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    At once domestic and apocalyptic, Descent into Hell turns a quiet English hillside into a theater where the solitude we cherish becomes the abyss we dread, where imagination breeds either communion or captivity, and where the only ladder out is the costly art of bearing one another’s burdens, so that ordinary decisions about love, fear, and truth reveal themselves as descents or ascents in the soul, the pageant of local history becomes a mirror for unseen realities, and the lives of neighbors interlace to test whether selfhood is saved by possession and control or by consent and shared responsibility.

First published in 1937, Charles Williams’s novel belongs to the tradition of the supernatural or metaphysical fiction that threads spiritual drama through everyday life. The action unfolds in an English suburb clustered around a prominent hill, as residents prepare a historical pageant that will dramatize episodes from the place’s past. Without leaving parlors, lanes, and rehearsal halls, the narrative discovers a second topography under the familiar one, where choices take on sacramental weight and time layers upon itself. Williams’s concerns are theological, psychological, and artistic at once, yet the book reads as a compact, unsettling story rather than a treatise.

At the pageant’s center stands Peter Stanhope, a poet and dramatist whose art and courtesy make him a quiet gravitational force among the organizers. Alongside him move Pauline Anstruther, a young woman suffocated by a persistent fear she cannot rationalize, and Lawrence Wentworth, a historian whose frustrated desire turns inward and takes on a disturbing life of its own, including the appearance of an uncanny double that flatters his isolation. Williams parcels their stories in lucid, controlled prose that can pivot without warning from drawing-room civility to visionary intensity, sustaining a tone both compassionate and grave as the ordinary grows numinous.

The novel’s governing idea is co-inherence, a mutual indwelling by which persons may truly share one another’s burdens without absorption or loss. Williams imagines this not as metaphor only but as a practical discipline that must be consented to and practiced within concrete relationships. The pageant becomes a proving ground for such consent, setting small acts of generosity and evasion against a background of layered time in which past and present touch. As characters learn to accept or refuse help, the hill itself seems to disclose a structure of meanings beneath the soil, and ethical choices take on ontological consequence.

Equally central is Williams’s analysis of imagination—its power to make real communion possible and its danger when misdirected toward private phantoms. The book traces how self-love can substitute an image for a person, feeding on fantasy until the self is sealed off from reciprocity. That enclosure is the descent of the title: not a sudden catastrophe, but a progressive tightening, a delighted consent to isolation that masquerades as mastery. Against it, the narrative proposes attention, charity, and the humility of receiving aid, practices that unmask illusions and return desire to the difficult, liberating encounter with what is other than oneself.

Readers encounter a structure that alternates quiet social scenes with sudden irruptions of the strange, building unease less through shocks than through a steady accumulation of correspondences. Williams’s prose is ceremonious yet agile, and his chapter architecture encourages reflection, often placing visionary passages beside ordinary errands so the one re-interprets the other. The result is less a puzzle to be decoded than a mode of attention to be learned. Names, tasks, and noises on the hill recur with altered resonance, and the pageant’s rehearsals keep returning the community to questions of memory, sacrifice, and the difference between imitation and participation.

In an age of curated selves and algorithmic enclosures, this novel’s discernment about the intoxicating pleasures of isolation feels newly diagnostic. Its account of fear, too, speaks to contemporary anxieties: rather than pathologizing dread or romanticizing it, Williams treats fear as something that can be shared, diminished, and transformed through responsible community. The book matters because it refuses both cynicism and sentimentality, insisting that metaphysical truths are verified in neighborly practice. It offers no escapism; instead, it suggests a demanding art by which imagination serves love. To read it now is to receive a stern, humane education in how to belong.
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    Descent into Hell, Charles Williams’s theological fantasy novel first published in 1937, unfolds in a suburban community clustered on a hill where neighbors organize a historical pageant. The preparations draw together artists and townspeople, including the poet Peter Stanhope, the anxious young Pauline Anstruther, and the ambitious scholar Laurence Wentworth. As rehearsals advance, personal crises surface alongside the pageant’s scenes, and ordinary routines begin to intersect with experiences that feel uncanny. The narrative situates its drama within familiar social rhythms—committee meetings, rehearsals, visits—while quietly suggesting that another order of reality presses upon them, shaping choices that will matter intensely.

Pauline is beset by recurring terror linked to the appearance of her own likeness, a double that seems to anticipate her movements and waits for her at lonely moments. She does not know what it signifies, only that its approach drains her strength and disorients her days. Her attempts to manage the fear alone tighten its grip, turning errands and rehearsals into ordeals. Williams traces her inner life precisely, showing how dread narrows attention and isolates the sufferer from friends who might help. The pageant’s pressures and the town’s gossip complicate her secrecy, and the fear’s timing threatens to break her resolve.

Peter Stanhope, a seasoned poet involved with the pageant, gradually recognizes Pauline’s distress and introduces a discipline he calls the bearing of burdens. He proposes that fear, like other weights, can be exchanged within a community through freely consented love, so that one person carries another’s load. The idea is neither technique nor magic but a moral act of trust. For Pauline, this means considering whether to allow someone else to accept the shock that overtakes her at the double’s approach. For Peter, it requires attention, humility, and steadiness. Their conversations orient the novel toward charity as an operative, not sentimental, power.

Across town, Laurence Wentworth struggles with professional resentment and wounded pride, nursing comparisons that leave him embittered. Seeking consolation, he cultivates a private fantasy of companionship that answers to his desires while making no demands on him. The imagined figure grows more vivid as he withdraws from colleagues and neighbors, displacing the awkwardness of real relationships with a controlled, inward world. Williams connects this retreat to a refusal of exchange: Wentworth will not give or receive burdens, preferring a self-contained satisfaction. The more he turns inward, the more he treats others as inconveniences, and the less he can recognize warnings that his course is perilous.

The pageant becomes the town’s crucible, staging episodes from local history with costumes, sets, and civic pride. In rehearsal and performance, time seems porous, as memory and imagination gather with unusual intensity around the hill. Some participants sense presences that do not fit the day’s schedule, and commonplace sights take on a charged significance. These moments are not mere theatrical thrills; they probe how the living relate to their dead, to their predecessors’ joys and wrongs, and to a community larger than any audience. The pageant’s shared labor presses each character to choose either deeper solidarity or further withdrawal.

As the performance nears, Pauline’s encounters with the double intensify, forcing a decision about whether to entrust her fear to another. Peter’s counsel remains steady, but the act must be hers, and its consequences will be intimate rather than spectacular. Wentworth, by contrast, redoubles his inward turn, preferring the company of the image he commands to the unpredictable claims of neighbors. The converging paths reshape what the pageant means for each of them. Without altering the town’s ordinary calendar, the story brings hidden commitments to the surface, where they begin to yield their natural outcomes in ways both quiet and decisive.

Descent into Hell endures for its stark articulation of co-inherence—the mutual sharing of life—and its diagnosis of the loneliness that follows self-enclosure. Williams situates supernatural experience within suburban routines, suggesting that the decisive battles of good and evil occur in consent, attention, and the willingness to carry another’s weight. The novel’s restraint keeps its wonders and terrors intimate, and its closing movement affirms that choices about love and fear reverberate beyond individual psychology. Without relying on spectacle or easy moralizing, it proposes a vision of community founded on exchange, leaving readers with a quietly demanding image of charity’s saving reach.
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    Charles Williams’s Descent into Hell appeared in 1937, in the late interwar years of Britain. Williams, a longtime editor at the Oxford University Press’s London offices at Amen House, set the story in a contemporary English suburb identified by its hill, parish, and civic committee life. A community is mounting a historical pageant, a popular form of local celebration, and the preparation provides the book’s social frame. The milieu is recognizably outer London: new streets, commuters, and voluntary associations that stitched suburban life together. The time and place position the narrative amid ordinary institutions—church, council, and stage—rather than exotic locales, anchoring its supernatural concerns in everyday England.

The novel emerged amid the unsettled politics and economics of 1930s Britain. The Great Depression left persistent unemployment and fueled public demonstrations such as the 1936 Jarrow March. Abroad, Mussolini’s invasion of Ethiopia and the Spanish Civil War heightened fears of totalitarian violence; at home, the British Union of Fascists staged rallies met by resistance at Cable Street in 1936. The Abdication Crisis that year unsettled national identity, while debate over rearmament and air-raid precautions made future conflict feel imminent. This climate of apprehension and moral testing forms the book’s horizon, inflecting its interest in courage, evasion, and the costs of private and civic responsibility.

Religious and literary crosscurrents in Britain shaped Williams’s approach. The Anglo-Catholic revival, heir to the nineteenth‑century Oxford Movement, had energized parish ritual and theology in London by the 1930s. Figures like T. S. Eliot, who was received into the Church of England in 1927 and staged Murder in the Cathedral in 1935, helped normalize explicitly religious art in mainstream culture; Dorothy L. Sayers’s festival dramas followed suit. Williams soon articulated his key theological ideas in essays such as He Came Down from Heaven (1938), especially the doctrine of co‑inherence—mutual indwelling and exchange—grounded in the Pauline injunction to bear one another's burdens, which the novel dramatizes in contemporary settings.

The novel’s organizing event—the mounting of a local historical pageant—belongs to a documented cultural fashion. From Louis N. Parker’s Sherborne Pageant (1905) onward, large‑scale amateur pageants spread across Britain, peaking before the Second World War. These spectacles mobilized committees, choirs, and whole neighborhoods to reenact civic histories in outdoor settings, cultivating communal pride in expanding towns and suburbs. By the 1930s, pageants were a familiar feature of English summers, and prominent writers and composers, including Ralph Vaughan Williams, occasionally supplied scripts or music. Williams’s choice of a pageant situates his story within a recognizable civic ritual, highlighting the interplay between performance, memory, and the obligations of collaboration.

Interwar readers were steeped in traditions that made the supernatural a legitimate literary register. The Society for Psychical Research, founded in 1882, sustained public debate about apparitions, dreams, and survival, while authors such as M. R. James, Algernon Blackwood, and Arthur Machen had established a respected English ghost‑story canon. At the same time, psychoanalysis gained a foothold in Britain through the British Psycho‑Analytical Society (founded in 1919), and its language of repression, desire, and doubling filtered into popular discourse. Williams draws on both currents: the uncanny is treated seriously, not sensationally, and questions about the self, fear, and imagination are framed as moral and spiritual choices rather than mere shocks.

Williams’s professional and intellectual position informed his fiction’s texture. Employed at Oxford University Press from 1908, he worked in the London office among printers, scholars, and authors, absorbing a culture of exacting editorial craft. Earlier associations with A. E. Waite’s Fellowship of the Rosy Cross oriented him toward a Christianized mysticism attentive to symbols and rites. By the mid‑1930s he had published several novels that blended metaphysics with contemporary settings, establishing the pattern later dubbed 'theological thrillers'. His friendship with C. S. Lewis began in 1936 through correspondence; he would only join Lewis’s Oxford circle during the war, but shared interests in myth, doctrine, and popular narrative were already clear.

The novel’s suburban milieu reflects interwar transformations in England’s built and social landscape. New rail and bus links extended 'Metro-land' around London, while housing acts of 1919 and 1924 encouraged semi‑detached estates and garden suburbs. These districts fostered volunteer societies—amateur theatricals, parish guilds, historical associations—that coordinated pageants and fêtes. They also lived with the memory of the Great War: most communities kept rolls of the dead, Armistice ceremonies were routine, and discussions of duty and sacrifice were commonplace. Williams stages his story within this fabric, where neighborliness and committee work coexist with anonymity, testing whether communal forms can answer modern loneliness and fear.

In this context, Descent into Hell can be read as both a product of and a commentary on its time. It harnesses popular forms—civic pageant, suburban realism, the English ghost story—to confront interwar anxieties about identity, authority, and suffering. Williams’s theological emphasis on co‑inherence counters the period’s temptations toward solipsism and flight from obligation, urging an ethic of bearing and exchange within ordinary communities. Without relying on topical reportage, the book translates the decade’s debates—about fear, responsibility, and the worth of persons—into a spiritual drama. Its critique of isolation and its affirmation of shared burdens mirror a society searching for resilient forms of solidarity.
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THE MAGUS ZOROASTER[1]



*



"It undoubtedly needs," Peter Stanhope said, "a
final pulling together, but there's hardly time for
that before July, and if you're willing to take it as
it is, why——" He made a gesture of presentation
and dropped his eyes, thus missing the hasty
reciprocal gesture of gratitude with which Mrs.
Parry immediately replied on behalf of the dramatic
culture of Battle Hill. Behind and beyond
her the culture, some thirty faces, unessentially
exhibited to each other by the May sunlight,
settled to attention—naturally, efficiently, critically,
solemnly, reverently. The grounds of the
Manor House expanded beyond them; the universal
sky sustained the whole. Peter Stanhope
began to read his play.

Battle Hill was one of the new estates which had
been laid out after the war. It lay about thirty
miles north of London and took its title from the
more ancient name of the broad rise of ground
which it covered. It had a quiet ostentation of
comfort and culture. The poor, who had created it, had
been as far as possible excluded, nor (except as
hired servants) were they permitted to experience
the bitterness of others' stairs. The civil wars
which existed there, however bitter, were conducted
with all bourgeois propriety. Politics,
religion, art, science, grouped themselves, and
courteously competed for numbers and reputation.
This summer, however, had seen a spectacular
triumph of drama, for it had become known that
Peter Stanhope had consented to allow the restless
talent of the Hill to produce his latest play.

He was undoubtedly the most famous inhabitant.
He was a cadet of that family which had
owned the Manor House, and he had bought it
back from more recent occupiers, and himself
settled in it before the war. He had been able to
do this because he was something more than a
cadet of good family, being also a poet in the
direct English line, and so much after the style of
his greatest predecessor that he made money out
of poetry. His name was admired by his contemporaries
and respected by the young. He had
even imposed modern plays in verse on the London
theatre, and two of them tragedies at that,
with a farce or two, and histories for variation and
pleasure. He was the kind of figure who might be
more profitable to his neighbourhood dead than
alive; dead, he would have given it a shrine; alive,
he deprecated worshippers. The young men at the
estate office made a refined publicity out of his
privacy; the name of Peter Stanhope would be
whispered without comment. He endured the
growing invasion with a great deal of good humour,
and was content to see the hill of his birth become
a suburb of the City, as in another sense it would
always be. There was, in that latest poetry, no
contention between the presences of life and of
death; so little indeed that there had been a contention
in the Sunday Times whether Stanhope
were a pessimist or an optimist. He himself said,
in reply to an interviewer's question, that he was
an optimist and hated it.

Stanhope, though the most glorious, was not
the only notorious figure of the Hill. There was
Mr. Lawrence Wentworth, who was the most
distinguished living authority on military history
(perhaps excepting Mr. Aston Moffatt). Mr. Wentworth
was not in the garden on that afternoon.
Mrs. Catherine Parry was; it was she who would
produce the play, as in many places and at many
times she had produced others. She sat near Stanhope
now, almost as tall as he, and with more
active though not brighter eyes. They were part
of that presence which was so necessary to her
profession. Capacity which, in her nature, had
reached the extreme of active life, seemed in him
to have entered the contemplative, so much had
his art become a thing of his soul. Where, in their
own separate private affairs, he interfered so little
as almost to seem inefficient, she was so efficient
as almost to seem interfering.

In the curve of women and men beyond her,
other figures, less generally famous, sat or lay as
the depth of their chairs induced them. There
were rising young men, and a few risen and retired
old. There were ambitious young women and
sullen young women and loquacious young women.
They were all attentive, though, as a whole, a
little disappointed. They had understood that Mr.
Stanhope had been writing a comedy, and had
hoped for a modern comedy. When he had been
approached, however, he had been easy but firm.
He had been playing with a pastoral; if they would
like a pastoral, it was very much at their service.
Hopes and hints of modern comedies were unrealized:
it was the pastoral or nothing. They had
to be content. He consented to read it to them; he
would not do more. He declined to make suggestions
for the cast; he declined to produce. He
would like, for his own enjoyment, to come to
some of the rehearsals, but he made it clear that he
had otherwise no wish to interfere. Nothing—given
the necessity of a pastoral—could be better;
the production would have all the advantage of his
delayed death without losing any advantage of his
prolonged life. As this became clear, the company
grew reconciled. They gazed and listened, while
from the long lean figure, outstretched in its deck-chair,
there issued the complex intonation of great
verse. Never negligible, Stanhope was often
neglected; he was everyone's second thought, but
no one's first. The convenience of all had determined
this afternoon that he should be the first,
and his neat mass of grey hair, his vivid glance, that
rose sometimes from the manuscript, and floated
down the rows, and sank again, his occasional
friendly gesture that seemed about to deprecate,
but always stopped short, received the concentration
of his visitors, and of Mrs. Parry, the chief of
his visitors.

It became clear to Mrs. Parry, as the afternoon
and the voice went on, that the poet had been quite
right when he had said that the play needed pulling
together. "It's all higgledy-piggledy," she said to
herself, using a word which a friend had once
applied to a production of the Tempest, and in fact
to the Tempest itself. Mrs. Parry thought that this
pastoral was, in some ways, rather like the Tempest.
Mr. Stanhope, of course, was not as good as
Shakespeare, because Shakespeare was the greatest
English poet, so that Stanhope wasn't. But there
was a something. To begin with, it had no title
beyond A Pastoral. That was unsatisfactory. Then
the plot was incredibly loose. It was of no particular
time and no particular place, and to any cultured
listener it seemed to have little bits of everything
and everybody put in at odd moments. The verse
was undoubtedly Stanhope's own, of his latest,
most heightened, and most epigrammatic style,
but now and then all kinds of reminiscences moved
in it. Once, during the second act, the word pastiche
floated through Mrs. Parry's mind, but went away
again on her questioning whether a pastiche would
be worth the trouble of production. There was a
Grand Duke in it, who had a beautiful daughter,
and this daughter either escaped from the palace
or was abducted—anyhow, she came into the power
of a number of brigands; and then there was a
woodcutter's son who frequently burned leaves,
and he and the princess fell in love, and there were
two farmers who were at odds, and the Grand Duke
turned up in disguise, first in a village and then in
the forest, through which also wandered an escaped
bear, who spoke the most complex verse of all,
excepting the Chorus. The Chorus had no kind of
other name; at first Mrs. Parry thought they might
be villagers, then, since they were generally present
in the forest, she thought they might be trees,
or perhaps (with a vague reminiscence of Comus)
spirits. Stanhope had not been very helpful; he had
alluded to them as an experiment. By the end of
the reading, it was clear to Mrs. Parry that it was
very necessary to decide what exactly this Chorus
was to be.

She had discouraged discussion of the play during
the intervals between the four acts, and as soon
as it was over tea was served. If, however, the poet
hoped to get away from discussion by means of tea
he was mistaken. There was a little hesitation over
the correct word; fantastic was dangerous, and
poetic both unpopular and supererogatory, though
both served for variations on idyllic, which was
Mrs. Parry's choice and won by lengths. As she
took her second cup of tea, however, she began to
close. She said: "Yes, idyllic, Mr. Stanhope, and
so significant!"

"It's very good of you," Stanhope murmured.
"But you see I was right about revision—the plot
must seem very loose."

Mrs. Parry waved the plot up into benevolence.
"But there are a few points," she went on.
"The Chorus now. I don't think I follow the
Chorus."

"The Chorus could be omitted," Stanhope said.
"It's not absolutely necessary to a presentation."

Before Mrs. Parry could answer, a young woman
named Adela Hunt, sitting close by, leant forward.
She was the leader of the younger artistic party,
who were not altogether happy about Mrs. Parry.
Adela had some thoughts of taking up production
herself as her life-work, and it would have been a
great advantage to have started straight away with
Peter Stanhope. But her following was not yet
strong enough to deal with Mrs. Parry's reputation.
She was determined, however, if possible, to
achieve a kind of collaboration by means of correction.
"O, we oughtn't to omit anything, ought
we?" she protested. "A work of art can't spare
anything that's a part of it."

"My dear," Mrs. Parry said, "you must consider
your audience. What will the audience make
of the Chorus?"

"It's for them to make what they can of it,"
Adela answered. "We can only give them a symbol.
Art's always symbolic, isn't it?"

Mrs. Parry pursed her lips. "I wouldn't say
symbolic exactly," she said slowly. "It has a significance,
of course, and you've got to convey that
significance to the audience. We want to present
it—to interpret."

As she paused, distracted by the presentation
by the poet of two kinds of sandwiches, Adela
broke in again.

"But, Mrs. Parry, how can one interpret a
symbol? One can only mass it. It's all of a piece,
and it's the total effect that creates the symbolical
force."

"Significant, not symbolical," said Mrs. Parry
firmly. "You mustn't play down to your audience,
but you mustn't play away from them either. You
must"—she gesticulated—"intertwine … harmonize.
So you must make it easy for them to get
into harmony. That's what's wrong with a deal of
modern art; it refuses—it doesn't establish equilibrium
with its audience or what not. In a pastoral
play you must have equilibrium."

"But the equilibrium's in the play," Adela urged
again, "a balance of masses. Surely that's what
drama is—a symbolical contrast of masses."

"Well," Mrs. Parry answered with infuriating
tolerance, "I suppose you might call it that. But
it's more effective to think of it as significant
equilibrium—especially for a pastoral. However,
don't let's be abstract. The question is, what's to
be done about the Chorus? Had we better keep it
in or leave it out? Which would you prefer, Mr.
Stanhope?"

"I should prefer it in, if you ask me," Stanhope
said politely. "But not to inconvenience the production."

"It seems to be in the forest so often," Mrs.
Parry mused, dismissing cake. "There's the distant
song in the first act, when the princess goes
away from the palace, and the choric dialogue
when…. It isn't Dryads[3], is it?"

A friend of Adela's, a massive and superb young
man of twenty-five, offered a remark. "Dryads
would rather wreck the eighteenth century,
wouldn't they?"

"Watteau," said a young lady near Adela. "You
could have them period."

Mrs. Parry looked at her approvingly. "Exactly,
my dear," she said. "A very charming fantasy it
might be; we must take care it isn't precious—only
period. But, Mr. Stanhope, you haven't told
us—are they Dryads?"

"Actually," Stanhope answered, "as I told you,
it's more an experiment than anything else. The
main thing is—was—that they are non-human."

"Spirits?" said the Watteau young lady with a
trill of pleasure.

"If you like," said Stanhope, "only not spiritual.
Alive, but with a different life—even from the
princess[1q]."

"Irony?" Adela exclaimed. "It's a kind of comment,
isn't it, Mr. Stanhope, on futility? The forest
and everything, and the princess and her lover—so
transitory."

Stanhope shook his head. There was a story,
invented by himself, that The Times had once sent
a representative to ask for explanations about a new
play, and that Stanhope, in his efforts to explain it,
had found after four hours that he had only succeeded
in reading it completely through aloud:
"Which," he maintained, "was the only way of
explaining it."

"No," he said now, "not irony. I think perhaps
you'd better cut them out."

There was a moment's pause. "But we can't do
that, Mr. Stanhope," said a voice; "they're important
to the poetry, aren't they?" It was the voice
of another young woman, sitting behind Adela.
Her name was Pauline Anstruther, and, compared
with Adela, she was generally silent. Now, after
her quick question, she added hastily, "I mean—they
come in when the princess and the wood-cutter
come together, don't they?" Stanhope
looked at her, and she felt as if his eyes had
opened suddenly. He said, more slowly:

"In a way, but they needn't. We could just make
it chance."

"I don't think that would be nearly as satisfactory,"
Mrs. Parry said. "I begin to see my way—the
trees perhaps—leaves—to have the leaves
of the wood all so helpful to the young people—so
charming!"

"It's a terribly sweet idea," said the Watteau
young lady. "And so true too!"

Pauline, who was sitting next her, said in an
undertone: "True?"

"Don't you think so?" Watteau, whose actual
name was Myrtle Fox, asked. "It's what I always
feel—about trees and flowers and leaves and so on—they're
so friendly. Perhaps you don't notice it
so much; I'm rather mystic about nature. Like
Wordsworth. I should love to spend days out with
nothing but the trees and the leaves and the wind.
Only somehow one never seems to have time. But
I do believe they're all breathing in with us, and
it's such a comfort—here, where there are
so many trees. Of course, we've only to sink into
ourselves to find peace—and trees and clouds and
so on all help us. One never need be unhappy.
Nature's so terribly good. Don't you think so,
Mr. Stanhope?"

Stanhope was standing by, silent, while Mrs.
Parry communed with her soul and with one or
two of her neighbours on the possibilities of dressing
the Chorus. He turned his head and answered,
"That Nature is terribly good? Yes, Miss Fox.
You do mean 'terribly'?"

"Why, certainly," Miss Fox said. "Terribly—dreadfully—very."

"Yes," Stanhope said again. "Very. Only—you
must forgive me; it comes from doing so much
writing, but when I say 'terribly' I think I mean
'full of terror'. A dreadful goodness."

"I don't see how goodness can be dreadful,"
Miss Fox said, with a shade of resentment in her
voice. "If things are good they're not terrifying,
are they?"

"It was you who said 'terribly'," Stanhope reminded
her with a smile, "I only agreed."

"And if things are terrifying," Pauline put in,
her eyes half-closed and her head turned away as
if she asked a casual question rather of the world
than of him, "can they be good?"

He looked down on her. "Yes, surely," he said,
with more energy. "Are our tremors to measure
the Omnipotence?"

"We'll have them in shades of green then,"
Mrs. Parry broke in, "light to dark, with rich gold
sashes and embroidery running all over like twigs,
and each one carrying a conventionalized bough—different
lengths, I think. Dark gold stockings."

"To suggest the trunks?" asked Adela's friend
Hugh Prescott.

"Quite," Mrs. Parry said, and then hesitated.
"I'm not sure—perhaps we'd better keep the leaf
significances. When they're still—of course they
could stand with their legs twined…."

"What, with one another's?" Adela asked, in a
conscious amazement.

"My dear child, don't be absurd," Mrs. Parry
said. "Each pair of legs just crossed, so"—she
interlaced her own.

"I could never stand still like that," Miss Fox
said, with great conviction.

"You'd have your arms stretched out to people's
shoulders on each side," Mrs. Parry said dubiously,
"and a little gentle swaying wouldn't be
inappropriate. But perhaps we'd better not risk it.
Better have green stockings—we can manage some
lovely groupings. Could we call them 'Chorus of
Leaf-Spirits', Mr. Stanhope?"

"Sweet!" said Miss Fox. Adela, leaning back
to Hugh Prescott, said in a very low voice, "I told
you, Hugh, she'll ruin the whole thing. She's got
no idea of mass. She ought to block it violently and
leave it without a name. I wouldn't even have
'Chorus'. I hope he won't give way, but he's rather
weak."

However, Stanhope was, in the politest language,
declining to have anything of the sort. "Call it the
Chorus," he said, "or if you like I'll try and find
a name for the leader, and the rest can just dance
and sing. But I'm afraid 'Leaf-Spirits' would be
misleading."

"What about 'Chorus of Nature-Powers'?"
asked Miss Fox, but Stanhope only said, smiling,
"You will try and make the trees friendly," which
no one quite understood, and shook his head
again.

Prescott asked: "Incidentally, I suppose they
will be women?"

Mrs. Parry had said, "O, of course, Mr. Prescott,"
before the question reached her brain. When
it did, she added, "At least … I naturally took it
for granted…. They are feminine, aren't they?"

Still hankering after mass, Adela said, "It sounds
to me more like undifferentiated sex force," and
ignored Hugh's murmur, "There isn't much fun
in that."

"I don't know that they were meant to be either
male or female," Stanhope said. "I told you they
were more of an experiment in a different kind of
existence. But whether men or women are most
like that is another matter." He shed an apologetic
smile on Mrs. Parry.

"If they're going to be leaves," Miss Fox asked,
"couldn't they all wear huge leaves, so that no one
would know if they were wearing knee-breeches
or skirts?"

There was a pause while everyone took this in,
then Mrs. Parry said, very firmly, "I don't think
that would answer," while Hugh Prescott said to
Adela, "Chorus of Fig-leaves!"

"Why not follow the old pantomime or the
present musical comedy," Stanhope asked, "and
dress your feminine chorus in exquisite masculine
costume? That's what Shakespeare did with his
heroines, as often as he could, and made a diagram
of something more sharp and wonderful than
either. I don't think you'll do better. Masculine
voices—except boys—would hardly do, nor feminine
appearances."

Mrs. Parry sighed, and everyone contemplated
the problem again. Adela Hunt and Hugh Prescott
discussed modernity between themselves. Pauline,
lying back, like Stanhope, in her chair, was thinking
of Stanhope's phrases, "a different life", "a
terrible good", and wondering if they were related,
if this Chorus over which they were spending so
much trouble were indeed an effort to shape in
verse a good so alien as to be terrifying. She had
never considered good as a thing of terror, and
certainly she had not supposed a certain thing of
terror in her own secret life as any possible good.
Nor now; yet there had been an inhumanity in the
great and moving lines of the Chorus. She thought,
with an anger generous in its origin but proud and
narrow in its conclusion, that not many of the
audience really cared for poetry or for Stanhope's
poetry—perhaps none but she. He was a great
poet, one of a very few, but what would he do if
one evening he met himself coming up the drive?
Doppelgänger[2], the learned called it, which was no
comfort. Another poet had thought of it; she had
had to learn the lines at school, as an extra task
because of undone work:



	The Magus Zoroaster, my dead child

Met his own image walking in the garden.





She had never done the imposition, for she had
had nightmares that night, after reading the lines,
and had to go sick for days. But she had always
hated Shelley since for making it so lovely, when
it wasn't loveliness but black panic. Shelley never
seemed to suggest that the good might be terrible.
What would Peter Stanhope do? what could he?
if he met himself?

They were going: people were getting up and
moving off. Everyone was being agreeably grateful
to Stanhope for his lawn, his tea, and his poetry.
In her fear of solitude she attached herself to Adela
and Hugh and Myrtle Fox, who were all saying
good-bye at once. As he shook hands he said casually:
"You don't think they are?" and she did not
immediately understand the reference to the measurement
of Omnipotence by mortal tremors. Her
mind was on Myrtle, who lived near her. She hated
the pang of gratitude she felt, and hated it more
because she despised Miss Fox. But at least she
wouldn't be alone, and the thing she hated most
only came, or had so far only come, when she was
alone. She stuck close to Myrtle, listening to Adela
as they went.

"Pure waste," Adela was saying. "Of course,
Stanhope's dreadfully traditional"—how continually,
Pauline thought, people misused words like
dreadful; if they knew what dread was!—"but
he's got a kind of weight, only he dissipates it. He
undermines his mass. Don't you think so, Pauline?"

"I don't know," Pauline said shortly, and then
added with private and lying malice: "I'm no
judge of literature."

"Perhaps not," Adela said, "though I think it's
more a question of general sensitiveness. Hugh,
did you notice how the Parry talked of significance?
Why, no one with a really adult mind could
possibly—— O, good-bye, Pauline; I may see you
to-morrow." Her voice passed away, accompanied
by Hugh's temporary and lazy silence, and Pauline
was left to Myrtle's monologues on the comforting
friendliness of sunsets.

Even that had to stop when they reached the
Foxes' hole. Myrtle, in a spasm of friendship for
Messias, frequently called it that. As they parted
upon the easy joke, Pauline felt the rest of the
sentence pierce her. She took it to her with a sincerity
of pain which almost excused the annexation—"the
Son of Man hath not where to lay his
head." It was the cry of her loneliness and fear,
and it meant nothing to her mind but the empty
streets and that fear itself. She went on.

Not to think; to think of something else. If she
could. It was so hopeless. She was trying not to
look ahead for fear she saw it, and also to look
ahead for fear she was yielding to fear. She walked
down the road quickly and firmly, remembering
the many thousand times it had not come. But the
visitation was increasing—growing nearer and
clearer and more frequent. In her first twenty-four
years she had seen it nine times; at first she had
tried to speak of it. She had been told, when she
was small, not to be silly and not to be naughty.
Once, when she was adolescent, she had actually
told her mother. Her mother was understanding
in most things, and knew it. But at this the understanding
had disappeared. Her eyes had become
as sharp as when her husband, by breaking his
arm, had spoiled a holiday in Spain which she—"for
all their sakes"—had planned. She had refused
to speak any more to Pauline that day, and neither
of them had ever quite forgiven the other. But in
those days the comings—as she still called them—had
been rare; since her parents had died and she
had been sent to live with and look after her grandmother
in Battle Hill they had been more frequent,
as if the Hill was fortunate and favourable to
apparitions beyond men; a haunt of alien life.
There had been nine in two years, as many as in
all the years before. She could not speak of it to
her grandmother, who was too old, nor to anyone
else, since she had never discovered any closeness
of friendship. But what would happen when the
thing that was she came up to her, and spoke or
touched? So far it had always turned aside, down
some turning, or even apparently into some house;
she might have been deceived were it not for the
chill in her blood. But if some day it did not….

A maid came out of a house a little farther down
a road, and crossed the pavement to a pillar-box.
Pauline, in the first glance, felt the sickness at her
heart. Relieved, she reacted into the admission that
she was only twenty-three houses away from her
home. She knew every one of them; she had not
avoided so much measurement of danger. It had
never appeared to her indoors; not even on the
Hill, which seemed to be so convenient for it.
Sometimes she longed always to stay indoors; it
could not be done, nor would she do it. She drove
herself out, but the front door was still a goal and
a protection. She always seemed to herself to crouch
and cling before she left it, coveting the peace
which everyone but she had … twenty-one,
twenty…. She would not run; she would not keep
her eyes on the pavement. She would walk steadily
forward, head up and eyes before her … seventeen,
sixteen…. She would think of something,
of Peter Stanhope's play—"a terrible good". The
whole world was for her a canvas printed with unreal
figures, a curtain apt to roll up at any moment
on one real figure. But this afternoon, under the
stress of the verse, and then under the shock of
Stanhope's energetic speech, she had fractionally
wondered: a play—was there a play? a play even
that was known by some? and then not without
peace … ten, nine … the Magus Zoroaster; perhaps
Zoroaster had not been frightened. Perhaps
if any of the great—if Cæsar had met his own
shape in Rome, or even Shelley … was there any
tale of any who had?… six, five, four….

Her heart sprang; there, a good way off—thanks
to a merciful God—it was, materialized from nowhere
in a moment. She knew it at once, however
far, her own young figure, her own walk, her own
dress and hat—had not her first sight of it been
attracted so? changing, growing…. It was coming
up at her pace—doppelgänger, doppelgänger:
her control began to give … two … she didn't
run, lest it should, nor did it. She reached her gate,
slipped through, went up the path. If it should be
running very fast up the road behind her now?
She was biting back the scream and fumbling for
her key. Quiet, quiet! "A terrible good." She got
the key into the keyhole; she would not look back;
would it click the gate or not? The door opened;
and she was in, and the door banged behind her.
She all but leant against it, only the doppelgänger
might be leaning similarly on the other side. She
went forward, her hand at her throat, up the stairs
to her room, desiring (and with every atom of
energy left denying that her desire could be vain)
that there should be left to her still this one refuge
in which she might find shelter.
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Mrs. Parry and her immediate circle, among
whom Adela Hunt was determinedly present, had
come, during Pauline's private meditations, to
several minor decisions, one of which was to ask
Lawrence Wentworth to help with the costumes,
especially the costumes of the Grand Ducal Court
and Guard. Adela had said immediately that she
would call on Mr. Wentworth at once, and Mrs.
Parry, with a brief discontent, had agreed. While,
therefore, Pauline was escaping from her ghostly
twin, Adela and Hugh went pleasantly along other
roads of the Hill to Wentworth's house.

It stood not very far from the Manor House, a
little lower than that but still near to the rounded
summit of the rise of ground which had given the
place half its name. Lawrence Wentworth's tenancy
was peculiarly suitable to the other half, for his
intellectual concern was with the history of battle,
and battles had continually broken over the Hill.
Their reality had not been quite so neat as the diagrams
into which he abstracted and geometricized
them. The black lines and squares had swayed and
shifted and been broken; the crimson curves, which
had lain bloody under the moon, had been a mass
of continuous tiny movement, a mass noisy with
moans and screams. The Hill's chronicle of anguish
had been due, in temporalities, to its strategic
situation in regard to London, but a dreamer might
have had nightmares of a magnetic attraction
habitually there deflecting the life of man into
death. It had epitomized the tale of the world[2q].
Prehistoric legends, repeated in early chronicles,
told of massacres by revolting Britons and
roaming Saxons, mornings and evenings of hardly-human
sport. Later, when permanent civilization
arose, a medieval fortalice had been built, and a
score of civil feuds and pretended loyalties had
worn themselves out around it under kings who,
though they were called Stephen or John, were as
remote as Shalmanezer[4] or Jeroboam. The Roses[5]
had twined there, their roots living on the blood
shed by their thorns; the castle had gone up one
night in fire, as did Rome, and the Manor House
that followed had been raised in the midst of another
order. A new kind of human civility entered;
as consequence or cause of which, this Hill of skulls
seemed to become either weary or fastidious. In
the village that had stood at the bottom of the rise
a peasant farmer, moved by some wandering gospeller,
had, under Mary Tudor, grown obstinately
metaphysical, and fire had been lit between houses
and manor that he might depart through it in a
roaring anguish of joy. Forty years later, under
Elizabeth, the whispering informers had watched
an outlaw, a Jesuit priest, take refuge in the manor,
but when he was seized the Death of the Hill had
sent him to its Type in London for more prolonged
ceremonies of castration, as if it, like the
men of the Renascence, seemed to involve its brutal
origin in complications of religion and art. The
manor had been forfeited to the Crown, but granted
again to another branch of the family, so that,
through all human changes, the race of owners had
still owned. This endured, when afterwards it was
sold to richer men, and even when Peter Stanhope
had bought it back the house of his poetry remained
faintly touched by the dreadful ease that
was given to it by the labour and starvation of the
poor.

The whole rise of ground therefore lay like a
cape, a rounded headland of earth, thrust into an
ocean of death. Men, the lords of that small earth,
dominated it. The folklore of skies and seasons belonged
to it. But if the past still lives in its own
present beside our present, then the momentary
later inhabitants were surrounded by a greater universe.
From other periods of its time other creatures
could crawl out of death, and invisibly contemplate
the houses and people of the rise. The
amphibia of the past dwelt about, and sometimes
crawled out on, the slope of this world, awaiting
the hour when they should either retire to their own
mists or more fully invade the place of the living.

There had been, while the workmen had been
creating the houses of the new estate, an incident
which renewed the habit of the Hill, as if that
magnetism of death was quick to touch first the
more unfortunate of mortals. The national margin
of unemployment had been reduced by the new
engagement of labourers, and from the work's
point of view reduced, in one instance, unwisely.
A certain unskilled assistant had been carelessly
taken on; he was hungry, he was ill, he was clumsy
and slow. His name no one troubled to know. He
shambled among the rest, their humorous butt.
He was used to that; all his life he had been the
butt of the world, generally of an unkind world.
He had been repeatedly flung into the gutter by
the turn of a hand in New York or Paris, and had
been always trying to scramble out of it again. He
had lost his early habit of complaining, and it only
added to his passive wretchedness that his wife
kept hers. She made what money she could by
charing, at the market price, with Christmas Day,
St. Stephen, and such feasts deducted, and since
she usually kept her jobs, she could reasonably
enjoy her one luxury of nagging her husband
because he lost his. His life seemed to him an
endless gutter down which ran an endless voice.
The clerk of the works and his foreman agreed
that he was no good.

An accidental inspection by one of the directors
decided his discharge. They were not unkind; they
paid him, and gave him an extra shilling to get a
bus some way back towards London. The clerk
added another shilling and the foreman sixpence.
They told him to go; he was, on the whole, a
nuisance. He went; that night
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