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Preface
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We hardened the world so it would stop hurting us.

We regulated the weather, smoothed the markets, quieted the extremes of human feeling, and called the result safety. For a time it worked. The edges stopped cutting. The surprises stopped arriving. Life became reliable, efficient, and strangely weightless.

Then the soft places began to return: small, unauthorised zones where physics still remembered how to play. And one ordinary woman discovered she was becoming one of those soft places herself.

The Soft Apocalypse is not a story about the end of the world. It is a story about the end of a particular kind of world, the kind that believes it can survive without wonder, without bounce, without the occasional ridiculous refusal to obey. It asks a simple question: if the only way to remain human is to become something slightly less than serious, is that a loss or a return?

I began it as a joke. I had been standing in a very quiet, very clean, very well-run airport at three in the morning, watching a floor-polishing machine make its patient way round a hall that nobody had walked on for an hour, and I thought: what if a person simply sneezed, and the cereal boxes bounced? It seemed to me the most hopeful thing I had ever imagined. I wrote it on a napkin. The napkin has since been lost, which I think is as it should be.

What I discovered, in the long months of turning it into a book, is that the joke was not a joke at all. It was a question about what we are willing to trade for comfort. The people who built the Hardening in these pages are not villains. They are tired, frightened, loving people who lost something, and who decided, with perfectly reasonable logic, that nobody should ever have to lose anything again. I have a great deal of sympathy for them. I think that most of us, on a bad enough night, would sign the same paper.

But I also think that a world without a bounce is not a safe world. It is a quiet one. And there is a difference, as anyone who has ever stood in a very clean room and wished that somebody would drop a plate will tell you.

There are a great many cartoon things in this book: a rubber ball with opinions, a tram that kangaroos, a sneeze that scatters stars. I should like to say, in their defence, that they were chosen with care. Each of them is a small act of defiance against a world that has forgotten that things can be silly and true at once.

The names, places, offices and procedures in these pages are invented for this book. Any resemblance to a department you have worked for is the fault of the department.

Please read it with your shoes off.

— Pawan Bhatia
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Perfectly Normal
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Chapter 1
Perfectly Normal
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Mira’s alarm was a soft chime, calibrated to a frequency that research had proven minimised cortisol spikes.

It sounded at seven o’clock. The ambient light in her apartment, a gentle simulated dawn, brightened in perfect synchrony. The blinds rose to exactly forty-one degrees. Her coffee maker, having synced with her sleep cycle during the night, had already brewed a cup at the ideal temperature of sixty-two degrees Celsius, and a small panel on the kitchen wall displayed, in a restful shade of green, the message Good morning, Mira. Your day is predicted to be satisfactory.

It was a message she had read two thousand, nine hundred and eleven times. She had never once seen it say anything else.

This was the world. Perfectly normal. Perfectly calibrated.

She lay for a moment looking at the ceiling, which was white, and flat, and perfectly even, and which had never, in the six years she had lived beneath it, developed a crack. She listened to the building. It hummed, in a low contented way, like a refrigerator. She was thirty-four years old, a woman of average height, with pale skin and dark hair that she wore pinned in a bun so severe that her colleagues had once, in a satisfaction survey, described it as reassuringly consistent. She had grey eyes. She had a mortgage. She had a small potted fern on the windowsill which was watered by the apartment and which had, in all that time, produced exactly one frond a month, on schedule, like a very patient clerk.

She got up. She put on her slippers. She did the things she did.

*   *   *
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The Department of Civic Harmony occupied floors eleven to forty of a long grey tower in the middle of the city of Concordia, and it was, by any measure, a model of what an office should be.

It was quiet. It was clean. The carpets were of a shade that had been tested on volunteers and found to reduce the likelihood of workplace conflict by eleven per cent. The lighting followed the sun. The air was scented with a faint, comfortable, unplaceable fragrance that the Department’s literature described as neutral warmth and which Mira, privately, thought smelled of nothing at all. There were no pictures on the walls. There was a small, discreet, framed motto in the lift lobby of each floor, in lettering of a mild and unalarming grey. It read: A calm world is a kind world.

Mira worked on the thirty-first.

She was a Deviation Analyst, Grade Four. It was a good job, a steady one, and she was good at it, so good, in fact, that she had never in six years received a word of praise, which is how one knows. Her task, in the great clean machinery of the city, was simple. When the sensors detected a statistical anomaly (a flock of birds flying in a pattern not predicted by the ornithological models, a stock price that had wandered outside its accepted variance, a sudden localised spike in laughter) a report landed on her desk. She read it. She categorised it. She assigned it a probability score, and routed it to the appropriate Correction Unit, and the anomaly, in due course, was smoothed away.

Most of them were small.

There had been the public screen on Aldgate Square that displayed, for eleven minutes, a cartoon duck instead of the daily affirmation. There had been the patch of grass in Larkhill Gardens that grew half a centimetre too fast. There had been a tram, once, that had gone, for a single stop, a little slower than the timetable, and the passengers had looked out of the windows with what the sensors described as an elevated rate of blinking. She would log it. She would tag it Non-Critical Anomaly. It would be digitally erased, and the system, with a soft internal sigh, would correct itself.

She was a gear in the great smooth machine of reality. She did not mind. She found, in the endless predictable flow of data, a kind of comfort, like the comfort of a clock.

*   *   *
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At lunch, she sat in the park.

It was a very good park. It was one of the finest examples in the city of what the Reality Hardening Initiative called managed nature, a thing of great beauty and total predictability. The trees grew at a uniform rate and turned brown on a pre-programmed schedule. The grass was always exactly the height of a well-kept carpet. The pigeons moved in optimised patterns across the paths, and their cooing, which was synthesised, had been designed by acoustic psychologists to be soothing in the key of F. There was no litter. There were no weeds. There was no sudden burst of wind that might knock a hat from a head. It was beautiful. It was entirely lifeless.

Mira ate her nutrient-balanced meal bar and watched a family.

There were four of them: a mother, a father and two children, on the swings. They were a handsome family. They moved well. The children’s laughter was bright, but it had about it a strange flatness, like a recording of a laugh played back in an empty room. The father pushed the swing, and the child went to and fro in a perfect frictionless arc. No wobble. No squeak of the chain. It was a picture of happiness, and the frame was bolted down.

A memory flickered, unwanted.

Her grandmother. A small, stout, red-faced woman who had refused the Hardening until the day she died, and had said, on the occasion of her last birthday, in the middle of a very orderly party in a very orderly care home, that she would rather be uncomfortable and alive than comfortable and ironed. She had a laugh. It was a messy, snorting, ungraceful explosion of joy, which started somewhere in the region of her ankles and came out of her nose. Mira had been a child, and she had giggled at the sound.

She tried to remember it now, and found that she could not.

She could remember that it had been loud. She could remember her grandmother’s shoulders going up and down. But the actual sound, the exact timbre of it, the way it had cracked in the middle, had gone. It was a ghost of a sound in a world that had been soundproofed.

She finished the bar. She screwed up the wrapper. She felt, very suddenly, an urge to do something absurd. To jump off the bench. To shout a nonsense word. To see whether the world would wobble.

The thought was a tiny, fragile bubble in the dense fluid of her mind. It rose, and then it popped. Order reasserted itself. She checked her wrist-comm. The next data batch was ready.

*   *   *
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That evening, walking home, she passed a cat.

It was sitting on a low wall beside the path, in the long gold light, washing its face with a paw. It was a thin, tabby, ragged creature, with one ear torn and a tail that did not quite match the rest of it. It was a violation. It was a non-registered biological entity, and under the Municipal Order it ought to have been reported. She had her wrist-comm in her hand. She had her thumb on the button.

It looked at her.

Its eyes were not calibrated. They were not the soft amber that the city’s registered cats were bred to have. They were just yellow. They were a plain, sharp, slightly outraged yellow, like two small lamps in a fog. They regarded her with the entirely unmoved assessment of a creature that has been looked at by a great many bureaucrats and found them wanting.

It is slightly annoyed, she thought.

She did not know why that struck her as so strange.

She was about to hurry past when it happened.

The world stuttered.

*   *   *
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It was a flicker, less than a second. A skip in the film. The cat, which had been sitting quite still with its tail curled round its feet, gave a small convulsive twitch, and its tail, which had been raised, suddenly drooped, and the tip of it flicked twice, very fast, like a metronome. The sound of the traffic from the road, which had been for six years a low, smooth, even hum, suddenly became a low, rubbery boop-boop-boop, exactly like a cartoon sound effect. The streetlight above her head flickered, and for an instant its light seemed to fall in long, sharp, hand-drawn shadows, with a clean black outline, across the path.

Then it was over.

The cat’s tail was normal. The traffic hummed. The light was steady.

Mira stood quite still. Her heart was hammering against her ribs. She looked about her. On the path, in the amber light, a few late commuters were walking home with the same placid unhurried pace as always. A man with a briefcase. Two women with identical umbrellas. A teenager with his hood up, whose face was lit from below by the pale glow of his wrist-comm. None of them had noticed. None of them had so much as turned a head.

No one ever noticed.

She told herself that it was a glitch. A momentary system error. The world was reliable. It had to be. That was the whole point.

She got home. She unlocked the door with fingers that were not quite steady. She made a cup of tea, at exactly the right temperature, and sat on her perfectly ergonomic sofa, with her back straight and her knees together, staring at the wall, which was a soothing, neutral shade of beige. She told herself that it was retinal fatigue. A stress-induced hallucination. A thing that might happen to anyone, and which, with a good night’s sleep, would be corrected.

But a part of her, a small stubborn part, the part that had been a child who giggled at her grandmother’s snort, knew that it was not.

The world had wobbled.

And it had felt, quite unmistakably, familiar.

*   *   *
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That night, she dreamed.

She was not in her bed. She was in a room with no corners, in which the floor stretched out in every direction and the walls were a flat, glowing, primary yellow. In front of her, on the floor, there was a single round black circle. It was about a foot across. It was painted. It looked, in the clear light, like the opening of a very small well.

She felt a sudden, quite unreasonable, undeniable urge to step on it.

She took a step.

And from her foot there came a squeak.

It was loud. It was rubbery. It was the single most ridiculous noise she had ever heard. It rang through the vast yellow room and came back from the walls, a high, round, joyful eeeeek, and she stood with her foot on the black circle and her mouth open and her heart going like a bird.

She woke with a gasp.

The ceiling was a normal ceiling. The room was a normal room. The light was grey, and the clock said 4:12, and outside her window the city lay quiet and clean and orderly under a sky of exactly the right colour.

But the squeak was still in her ears.

It was a sound of pure and unadulterated absurdity. And it had come from her.

*   *   *
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A note on alarms. There is a particular kind of person, I have found, who wakes before the alarm, lies very still, and waits for it to go off. They are not, as a rule, unhappy. They are simply people who have learned to be early. I have been one all my life. I have often thought that it is a kind of faith: the faith that if one is quite ready, the day will arrive. It is a good faith. But I should like to say, to anyone who shares it, that the best days I have known were the ones that arrived before I was ready, and knocked over a lamp.
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Chapter 2
Non-Critical Anomaly
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The following morning, the world was a little wider than before.

She noticed it at once. She noticed it in the bathroom, in the second between turning on the tap and the first drop of water, when she was seized with a perfectly clear and entirely ridiculous certainty that the water was going to come out as lemonade. She noticed it in the lift, when it said going down in its clear mild contralto, and she was, for a moment, quite sure that it was about to add and also, you are very welcome. She noticed it on the pavement, where the paving stones, which she had walked over without a glance for six years, now seemed to her very slightly curved. They were not. She checked. She knelt on the path, in her work shoes, with a woman on a mobility scooter regarding her with polite concern, and ran a hand along the join between two slabs. It was flat.

It was only that she was looking at it differently.

I have been looking at it differently, she thought, for about nine hours.

She was not at all sure that she liked it.

*   *   *
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She went to work.

She sat down at her desk on the thirty-first floor. She put her bag on the hook. She turned on her screen, and entered her code, and began, as she had begun two thousand nine hundred and eleven mornings, to process the day’s reports.

There were forty-one in the queue. It was a light morning. She went through them in a calm, even rhythm, as she always did: read, categorise, score, route. There was a bus that had been four seconds late on Marlowe Road. There was an unexplained warm patch on the pavement outside the pharmacy at Vesper Court. There was an elderly gentleman in the Eastern District who had been reported by a neighbour for humming without apparent cause. She tagged it Non-Critical. She routed it. She went on.

And then she opened the forty-second.

It was a standard report, in the standard grey format. It had a number, a time, a location. It had a brief automatic summary at the head, in the dry flat prose of the sensors. And under Nature of Deviation, in the field where, as a rule, a few terse words appeared (pattern variance, thermal drift, acoustic irregularity), somebody, or something, had written:

A cat’s tail did a thing.

She stared at it.

She checked the source. It was the municipal sensor on Larkhill Lane, a small round grey lens about eleven feet up a lamp-post, which was a machine of notorious literal-mindedness. It had no sense of humour whatever. It did not make jokes. It had never in its life used the word thing.

She checked the time stamp. It was 18:14 the previous evening.

It was her cat.

*   *   *
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She did not do anything for some time.

She sat at her desk with her hands in her lap and the report on the screen in front of her, and the hum of the office went on round her like the sound of the sea in a shell. At the next desk, a young man called Perivale was eating a very small sandwich. At the desk beyond, a woman called Mrs Chaudhary was dealing with a bad case of pigeon variance. Overhead, the vents breathed. The lights shone. She sat very still, in the middle of the grey, flat, perfect room, and she thought, with great clarity and absolute calm:

I could delete it.

She could. It was in her power. She was a Grade Four. She could mark it spurious, and strike it from the record, and no one would know. She had done it before. She had done it for glitches, and double-counts, and the occasional report on a sensor that was clearly malfunctioning. A word, a keystroke, and the cat’s tail would be gone.

She put her finger on the key.

She did not press it.

She sat for a long time with her finger resting on the cold smooth glass, and she was not at all sure why. It was not fear, though she was afraid. It was not curiosity, though she was curious. It was something simpler and more stubborn, like the small cold persistent no of a child asked to give up a toy.

It happened, she thought. I saw it. It’s the only true thing that’s happened this week.

She took her finger off the key.

She tagged the report Under Review. It was a category she had used about four times in six years. She routed it, not to a Correction Unit, but to her own personal queue, a small private pigeonhole at the bottom of her screen where she kept a few things for later. She closed it. She turned back to the forty-first.

And somewhere in the great grey tower, behind a locked door, a very small light, which had been dark for eleven years, flickered once, and went out.

*   *   *
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It was a long day.

She was aware of it in a way she had not been before. She was aware of the minutes. She was aware of each one, passing, separately, like a bead on a string, and of the thin ticking silence in which they fell. She went to the toilet. She came back. She drank her water. She noticed that the water tasted of nothing. She noticed that the room smelled of nothing. She noticed, for the first time in six years, that the office had no windows on the north side, and that this was not, as she had always assumed, an accident.

At a quarter to three, a small thing happened.

She was in the corridor, on her way to the printer, and she passed the open door of a meeting room. It was empty. The lights were on. A great long table of pale wood stood in the middle, with sixteen chairs round it, and a jug of water, and sixteen glasses, and in the centre, as in every meeting room in the Department, a small bowl of artificial fruit. It was a very fine bowl. It was made of a glossy white ceramic, and held a polished apple, a polished pear and a bunch of polished grapes.

She stopped.

She did not know why. She looked at it. She looked at the bowl for a long time. And then, with the sensation of a woman performing a small act of sabotage in the middle of a cathedral, she took a step into the room, and another, and reached out with one hand and took the pear.

It was cool. It was smooth. It was heavier than it looked.

She held it. She turned it over. It was a perfectly good pear. It was a lovely pear. It was quite undamaged. And she found herself standing in the middle of the empty meeting room, in her work shoes and her grey suit, with a ceramic pear in her hand, thinking, with a perfectly serious face: what would it feel like if it bounced?

It did not.

It sat in her palm like a stone. She felt it. She felt the perfect, round, inert, ordinary weight of it, and she waited, with her heart going very fast, in the thin quiet of the room. She waited for a whole minute. And then, with a faint rueful smile, she put it back in the bowl, and went to the printer.

But behind her, in the room she had left, on the table, so quietly that nobody heard it, there came a small, polite, perfectly distinct boing.

*   *   *
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She was nearly at the end of the day when Perivale spoke to her.

It was a quarter past five. The light was long and golden. She was packing up her desk, with the quick neat movements of one who has done it a thousand times, when she became aware of somebody standing at her elbow. He was a thin, fair, anxious young man of about twenty-six, in a very clean shirt, and he held the remains of his sandwich in a paper napkin as one holds a small injured bird.

“Mira?”

“Yes?”

“I wondered if you were all right.”

She looked at him. He had never spoken to her before, except about the temperature. He was one of those people who did not so much work at the Department as occupy it, quietly, like a very polite piece of furniture.

“I’m quite well,” she said. “Why?”

“It’s just that you’ve been smiling.”

“Have I?”

“On and off. All day.” He turned the napkin round in his hands. “I don’t mean to pry. It’s only that I’ve not seen it before. And it’s... rather nice.”

She did not know what to say.

She sat very still in her chair, with her bag on her knee, and she felt, rising slowly up through her chest like a bubble through water, an odd sensation. She did not recognise it at first. It was warm. It was small. It was as though a very tiny lamp had been lit, somewhere behind her breastbone, in a room which had been dark for a long time.

“Thank you,” she said.

“I thought you ought to know.”

“It’s very kind.”

“I don’t think it’s kind. I think it’s just true.” He gave a small, awkward, apologetic smile. “I think we all need a bit more of it, really. It’s been so quiet.”

“Yes,” said Mira. “It has.”

He went away. He went back to his desk, quite fast, with his napkin held in front of him, and sat down, and she saw him put a hand over his mouth. She saw his shoulders move. It was not clear whether he was laughing or crying. She sat for a moment, looking at him, with her bag on her knee and her heart going very fast, and then she got up, and put on her coat, and walked out into the evening.

*   *   *
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A note on pears. I have sat in a great many meeting rooms and looked at a great many bowls of artificial fruit. I have never been able to work out why they are there. They are not decorations. They are not meant to be eaten. They are, I think, a kind of apology, left by the architects of the room, to say: we know that this is not a place where anything grows. I should like to think that one day, somewhere, in a very dull room on a very dull afternoon, a pear will quietly bounce.
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Chapter 3
The Boing
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The senior administrator’s name was Corbin Ashcombe, and he had a face that looked as though it had been drawn with a ruler.

It was a long, severe, immaculate face, with a high forehead and a nose like the blade of a paper-knife, and eyes of a very pale, unwavering, impersonal blue. He was fifty-eight. He wore, every day of the working week, a suit of precisely the same dark grey, with a tie of precisely the same dark blue, and he spoke in a low even monotone, without pauses or emphasis, in the voice of a man reading aloud from a very long list. He was, by common consent, the most reliable person in the Department. He had never been late. He had never been ill. He had never, in thirty-one years of service, been known to say anything that might reasonably be described as a joke.

He was giving the Thursday briefing.

It was held, as always, in the big meeting room on the thirty-fifth floor: a long, cool, shadowless chamber with a table that could seat forty and a wall of grey glass. They sat in rows, the whole of Deviation Analysis, with their tablets on their knees and their expressions of neutral attention. Mira sat in the fourth row from the front, on the aisle. She had her hands folded. She had her ankles crossed. She was concentrating, as hard as she could, on the exact centre of Mr Ashcombe’s tie.

“I wish to speak,” he said, “about the importance of maintaining optimal emotional baselines.”

There was a faint rustle as forty people made a note of it.

“It has come to the attention of the Directorate that there has been a small but statistically significant rise in what the Wellbeing Division terms affective variance. In plain language, there have been more smiles.” He said it quite flatly. “This is not in itself a cause for alarm. A smile is a natural expression. It is a reflex of the facial muscles. But it is also, we are told, a leading indicator of the kind of internal instability that, if left unchecked, can lead to laughter.“

He paused. It was a very small pause. It lasted about as long as it takes to turn a page.

“Laughter,” he said, “is not permitted in the workplace.”

Nobody stirred.

“I do not say this to be harsh. I say it because I wish you to be well. A calm mind is a clear mind. A clear mind is a safe mind. And a safe mind is a happy one, in the only sense of the word that can be reliably measured.” He turned a page. “I should like to remind you all of the Department’s motto.”

A calm world, said forty voices, in a soft, tired, perfect unison, is a kind world.

“Thank you.”

Mira, in the fourth row, was biting the inside of her cheek.

*   *   *
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She did not know what was the matter with her.

It was nothing. It was only that there was something in the air of the room, that morning, a kind of faint, high, electric, ticklish pressure, like the feeling before a sneeze. She had noticed it as she sat down. It had been there, very lightly, behind her ears, a delicate, buzzing, expectant hum. And it had grown, through the first ten minutes of the briefing, with a steadiness that she found alarming, until it filled her head like the sound of a kettle about to boil.

Don’t, she thought. Don’t. Not now.

Mr Ashcombe went on.

He talked about the quarterly figures. He talked about the importance of consistent categorisation. He talked for some time about a new protocol for the reporting of birds. His voice was a level grey stream, and it flowed across the room and over the heads of the listeners and into the soft grey wall at the back, without a ripple.

Don’t think about the cat, thought Mira. Don’t think about the pear. Don’t think about the squeak.

She thought about the squeak.

It rose, in her mind, round and bright and absurd: that high, rubbery, glorious eeeeek of the yellow dream. And she felt, in her chest, a small hard tight little bubble of something that was very much like laughter, and was, she was quite certain, a disciplinary offence. She clamped her lips together. She pressed her tongue against her teeth. She fixed her eyes on the knot of the administrator’s tie, and she breathed in, slowly, through her nose, and counted.

One. Two. Three. Four.

It did not help.

Five.

At the front of the room, Mr Ashcombe reached for his water.

It was a glass of plain still water, at the correct temperature, on the correct coaster, at the correct distance from his left hand. He picked it up. He raised it. He pursed his thin pale lips and inclined his long severe head, as he did, at that point in every briefing, in a gesture of perfect decorum.

And the room went boing.

*   *   *
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It was a very loud boing.

It was the loudest boing that had ever been heard on the thirty-fifth floor. It was a huge, round, resonant, vibrating BOOOOIIIINNNG, exactly the sound of a very large spring being released, and it came out of nowhere, out of the air, out of the glass, out of the very bones of the building, and filled the meeting room from end to end. It was a joyful noise. It was a noise without a single trace of malice. It was the noise that a coiled thing makes when at last it is allowed to stretch.

The administrator froze.

He did it quite suddenly, in mid-sip, with his lips on the rim of the glass and his eyes very wide. He did not move. He did not breathe. He sat as a man sits who has been told that there is a snake in his sleeve. The boing faded, slowly, in a long rubbery quiver, and the room was silent.

Forty faces stared at him.

They were all the same face. It was a blank, polite, clinical, entirely unalarmed face, a face of diagnostic perplexity, such as one might wear on observing a minor fault in a machine. Nobody laughed. Nobody gasped. A woman in the second row put her head slightly on one side, as though listening for a distant bell. Perivale, beside Mira, took out his tablet and made a short note.

Mr Ashcombe put down the glass.

He did it very slowly, with great care. He set it on the coaster. He aligned it with the edge of the table. He cleared his throat.

“A technical difficulty,” he said, in a voice as flat as paper. “Please disregard.”

“Yes, sir,” said forty voices.

“As I was saying.”

He picked up his notes. He turned a page. And for the next four minutes he spoke, in a perfect level monotone, about the reporting of birds, while Mira, in the fourth row, with both hands clamped over her mouth and her whole body shaking with a silent, terrible, joyful convulsion that she could not stop, wept.

*   *   *
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She got out as soon as it was over.

She was the first to the door. She went down the corridor at a speed that she hoped was brisk without being suspicious, and along it, and round a corner, and into the small windowless cubicle at the far end which was the Ladies’ on the thirty-fifth floor. She shut the door. She locked it. She leaned against it, in the cold white light, with her hands on her knees, and drew a long, shuddering, unbelievable breath.

It was me.

She did not know how she knew. But she did. She knew it as certainly as she knew her own name. The boing had not come from the glass, or the room, or the pipes. It had come from her. It had come from the tight, warm, ticklish knot of mirth that she had been holding in her chest like a held breath, and which had gone off, at the exact moment that the administrator’s lips touched the water, like a small and extraordinarily well-timed firework.

She looked at her hands.

They were resting on her knees, pale and slim and perfectly ordinary, with the nails clipped short. They shook a little. And as she watched them, in the white glare of the strip-light, a very strange thing began to happen.

They were getting softer.

It was not that they were changing shape. It was subtler than that. It was the lines. The little creases at the knuckles, the faint blue veins, the tiny lines in the skin, all the fine, precise, anatomical detail that makes a hand a hand, seemed to be blurring, gently, as if somebody had rubbed them with a thumb. The knuckles grew smooth. The fingers, which had been slim, grew faintly fuller, and
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