here. I was in the fortunate position of being able to work my own way. But, dear me, what am I doing, keeping you standing when you must be in need of hot water, a rest and refreshment. Assuming that you will stay the night with us, Judkins – he’s my man of all work – will prepare beds for you. By the time you’ve had a wash no doubt he will have found something for you to eat.’


‘I gather you’re interested in aeronautics,’ said Tiger, after a brief, awkward silence.


‘In my own little way, yes. I hope we shall be able to have a chat about that later. I gather you saw some lights on the hill.’


‘Yes. Red lights. What on earth were they?’


The professor shrugged off the question. ‘A little thing of my own. Supposing I was safe from observation I was making a test, by remote control, under fog conditions.’


While the Professor had been talking Rex’s eyes had been on his face, held, it seemed, by a peculiar fascination. Why this should be was not easy to determine, for had he met him in a city street he would have taken him to be an insignificant clerk, with eccentric ideas about clothes, out of a job. Everything about him would have supported such a belief. But this, he perceived, was certainly not the case. He could only conclude that they had encountered an amiable old man, well endowed with this world’s goods and slightly off his rocker. Was he old? Rex was not sure about that. He could, he thought, be anything between forty and sixty, so difficult was it to estimate his age.


What he actually saw was a mild-looking, elderly gentleman, rather thin, below average height, with an untidy head of hair and large, old-fashioned, metal-rimmed spectacles balanced precariously on the end of his nose. When it appeared certain that they must fall off he pushed them up with a quick movement. But every time he looked down at anything they started to slide again. If there was anything remarkable about his face then it was no more than a pair of bright blue eyes, which, under bushy brows, were so alive with animation that they almost appeared to sparkle. His forehead was abnormally high, and seemed to slope slightly forward rather than back. For the rest, he was clean-shaven, with no particular feature calling for comment. The general impression was one of a harmless little man of cheerful disposition.


His clothes, although he appeared to be blissfully unaware of it, were odd, to say the least; and in the matter of condition were certainly nothing to boast about. A soft-collared shirt, too large round the neck, hung below a prominent Adam’s apple. A narrow strip of black tie had worked loose and to one side. A frock coat of old-fashioned cut, spotted and stained, had seen better days. The same could be said of narrow black trousers, the frayed bottoms of which half concealed a pair of cheap tennis shoes.


Such was Rex’s first impression of Professor Lucius Brane, MA, who at school had been called Brainy, before the butler returned to show them to their quarters. How far his nickname was appropriate he had yet to learn.









2The Professor answers some questions


For a late supper, thought Rex, when he came down half an hour later, literally as hungry as a hunter, Professor Brane had certainly done them well. He himself, as he said, had already dined, and had the tact to leave his guests alone while they enjoyed an overdue meal. It was no ordinary meal, either, and only the presence of the sedate Judkins, who anticipated their every want with a calm efficiency that was really rather disconcerting, prevented him from commenting on the luxuries provided. It was evident that the Professor was a man of healthy appetite and epicurean taste.


For the most part the meal was taken in silence, as is usual with men who are really hungry; but Tiger, his curiosity getting the better of him, refusing to be intimidated by the urbane figure who stood behind him, did go so far as to ask how such provisions, usually to be found only at expensive restaurants, managed to reach such a remote spot.


‘They are forwarded by train from London, sir, to the nearest railway station, some thirty-five miles distant,’ explained Judkins, in his even, dispassionate voice. ‘From there they are conveyed by road to a point where they are collected by a pony boy and brought in panniers to the castle. Except when he is engrossed in an experiment, the Professor chooses his food with some care.’


‘I can see that,’ murmured Tiger drily. ‘How do you like the Highlands?’ he prompted apparently seeking information.


‘I see very little of them, sir. Indeed, as little as possible. They are not, if I may use an expressive colloquialism, my cup of tea.’


Rex could not repress a smile. He suspected that Judkins, behind his suave exterior, had a human heart, and even the glimmerings of a sense of humour which he kept under control.


A memorable meal concluded, Judkins said he would serve coffee in the study where the Professor awaited them.


Tiger assented, and they were conducted to where their host stood with his back to the fireplace in a room where every available inch of space was so cluttered up with papers, books, instruments, pieces of metal, perspex, plastic, and a hundred other things, that Rex, remembering the orderliness of his own home, was more than a little shocked.


‘I’m afraid I’m rather untidy,’ said the Professor, looking at them whimsically over his glasses. ‘But as I tell Judkins, who has striven for years to break my habit of leaving things about, it doesn’t really matter because I know where everything is.’
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