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Dedication

In memory of

David George Perry

A good Baptist

And a very good friend




Epigraph

There are two hungers, hunger for bread

And hunger of the uncouth soul

For the light’s grace. I have seen both . . .

—R. S. Thomas, “The Dark Well”
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Part One

1997

The Law of Ellipses
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Monday: late winter, bad weather. The River Alder, fattened by continuous rain, went in a spate through Aldleigh and beyond it, taking carp and pike and pages torn from pornographic magazines past war memorials and pubs and new industrial parks, down to the mouth of the Blackwater and on in due course to the sea. Toppled shopping trolleys glistened on the riverbank; so also did unwanted wedding rings, and beer cans, and coins struck by empires in the years of their decline. Herons paced like white-coated orderlies in the muddy reeds; and at half past four a fisherman caught a cup untouched since the ink was wet on The Battle of Maldon, spat twice, and threw it back.

Late winter, bad weather, the town oppressed by clouds as low as a coffin lid. A place spoken of in passing, if at all: neither Boudicca nor Wat Tyler had given it a second glance when they took their vengeances to London; and war had reached it only as an afterthought, when a solitary Junkers discharged the last of its ordnance and extinguished four souls without notice.

Thomas Hart was at his desk in the offices of the Essex Chronicle, surveying the town through a dissolving window. At that hour and from that vantage, lights appeared as fires set by travelers that crossed a soaking fen: strip lights in the shoe shops and newsagent’s not yet shuttered for the night, and in the cinema and bowling alley opening for business two miles out of town; lamplight in the bar of the Jackdaw and Crow, and streetlights coming on down London Road.

A man of fifty, Thomas Hart, and a man of Essex, for his sins: tall, and retaining as much hair as he had at forty, which is to say more above the collar than the brow. Dressed, as has always been his habit, in clothes chosen to be admired by the observant—a jacket, single-breasted, in Harris Tweed; a white shirt cuffed with silver links; a tie of oatmeal knitted silk. A face he does not deceive himself is handsome, but understands to be memorable: the nose not symmetrical, but of a pleasing emphatic size; the eyes large, direct, and approaching green. An air altogether of occupying a time not his own—might he be more at ease in an Edwardian dining room, say, or on a pitching clipper’s deck? Very likely.

Thomas was surveying an object on his desk. Two leather disks about the diameter of his own hand were fastened with a tarnished pin; the lower disk was painted blue and mottled with markings he couldn’t have made out even if he’d been inclined to try. The blue showed through a large hole cut in the upper part, and gilded letters at the rim showed the months of the year, and the days of the month, and the hours of the day. Thomas touched it as if it carried a contagious disease. “What,” he said, “do you imagine I should do with this?”

A younger man was sitting at the edge of the desk, swinging his foot. With the downcast gaze of the guilty he turned the upper disk with his finger. The hole moved. The blue persisted. “It belonged to my father,” he said. “I thought you might make something of it.” Nick Carleton, editor of the Chronicle and grieving son, looked with unconcealed amusement around the small office, which—despite the plastic venetian blinds and the computer’s hard drive humming as it labored at its work; despite the twentieth century wearing itself out on the pavements three floors down—gave the impression that at any moment a gramophone might strike up a Schubert lieder.

“I was sorry,” said Thomas gravely, “to hear of your loss. The death of a father,” he said, frowning at the window, “is at the same time both quite proper in the order of things, and incomprehensibly stupid.”

“I never saw him use it,” said Carleton, containing tears, “and I don’t know how it works. It is a planisphere. A map of the stars.”

“I see. And what do you imagine I should do with it?”

The evening was coming doggedly in. Wind seeped over the concrete windowsill, and a bewildered pigeon struck the glass and slipped from view.

“You’re our longest-serving contributor,” said Carleton, flinching at the bang. “Our most admired. Indeed I should say our most popular.” I’m beginning to speak like him, he thought: Thomas Hart is catching, that’s the trouble. “I’ve often heard it said that it’s a consolation—that’s the general feeling, as I said to the board—to wake on Thursday morning, and find your thoughts on Essex ghosts and literature and so on, before turning to the matters of the day.”

“Literature,” said Thomas mildly to the planisphere, “is the matter of the day.”

“Your work has an old-fashioned feel,” Carleton pressed on. “You’ll allow me that. I argue that’s your charm. Other papers might seek out some young person to be the voice of their generation, but here at the Essex Chronicle we pride ourselves on our loyalty.”

“I could hardly have asked to be the voice of a generation,” said Thomas, “since there is only one of me.”

Briefly Carleton considered the other man, of whom he’d made such a study he might have been appointed professor of Thomas Studies at the University of Essex. He knew, for example, that Thomas was a confirmed bachelor, as they say, never seen in the company of a beautiful young person or a stately older one; that he had about him the melancholy religious air of a defrocked priest, and was known to attend a peculiar little chapel on the outskirts of town. He had a courtly manner considered an affectation by those who didn’t like him, and irresistible by those who did; and if it couldn’t be fairly said that he was strange, there was certainly the impression of his being the lone representative of his species. Of Thomas Hart’s family, companions, politics, tastes in music, and weekend pursuits, Carleton knew nothing, wondered often, and would never ask. That Thomas had worked for the Chronicle since 1976 was easily established, as was the fact that he’d published three brief novels since that date. Out of a sense of delicacy Carleton never mentioned that he owned all three of these, and found them elegant and elliptical, couched in prose that had the cadence of the King James Bible, and concerned with deep feeling suppressed until the final pages (when some confusing event ensued, generally in bad weather). Were Carleton his literary agent, he might have pleaded with the other man to allow himself, in fiction at any rate, to say what he really felt, and not veil it all in atmosphere and metaphor; but he confined himself to glancing sometimes at the cheap green notebooks that attended Thomas like spoor and were now stacked three deep on his desk (Monday, he read surreptitiously, late winter. Bad weather—). It hadn’t occurred to him that Thomas wouldn’t know a planisphere when he had his hands on it, or that a tentative suggestion he look to the stars would be so unwelcome. Blinking, he recalibrated his idea of Thomas Hart, and became persuasive: “Loyalty,” he said, “is a key concern of ours. But it is increasingly felt that you might benefit from new material, and it struck me you might like to write about astronomy. You see”—he reached for the planisphere, and moved it—“this is today’s date, and so you’ll find Orion in the south.”

“Astronomy,” said Thomas, with the look of a man tasting a bitter substance. He turned the disk. He extinguished the stars.

“In fact,” said the editor, “it struck me that you could write about this new comet.” He made a withdrawal from the store of knowledge inherited from his father: “It’s a Great Comet, you know, with naked-eye visibility. People really go in for that sort of thing. Bird’s Custard once put a comet on their adverts. Perhaps it’s a bad omen, and there’ll be a disaster, then we’ll have something for our front page” (he brightened here at visions of catastrophic fires).

“What comet?”

“Thomas! Do you never look up? They call it Hale-Bopp. It’s been on the news.”

“Hale-Bopp,” said Thomas. “I see. I never watch the news.” He raised the planisphere toward the editor. “I have no interest in astronomy. This comet could crash through the window and land on the carpet and I’d have nothing to say about it.”

Carleton refused the planisphere with a gesture. “Keep it. Give it a try. We have to think of something, Thomas: circulation is down. Do you want to write about this sheep they’ve cloned in Scotland, or about the general election? Celebrity gossip, perhaps, or the sexual intrigues of the Tory cabinet?” He received a look of admonition, as if he’d stained one of those pristine white cuffs.

“I am too old,” said Thomas, “for new tricks.”

“These days,” said Carleton, hardening his heart, and further depleting the store of his inheritance, “a good pair of binoculars offers more or less the same magnitude as Galileo’s telescope. Five hundred words, please. Why don’t you start with the moon?”

“Is there a moon tonight?”

“How should I know?” Carleton was at the door; Carleton was almost free. “I’ve always found it unreliable. Five hundred words, please, and six if the night is clear.”

“These days,” said Thomas, “the nights are never clear.” With bad grace he lifted the planisphere to the weak light seeping in and turned the upper part. The perforation slid over the painted leather, and half-familiar names appeared on the ground of blue: Aldebaran. Bellatrix. Hyades. Well, then. Five hundred words, and six if the night was clear; and meanwhile he was behind on his correspondence. A solitary letter in the steel tray, the flap lifting and the stamp not straight, the letter signed boldly in blue ink:

James Bower

Essex Museum Services

17 February 1997

Dear Mr. Hart,

I think I have some information that might interest you.

As I’m sure you know, we’re doing renovation work at Lowlands House, and it has turned up some interesting documents. We think they may relate to a woman who lived at Lowlands in the nineteenth century, who disappeared and was never discovered. I’ve always enjoyed your column and remember especially your account of going in search of the Lowlands ghost—and it occurred to me the legend might even be connected with this disappearance! Could you be persuaded to come and visit me at the museum? We are open daily from 10 a.m. to 4 p.m. I’m always at my desk.

Yours sincerely,

James Bower

Thomas put down the letter. Was it possible the strip light briefly dimmed, and summoned out of shadow the figure of a vanished woman, now returned? It was not. Thomas smiled and turned again toward the window. The stunned pigeon had left its greasy imprint on the glass, and it rose like the Holy Ghost behind the venetian blinds.

Late winter, thought Thomas, bad weather—he buttoned himself into his coat; he left the offices of the Chronicle—that was as good a beginning as any. The planisphere was in his pocket, and pricked him with its bent brass pin. The adamant cloud cover was burnished by streetlight, and somewhere behind it, he thought, Carleton’s comet was concealed like a letter in an envelope, and no doubt bringing bad news.

Gone five in the evening, and traffic pursuing itself out of town; Aldleigh coming into view, and Thomas passing women laboring with plastic shopping bags, and schoolboys who bickered and swore. The rain eased into particles of mist that swarmed about the streetlights like flies, and Thomas conversed with himself. What could account for his indifference to the stars? The troubling thought occurred that perhaps he was afraid the annihilating vastness of a comet’s orbit would end his tentative faith. Then again (Thomas was consoling himself), Virginia Woolf had written about a solar eclipse, and there was Gerard Manley Hopkins’s slip of comet to consider: there were precedents. “Bellatrix,” he said, feeling the discomfort of the planisphere, but grudgingly delighted by the syllables. “Hyades.” He stood now at a crossroads, where traffic went in haste to London or down to Aldleigh’s shops and office blocks. Slipping between cars, Thomas crossed to the opposite pavement and stood there for a time. At his left, there was the broad road to town; at his right, the road that narrowed to a shallow bridge over the River Alder. Thomas looked neither left nor right, but rather surveyed a chapel behind iron railings on London Road. It was flanked by a mossy wall, and by a derelict patch of ground known to him as Potter’s Field; its iron gate was fastened with a chain. Mutely the chapel looked back at him across a car park glossed by rain. Its door was closed, and newly painted green; beside the door a green bay tree flourished like the wicked in the Thirty-seventh Psalm. An east wind blowing up the Alder moved the cold illuminated air, and the bay tree danced in its small black bed. The chapel did not dance. Its bricks were pale, its proportions austere: it was a sealed container for God. No passerby would ever take it for a place of worship, and Aldleigh’s children believed it to be a crematorium where old men were converted into ashes and smoke. No sacred carvings flanked the door, and no bells rang; its pitched slate roof shone blue when wet. Its seven tapered windows had the look of eyes half-closed against the sun, and on brighter days, light picked out a single disk of colored glass set in each window’s apex. This was Bethesda Chapel, as fixed in time’s flow as a boulder in a river: Aldleigh ran past it, and around it, and could never change it. Above the door a narrow plaque read 1888, and beyond the bristled threshold mat, 1888 persisted. All the dreadful business of the modern world—its exchange rates, tournaments, profanities, publications, elections, music, and changes of administration—washed up against the green door and fell back, dammed.

“Bethesda,” said Thomas, leaning on the gate, speaking to himself and inclined to smile; then the iron chain, which ought to have been locked, unlatched and fell on his foot. Thomas, stifling surprise, peered in confusion through the haze. “What was that?” he said. “Did you see that?” Nobody heard, or could answer. He leaned farther in and doubted himself; it was shadows shifted by the passing traffic, nothing more. Still—“I wonder,” he said. The chain moved over his shoe. Thomas felt the animal of his body respond: stiffened hairs at the nape of his neck and on his forearms, the chambers of his heart compressed—It’s the Lowlands ghost, he said to himself, amused by his own fear, she’s come vaulting over the wall!

The wet air parted, and briefly there was the impression of a shadow thickening and persisting against the green door, and slipping out of sight. Then, under brief headlight illumination, Thomas saw a mark painted by the chapel’s iron knocker: something like a cross, if badly done, and blotted with a circle. The headlights went out. The mark returned to the shadows. Thomas, in whom disbelief equaled curiosity, went through the gate. Sound of bad-tempered traffic, of girls on the high street calling to each other from the pavements; sound also of some furtive motion by the green bay tree. Then abruptly a shadow there detached itself, became substantial, and crossed the car park toward Thomas. It came with such spiteful speed he called out, “Mind how you go!” with useless good manners, and stumbled as a creature with a white hood knocked him in passing. Briefly, three things: thin face; pale eyes; thin hand clutching a can of paint. Possibly also something said, but this consumed by the traffic and the muffling air—then Thomas, slowly turning, saw the intruder seep into the small crowd going up to town.

“Dear me,” said Thomas. He approached the door. Paint ran between the boards; the circle surmounting the cross dribbled like an open mouth. Youths, he understood, were given to tagging railway arches in cheerful acts of defiance; but there was nothing cheerful in this inscrutable symbol already blurred by rain, which instead conveyed a kind of incompetent malice that left Thomas obscurely depressed. He took his notebook from his pocket, and one by one tore out pages that softened quickly in the wet air; and using these he cleaned the door as best he could. Then he turned his back and headed for the town, leaving the rest to the weather.

Bethesda receded. It kept the peace. Up ahead the newsagent’s and grocer’s were drawing down their shutters for the night, and a train leaving for Liverpool Street rattled the glasses in the Jackdaw and Crow. A man in a red velvet coat spread cardboard boxes at the foot of the war memorial, and made himself a pillow with the News of the World. “Evening,” said Thomas, and received an imperious nod. He headed down a sloping alley and on to Upper Bridge Road, which passed in Essex for a hill, so that the redbrick terraces going over the hump had the look of a sleeping dragon’s long articulated spine. So uphill, then down, and on into Lower Bridge Road, which ran under the dripping railway arch, and led neither into Aldleigh nor out of it—led nowhere, in fact. Here thirty-four Victorian terraces built for the engineers who had labored on the London line faced each other, withdrawn behind their cars, and gardens, and signs urging passersby to vote Labour, or Conservative, or to beware the dog. One house alone resisted the modern age. Here there was never any modern music heard, or exclamations from soap operas or films, and certainly no evidence of allegiance to any political party or social tribe. There was instead an insistent quiet, and the impression of a house set back behind a faint but impenetrable mist. Thomas Hart was home.

Nick Carleton, wondering how the other man lived, pictured with affectionate pity a solitary life in a fastidious apartment, and a narrow bed made each morning without fail. He was mistaken. Thomas lived where he’d been born, and where (so he often thought without rancor) he’d very likely die; and if he lived alone he was not lonely, that being a condition not of solitude but of longing, and Thomas was not a discontented man. The habits and tastes of his parents, which had been those of austere children of Bethesda’s particular God, had been stripped with the wallpaper and carpets, and nothing remained of them now but Thomas himself. It was all exactly as he wanted it to be. The oak table by the window was burnished with decades of meals and work, and shone on fat turned legs. The sofa was deep, and blue, and partly concealed by a quilt his mother hadn’t had time to finish. Edwardian and Victorian and art deco lamps which ought not to have agreed with each other nonetheless got on for the sake of Thomas, and shone from the sideboard and the floor. A broad bay window facing east allowed a single hour of rising sun before the room dimmed in the shadow of the railway bridge; and when a fire was lit in the grate, yellow marigolds bloomed on the surrounding tiles. The walls were obscured by books in arrangements that might have pleased a librarian, save that those by Thomas Hart were interposed here and there, since it pleased his vanity to imagine the phantoms of his imagination conversing all night with Emma Bovary in her vulgar gown, or Mrs. Dalloway fretting over shopping lists. Pictures were hung in curated disorder: a lithograph signed by Picasso in the plate, a skilled oil of a turbulent sea. Occupying a large space it did not deserve, a small photograph showed Bethesda Chapel on the day of its opening: 1888, and a godless sun scorching the lawn, while bearded men stood somberly with women in their summer hats, and beyond the chapel wall on Lowlands Park’s unconsecrated land, a bareheaded woman stood in the shade of an elm, only ever looking up. Thomas, turning on the lamps, regarded her a while. He’d feared her in childhood, since her face in shadow had been featureless, but these days considered her a lodger, her dress and her bent neck increasingly distinct behind the glass.

He prepared himself a meal: radishes in a saucer with Maldon salt and grassy olive oil; good rye bread; and red wine poured with the pleasure of a man who’s elected to sin. He brought these to the table with the letter and the planisphere, and surveyed these as he ate and drank. Perhaps there’ll be a disaster, Carleton had said; and Thomas felt again the blow of the hooded creature fleeing Bethesda with paint on its hands. But that had been no disaster, only something strange and soon forgotten in the order and quiet of his home—so Thomas, who had a gift for self-persuasion, placidly ate a radish.

Late, now: the man in the red coat sleeping on the News of the World, last orders at the Jackdaw and Crow, a baffled robin singing on the streetlight, James Bower’s letter stained with wine. The table was heaped with cheap green notebooks banked against a laptop computer that looked insolently modern against the polished oak, and the empty gold-rimmed glass. Sighing, Thomas raised the lid, and looked with the writer’s longing and reluctance at the blank document paining his eyes with its glare. He wanted nothing more than to write, he would rather do anything but; it was the purpose of his life, it was the bane of it. “All hopeless anyway,” he said to the woman in the photograph, “nothing wrecks a thing like trying to describe it. Besides, I’ve got nothing to say.” Sound of the robin singing—sound, perhaps, of the woman in the photograph speaking from behind the glass, from behind Bethesda’s wall: Get on with it, won’t you? You’re in your fifty-first year, and time is getting on.

Well, then. Late winter, bad weather. As good a beginning as any. Get on with it, Thomas Hart.




The Lowlands Ghost

THOMAS HART, ESSEX CHRONICLE, 31 OCTOBER 1996

Since it’s Halloween, and the wall between the worlds of the living and the dead has got a hole in it, this night is as good as any to confess: I don’t believe in ghosts, but I am afraid of them.

Humor me, my old friends! The fear arrived like this: when I was eleven, a friend of mine was absent from school for days, and it was said he’d gone mad because he’d seen the Lowlands ghost. I’d never heard of this ghost, and so listened with disbelief to stories of a gaunt and terrible lady who looked up at the sky with a neck that looked half-broken, and cursed those who saw her to be lonely and unloved, so that the workmen who’d seen her hanged themselves, and nobody cut them down; and children who saw her were thrown out by their parents to starve in the streets.

But there was a plan. My friends were going to break into Lowlands House on Halloween and wait for the ghost. Did I want to come, too, and meet on the steps at midnight? Here I was in a difficulty. My father was the pastor at Bethesda Chapel, and our theology had no room for haunting. But since I believed in God I also believed in his adversary, and it struck me there was no ghost at Lowlands, but perhaps a demon. Here was a test of faith for which an early Christian martyr would give his right arm! All right, I said: I’ll go.

So on the night of Halloween I crept out of the house and set off for Lowlands Park. There was no color in the world that night, only a kind of shining gray; and when I came to Lowlands House it seemed to me it was sinking in the grass, and that the boards on the windows were like the coins they put on the eyes of the dead. Then I waited and waited for the other boys, but nobody ever came.

I’d never been lonely before and have rarely been lonely since, but felt that night I was the only living thing in the world. When I called for my friends, nobody answered; when I tried to pray, I couldn’t remember how. Then my heart turned and slammed, because I saw a light drifting back and forth in the upper rooms, as if someone was gliding on a kind of trolley past one window and then another, and passing through walls. Stupidly I began to walk toward the moving light without knowing why I did it, until my foot caught in a tree root, and I fell. The house disappeared from view as if it had finally sunk. Everything was quiet. The owls were gone. It occurred to me that every living thing in Essex, even the worms, was leaving me in disgust. An enormous tiredness came over me, and I turned my face into the mud and waited for the demon, or the ghost, or God—but there was only nothing after nothing.

At dawn a woman out walking her dog found me, and took me home with a cough that kept me from school for days, and prevented my parents from punishing me as they might have done. During my illness, I found that whenever I looked up I could see an old photo hanging at the head of the stairs. The photo showed a woman standing by the wall of Lowlands Park, and in certain lights it seemed that she turned and looked at me out of a featureless face in which there were no eyes.

As I say: I didn’t believe in ghosts then, and I don’t believe in them now; but I’d always call for my mother, and ask her to close the door.




The following Sunday, James Bower waited at the lights on London Road. The dissatisfaction that had dogged him all his life was amplified by the monotony of the day, and he was struck by the sensation that he’d always been waiting for events that never came. Then guilt arrived: he had a house mortgaged at a competitive rate of interest; a wife whose company he still enjoyed, and children of whom he was fond: what more could a man of fifty ask? But his watch ticked, and each tick portioned off an hour, and everything in view represented his failure to have lived the life he’d expected of himself. And would the lights never change—would he never be on his way? Sighing, he wound the window down, and music came over the lip of the glass: voices, an instrument of some kind—a melody he knew and couldn’t place, departing the open doors of an austere gray building set behind iron railings, and flanked by the wall to Lowlands Park. James Bower regarded this building with surprise, as if it had been struck up at that moment with the instrument and singers. Its pale bricks had a pearly look, its narrow windows glistered; the music paused, and James saw a man come quickly through the gate. He was tall and wore a tweed coat with a collar raised against anticipated winds; he carried a leather satchel, and seemed an object set down in a place where it didn’t belong. When he arrived at the chapel threshold, he paused and twice turned irresolutely toward the gate and back again. Then he stooped for a moment to examine the painted green door, patted it twice as if satisfied with it and with himself, and went in.

Then James Bower, startled by the changing lights and by impatient drivers at the rear, shook off the brief enchantment, departed Bethesda, and thought no more of it for days.

Thomas Hart, who’d come home that afternoon from London on the train, latched Bethesda’s gate. The planisphere was in his pocket, and there were binoculars in his bag: five hundred words, he thought, resigned to the task, and six if the night is clear. He heard the congregation singing, “It is well, it is well with my soul,” and the sound caused him to turn back twice to the gate, as if he’d left his own soul on the pavement. Then he went resolutely to the door and inspected it: a little stain between the painted boards perhaps, but no remnant of the meaningless symbol, no shadow unlatching from behind the green bay tree. He tapped the door twice. He went in.

Bethesda on the evening of the Lord’s Day, and clouds receding over the roof: forty-seven members of the congregation on their feet with their souls in their mouths. The pews were hard and narrow, enclosed by high sides against which it was possible to lean when the sermon was long. Strips of brown carpet had been nailed down the aisles between the pews; the floorboards were pine. The walls were of a green so pale it couldn’t be detected in certain lights, and in all seasons were cold to the touch: by the close of the service the worshippers’ breath would run down like alcohol made in a still. Gas lamps fixed high on the wall could no longer be lit, since their pipes had been severed; their green glass shades had the look of tulips past their best. Light came instead from narrow tapered windows and opaque globes of milky glass hanging overhead like ten halted moons. The pulpit, raised against the chapel’s farthest wall, also had the look of a tulip blooming on a broad oak stem, and directly beneath it, always under the eye of the preacher, the communion table rested on the carpeted stage and issued its instruction: THIS DO IN REMEMBRANCE OF ME. The preacher in the pulpit, gazing ahead, would see Bethesda’s gallery, held up on the opposite wall by painted iron pillars; this gallery was painted white, and a clock like the clock in a railway station hung there. A woman with a feather nodding in her hat was playing the old harmonium, which had once been found floating in the chapel in 1952 at the time of the North Sea flood, when women on Canvey Island had draped their children over cottage doors to preserve them from the water (and so, said Thomas, the hymns puffed out on briny air).

Thomas, coming through the door, felt he’d walked into a dense illuminated cloud, through which the rest of the world was as faint and distant as a town across a valley. The congregation sat. Thomas sat with them, and looked not at the preacher, but at a black-haired girl seated beside a narrow window. She wore a drooping velvet hat, from which only a round chin protruded, and a shawl with tangled fringes falling over the raised back of her pew. Having heard the door admit the latecomer, she turned and acknowledged him, then looked scowling up at the railway clock and down again: You are late, Thomas Hart!

I am late, Grace Macaulay, it is true, he conveyed in a smiling nod, but I’m not sorry.

Grace Macaulay, then: seventeen, small and plump, with skin that went brown by the end of May. Her hair was black and oily, and had the hot consoling scent of an animal in summer. She disliked books, and was by nature a thief if she found a thing to be beautiful, but not hers. She didn’t know she couldn’t sing. She was inclined to be cross. She had the sudden wordless affection of a farmyard animal, and a habit of butting her small body like a lamb against Thomas, who loved and resented her as he imagined a father might love and resent a daughter. As the diligent congregation opened their Bibles and began the reading of the psalm, Thomas recalled first seeing her when she was six days old, with the petals of her skull not yet closed. That had been a cold fine day in 1980, and Thomas a man of thirty-three, unhappily seated in the pew where he was sometimes told his nature was an affront to God. That Sunday, he’d resolved, would be his last, and with gratitude he’d lock Bethesda’s gates behind him and seal up what remained of his faith, and go to flourish in London, godless and at liberty. But a man had come in, carrying a baby in a wicker basket: Ronald Macaulay, of all men in Bethesda the most pious and most stern, whose wife Rachel had died in giving birth. He wore a stunned expression, as if shown something he’d puzzle over for the rest of his life, and there was milky vomit on his lapel. Instinctively, and with the faith he never could shake off, Thomas had commended the grieving man to God, and at the end of the service had gone to say with truth and good manners how sorry he was for such a loss. Then—without pleasure, without interest—he’d looked into the basket. There she was, Grace Macaulay, black-haired and ugly with fur at the tips of her ears. Her eyes with their newborn luster of oil on water had roved about the strangers’ faces without interest, then lighted on Thomas and looked with sudden focus on him. “Oh!” he’d said—a man of thirty-three, he was, who liked children no more and no less than any other human being, which is to say according to their merits—“Oh!” he’d said, and “There you are!” She existed. She had not existed, and then she had, summoned out of whatever matter her consciousness had been made, and had stuck her small bare foot in his door. It was disastrous. There was a pain in his heart, as if it had acquired a new chamber to contain her, and so all his life he’d be carting her about. Then the infant had begun to howl with the indignant rage of a creature that had never asked to be born, and Thomas was fixed in place by duty toward a love he’d never sought and could not explain.

Now the congregation turned to their Bibles with the sound of wind passing over the pages, and there was the reading of a psalm. The planisphere pricked Thomas, and he took it out and put it with his Bible: Andromeda, it said. Perseus. The blue was remarkable against the Bible’s thin black type. “I will lift up mine eyes to the hills,” the pastor said, and Thomas lifted his own eyes to the vaulted ceiling, from which white flakes of paint sometimes drifted canting down. “Almighty God,” the pastor said, “our heavenly Father”—Thomas turned and turned the planisphere, and the brass pin shone like the Pole Star.

Then the preacher said “Amen,” and at that moment Bethesda’s holy air was moved by the sound of broken glass. Something had come in from the world and struck the window where Grace Macaulay sat. Fragments of glass winked on the carpet. A golf ball rolled among them and butted up against a pew. Half the congregation, signaling devotion to their prayers, would not open their eyes; half looked at the girl in the velvet hat who now stood with her Bible in her left hand, exploring a cut on her neck with her right. Through the breach came noises: wind disturbing the bay tree, traffic going on to Aldleigh and all its worldly pursuits. Into this a single syllable arrived, and the effect was of a drop of ink spilled on a laundered tablecloth: “Shit!” The pastor grasped his lectern and repeated his amen. “Shit,” came the voice again, with a despairing cadence; and Grace, standing with her thumb to a thin stream of blood, looked expectantly at the door, as if reminded of an appointment she’d failed to keep.

“I was glad when they said unto me,” said the pastor with his rare dry wit, “let us go to the house of the Lord.” Then the inner door was thrown back and Thomas saw a boy come in. He wore a green coat, and his hair was cut to glinting stubble. Astounded by the faces of the congregation, he said, “Oh God”; and since that name had never been said aloud under Bethesda’s roof with anything but reverence, the atmosphere broke as the window had broken. Attending to the change of air, the boy spoke quietly: “Sorry,” he said, “lost my ball,” and mimed the twisting, upward motion of a golfer’s swing. Grace, inducing blood from her cut, said, “It’s over there.” Abruptly it struck her that despite her lesser sex she’d spoken aloud during a chapel service. Scowling, she sat.

The boy came up the aisle. He looked about with the peering, intent gaze of the shortsighted; his eyes were thickly fringed with remarkable dark lashes. Water ran down the sleeves of his coat and dripped on the carpet, and his trainers had green laces. The pastor looked helplessly down at his congregation. The boy quickly reached for the ball in the broken glass, and met Grace’s eye as he stood. The brim of her hat made the upper part of her face dim; the weak chapel light struck her plump white chin and the bloody thumb at her neck. The trespasser gave her a kindly nod that struck off the pews, and the harmonium, and the wet green walls; then he tossed the ball from hand to hand, and left the chapel.

The door went quietly into the wall, and “Shall we sing?” the pastor said. The grateful congregation rose, and lifted Thomas with it. He sang; he saw Grace look back to the chapel doors with a watchful, hopeful frown, and was uneasy. It seemed to him that the earth had halted its ordinary turning, and began again tilted a little farther on its axis.

With the service ended, and the rain gone east to Aldwinter and Walton-on-the-Naze, the pastor and Ronald Macaulay surveyed the breached window. What a pity it was, they said, and what a sad thing to hear the name of God abused so casually; and would a square of cardboard make do for a mend, until a glazier could do his work? Grace Macaulay, hoping for a scar, showed Thomas the little cut. “Who was that boy,” she said, “and why did he come in?”

“It was only an accident. He won’t come back.”

“But if God makes everything happen, then everything happens on purpose, and it wasn’t an accident. So why did he come in?”

“If I knew the mind of God, I’d have better things to do than talk to children.” He pulled at the fringe of her shawl; no harm meant, none done.

“What is that, Thomas?” she said, noting the planisphere as he put it in his pocket. “Is it a clock?”

“It’s a way of finding the stars.”

“The stars don’t need finding. You go out and look up and there they always are.”

“I suppose so,” said Thomas. “But do you ever look up? I don’t. Besides: there rivers always are, but you might still need a map to find them.” He showed her the planisphere, and turned the leather disk. “Aldebaran,” she said. “Pollux. Am I saying it right?”

“I don’t know, but I doubt it. Now give it back: I’m off to Lowlands Park to find my way through stars,” said Thomas, “and if the moon comes up, I suppose I’d better take a look.” He clasped her shoulder and shook her a little roughly, as if she were a pet. “Sleep well,” he said, “you wretched child. Now look. Your father’s calling, and they’re turning out the lights.”

Behind the chapel was a steeply sloping lawn, where Grace as a child had played alone. This lawn was boundaried by a line of silver birches that screened the chapel from the world as a curtain screens a patient dying on a ward, and beyond the silver birches lay the five hundred acres of Lowlands Park. It was by that time gone halfway to ruin, and the careful planting of its oaks and limes gave the impression of an exhausted battalion marching on the house. The lawns were left largely untended, and stems of mullein and cow parsley dead since the end of summer rattled when the wind picked up. Immense formal beds had sunk and spread and become indistinguishable from the lawn, though occasionally a valiant plant seeding itself down through the generations bloomed in high summer. There was a lake left to silt up and become shallow; it was hedged by reeds and plagued all summer by midges dancing with terminal glee. Sometimes in good weather the lawns died back and the earth cracked, and it was possible to make out the remnants of a brick path going aimlessly down to the lake, the bricks marked here and there with stars.

Lowlands House, which listed on a shallow promontory at the end of the vanished path, was—at certain times, on certain days—a lovely place. The white facade responded to the Essex light, seeming sometimes pink as flesh, and in stormy weather gray as Bethesda’s brick. Once it had been one of the great houses of Essex: not remarkable (sniffed Pevsner), but designed and constructed with all the terraces and Doric columns the fashion of the day could ask. When the family money had been dwindled down by venality and bad advice, and the sinking Essex clay had caused subsidence that cracked the plaster audibly at night, the last of the family line had staked the house he despised on a horse, and lost it to a man who never once crossed the threshold and soon forgot he owned it. So Lowlands quickly became disconsolate and damp, and was bought in due course by a wool merchant named John Bell. With his care and bright new money it had briefly flourished: it was Bell who’d laid the starry path and dug out the lake, and commissioned a statue of a woman to stand forever looking over the water (though some tragedy to which Thomas had never paid attention had put an end to all that, and quickly the rose garden choked on its own thorns, and the statue hurled herself into the lake).

A childish bad temper settled on Thomas. This was the effect of the chapel, and the broken window, and of Nick Carleton’s impertinence: what business of his was a comet? What had the moon to do with him? It waxed and waned, and that was all he knew, and all he needed to know. His head ached. He walked on. It was getting dark. The dense stands of oak thinned into solitary sentinels as the lawn rose faintly to the house. Overhead, streaks of high clouds split and showed clear inky reaches not yet marked by stars. Somewhere, no doubt: the unreliable moon. He walked on, fetching the planisphere and notebook out of his pocket, and diligently recording the date and time. From this vantage, he could make out the pale house drifting down its shallow promontory, and steps descending to a wire fence that kept nobody out. Doric columns flanked oak doors surmounted by a shield of heraldry and secured by steel plates. The windows were blinded by boards that split and buckled in bad weather, so that trespassers beyond the boundary fence could sometimes make out the fireplace in the hall, and pale frescoes half-obscured by obscene and amatory graffiti. Meanwhile the ornamental lake was ceding to the Essex clay, and drowned the stone woman in silt.

Thomas walked on. The cloud thinned over a rising moon. Mist pooled in the hollows between the oaks. There was no wind. “Where are you,” said Thomas, “where did you go?”—seeking out his old companion in the windows, inclined to persuade himself a light moved behind the splitting boards. Naturally: nothing. He shrugged; he turned to the sky. From east to west it was a featureless dark canopy, save for a pale place where the low cloud, startled by the rising moon, was dispersing into shining fragments. It seemed to Thomas he was looking up into a sea in which a silver shoal of herring swam; and after a time, when the cloud was gone, he raised his binoculars, and looked again.




First Light

THOMAS HART, ESSEX CHRONICLE, 24 FEBRUARY 1997

Dear reader, you have on your hands an altered man. This is the editor’s fault, because he sent me to look at the moon.

But Thomas, you’re thinking, have you never seen the moon before? Well, of course—I know its habit of pitching up at two in the afternoon, or tilting back like a rocking chair, but never found it any more interesting than any other thing. So I set off for Lowlands Park last Sunday without hope, and in a temper. There’d been rain that day, and there were no birds, no stars, and no moon: it was obviously all a waste of time, and my shoes were being ruined by the mud.

I was busily employed in cursing my editor when I realized that in fact the night had begun to clear, and that my temper was clearing with it. Stars had come out without my noticing, and there was an immense radiant place just above Lowlands where the moon was concealed by the last of the clouds. Then the wind took the clouds, and the moon came out; so for the first time in my life I gave the moon my full attention. First, I saw a melancholy face looking down at me, and was half-inclined to wave. But I was not, after all, a child, and really it looked to me like a greasy white plate, and I was tempted to shrug, and get back to my books. Then I remembered I had binoculars with me, and for a while fumbled with the focus wheel, at first seeing nothing but a shining blot. I swore. My feet were wet. I tried again; the blot dwindled down, and the moon came fully into view. The flat melancholy face had gone, and in its place was an astonishing and terrible thing bellying out of the sky. The more I looked, the larger it became. You mustn’t think it came down to meet me—it was a question of flight! I saw nearby the lip of craters lit by the sun, and shadows falling behind them; I saw vast dark plains and places so bright you’d think they’d turned the lights on for my benefit. Toward the rim, where the hour hand on a clock stands at half past four, I saw a shining center out of which radiated lines too straight to have been made by chance—it is a city, I thought, and all roads lead to it!

A man in a red velvet coat was walking nearby and laughed at me, because I was saying, “Who are you? Who are you, up there?” I wanted to know who traveled on those roads, and in what vehicles—what was the name of the celestial city, and what were the laws and regulations of their principalities and powers? Were our sins their virtues, and their virtues our sins? What were the intervals of their music, and what did they eat in bad weather?

I put the binoculars down. I was bewildered and amazed: there was mud in the tread of my shoes, and lunar dust in the pockets of my coat. I saw the man in the red coat shaking his head and heading for town; I heard a woman calling in her dog, and music thudding from a car on London Road. But all that seemed as remote as foreign customs in foreign lands. What on earth did it have to do with me? I had become a citizen of the empire of the moon.




Nick Carleton, reading this dispatch from the shore of the Sea of Tranquility, looked up at Thomas Hart.

“Do you like it? Will it do?”

“I do,” said the editor, truthfully, “but it’s very strange.”

“Ah, well,” said Thomas, and left it at that.

“My father told me,” said Carleton, “that when a telescope is used for the first time, whatever the astronomer sees that night is called the ‘first light.’ You’re like a telescope yourself, Thomas: we took the lens cap off, and this is your first light. Well, then! We have a title.” He was pleased with this; but when he looked for the other man’s responding pleasure saw he was looking out between the slatted blinds. Half past three in the afternoon, but all the same: the moon.

Several cold days went by. Thomas roamed at night with the litter and drinkers and foxes, consulting the planisphere by streetlight. Overcast nights were a personal affront; his neck ached with all the looking. The scattered stars assembled themselves. He had the wonderlust. The moon waned: lights out in the great city, calm on the dry black seas. He consulted books on physics and astronomy, and when he understood Kepler’s laws was brought almost to tears by such exacting beauty. I am superterrestrial, he thought, and passed untouched through crowds on Aldleigh High Street with the waters of his body drawn up by the moon with the tides.

From the last night of February, Comet Hale-Bopp could not be ignored. It came as a chalk smudge of light, and bright as a star of the second magnitude, so that men and women generally indifferent to the stars were compelled beyond the limit of their interest, and wondered what it was, and why it didn’t move. In the Colchester barracks, bragging squaddies drunk on valor saw it, and argued over the cause; a girl coming out of the Jackdaw and Crow in tears over a broken shoe saw it, and tried to describe it, and couldn’t. (The vagrant in the red coat saw it from the steps of the war memorial, but all day he’d been diligently drinking, so all the stars had tails.)

Ronald Macaulay saw it, and said to himself that the heavens declared the glory of God, but admitted that of that glory he felt nothing. Anne Macaulay saw it, standing at the kitchen sink. Grace Macaulay saw it, and shrugged. She was taking off her clothes. It was her habit to examine herself every evening by lamplight, as if her body were a bit of clay being worked on against her will. The hair between her legs was reddish; she thought this odd and beautiful. There was a spot on her shoulder she couldn’t reach, and a splay of violet lines fading over hips that had broadened shockingly the year before. Her breasts and stomach were round, and she set her feet on the ground like an animal refusing to budge; muscles were visible in her arms and thighs. She hadn’t grown an inch since she was twelve. There was a steep inward curve to the small of her back; there was a birthmark on her upper arm, and a quickly healing cut on her neck. She touched it, and wished it were worse. Her hands were small, and her nails bitten short. In this light she found herself erotic, and wondered if this was a form of desire that constituted a sin. Then she wondered if the boy who’d broken the chapel window would also find her erotic, and winced as her conscience pricked. She got into bed. In the front garden a silver birch stood between her window and the streetlight, and its shadow flinched against the wall. She prayed sincerely, and slept.

Thomas Hart, seeing the comet as he came home from work, felt he’d been waiting for it all his life: “Look,” he said, grasping the sleeve of a stranger, “look at that! It is circumpolar,” he said, “it will never set.” (The stranger shook him off and went home with his hangover.) Later that evening it struck Thomas there was something he ought to have been doing, and remembered what it was, and did it:

Dear Mr. Bower,

I hope you’re well. I’m sorry it has taken me this long to reply to your kind letter, which did indeed interest me. I am not so old that I’m unmoved by the prospect of solving the problem of the Lowlands ghost! If you can forgive my bad manners, and would still like to speak to the Chronicle about your research into Lowlands, I would be pleased to visit and see what you’ve found. I will come this Friday, if I may, at about eleven.

Yours sincerely,

THOMAS HART




Signs and Wonders

THOMAS HART, ESSEX CHRONICLE, 21 MARCH 1997

Well: have you seen it yet? We have a visitor. Look northwest after dusk in good weather, and you’ll find it: Comet Hale-Bopp, tearing out of space and headed for the sun.

I imagine it brings trouble. In 1910, for example, people in the United States bought gas masks and sealed up their keyholes with lumps of soap and wax, believing Halley’s Comet would release clouds of deadly cyanogen gas. In Haiti and Texas it was possible to buy anti-comet pills, and in Washington State a shepherd nailed himself hand and foot to a wooden cross and begged the authorities to leave him there. That same year in Essex, two wealthy sisters locked themselves in the attic and set themselves on fire, and were buried the following week in the same grave; and in London a pastor preached for twenty hours without pausing before collapsing in the street (his last words were said to have been “flee from the wrath to come”). In the end, Halley reached its perihelion without causing any greater harm than terror (though some said it had been possible to smell something like burning vegetables, and marsh gas).

Comets have always caused a bit of a stir—in 1456, Pope Callixtus III excommunicated Halley as an “instrument of the devil,” and in 1835 it was said to have caused a devastating fire in New York. Naturally ours is an age of reason, and that’s a fine thing—but the arrival of Comet Hale-Bopp has shown our pleasure in fear isn’t as diminished as we’d like to think. I’ve heard of a group in California who see in the comet’s wake a “dark companion” they believe to be a spaceship; and this week alone the Chronicle has received three letters from people believing Hale-Bopp is the Star of Bethlehem, signaling the arrival of a new Messiah, or possibly the return of the old one.

And though it seems to me little more than a blurred star, I sometimes look up and remember a Bible phrase that frightened me when I was young: that in the last days there would be wars, and rumors of wars. You see how easily we’re fooled by a new light! And in fact Hale-Bopp will reach its perihelion on April Fools’ Day, which I suppose is fitting—but I think on the whole I’d rather be prone to being fooled than be too wise a man for wonder.




Friday, about eleven, and March going out like a lamb: Aldleigh lively under drifts of cherry blossom that blotted the steps of the old town hall and caused women in high heels to slip. Here Aldleigh Museum kept its stores of coins and mosaics retrieved from new roads and housing estates in the nick of time, together with its dancing bear stuffed and chained at the foot of the stairs, and its single mummified Egyptian cat which (so children claimed) could be smelled through panes of glass. Students from Colchester and Cambridge came now and then to examine its library and its manuscripts pertaining to witch trials, saffron, Blackwater serpents, and the growth and manufacture of thatch; and meanwhile a model of Boudicca, her hard breasts bare, drove her chariot forever across a carpet stained with gum.

James Bower’s office was cold, and could never be lit beyond permanent dusk. The windows rattled when an east wind blew, and if on certain days he was charmed by the paneled walls, and by the Essex coat of arms above the door, now he sighed over the tedium of his work. I’ve been bored all my life, he thought, and now I am fifty: everything is behind me, and nothing is ahead. The clock ticked. He watched it. It was about eleven, and there were voices in the hall. This, he supposed, was Thomas Hart, whose letter and columns suggested a man who shed dust as he walked. James stood. He straightened the papers on his desk. Now there was a deep voice, accentless and precise. “Thank you,” it said. “Should I wait here?”

“No need,” said James, coming through the door. “Thomas Hart, I presume? In here, and we’ll have tea, or coffee if you prefer.” Dust drifted in the narrow hall, and briefly it seemed the morning guest, indistinct and featureless, was at that moment being formed out of a swirling mass of particles. Then he came into the clarifying light, and James was brought up hard against a memory. “Oh!” he said, fumbling his good manners, and frowning at the visitor with startled recognition. What was he, or what had he been? An old schoolfriend perhaps, but for the life of him—“Come in,” he said, “and sit down.”

With graceful deliberation Thomas Hart took off his coat, and James Bower understood it was not the features that were familiar, but the atmosphere attending the man. He wore a tie, and the line of a folded handkerchief showed above the breast pocket of his jacket: the effect was to give James the impression that his own shirt and jeans were in some way offensive. It would have been unkind and untrue to say he was a strange man; but all the same he conveyed the impression he belonged elsewhere.

“I hope you’ll forgive my delay in replying, Mr. Bower,” said Thomas Hart. “I’ve had the moon on my hands, you see.”

“Please,” said the other man, bewildered by the formality, “call me James.”

“Ah yes: force of habit. James, then.” He took out a notebook; he opened it on his knee. James began to hear a thin melody, as plainly as if coming through the broken window frame. “Oh!” he said again. That was it, he thought, that was it: the pearly gray brick, the solitary man—It is well, it is well with my soul!

“So then, James: you’ve found some documents relating to Lowlands House? I love the old place,” he said with charming sorrow, “and hate to see it sink so low.” (James wouldn’t have been surprised if he had said: I was there when it was built, and saw the last tile set on the roof.)

A silent woman brought tea in green cups on a green tin tray, and left.

“I could let you in,” said James. “I have the keys.” He was startled by a desire to interest this man. “I visit often of course, and never did believe in the ghost, but these days find myself listening for footsteps—you’re making notes?”

“I write everything down,” said Thomas, with the suggestion of an apology. “It is how I make sense of things.” Then he became professional, brisk; if there were footsteps at Lowlands he was evidently resolved not to hear them. “Now,” he said, leaning faintly forward, “about these documents?”

James willingly followed Thomas from the supernatural to the ordinary, and opened a file. “What do you know,” he said, “about Maria Văduva?”

“Nothing,” said Thomas. “In fact, I’ve never heard the name.”

“She was the wife of John Bell, who owned Lowlands until his death in 1889, and we’ve never known anything more about her: it’s as if she’s been cut out of time. We have records of their marriage, but not of her death; we have no portraits of her anywhere, and when the house and contents were sold none of her possessions were listed in the inventory. We only know that in 1887 John Bell commissioned a statue of her to stand by the lake—look, we have a photo—but soon after this she disappeared, and now the statue has gone, too.”

“I see.” Thomas examined the image of a stone woman stuck on the verges of the lake. Black moss stained her skirts, and something was falling from her right hand. “I suppose she’s in the water now,” he said. “What is she holding?”

“I have always thought,” said James, “it looked like a shotgun—don’t you want your tea? I don’t blame you.”

Thomas looked at the cup he’d put down, and moved it farther away. “You’ve told me what you don’t know,” he said, “but I understood you wanted to show me something you do know?”

James, puzzled by his desire to impress and excite this visitor beyond the ordinary professional interest, reached again for his file. “We’ve been taking up the carpets,” he said, “in the east wing. The floorboards are lifting up with damp, there’s all kinds down there—a silver fork, a lens from a pair of glasses, bits of old clothing—and also, shoved down between the boards as if deliberately, we found these.” He handed the other man a square of foxed and buckled paper, together with a larger document.

Thomas took the document and raised it to the window. Daylight seeped through seams where it was unfolded. It was a long letter, in a looping exuberant scrawl: “. . . beloved inhabitant,” he read aloud. “. . . Foolish Street . . .” Briefly defeated by the ink, he frowned more deeply still. “though truly it seems to me that I am a static object, changeless as the noble gases, condemned only to observe and never to move . . . She goes on at length,” said Thomas. “I see it was never sent.”

“Not finished, and never sent. But dated, as you see, and the name is clear: Maria Văduva, writing at Lowlands on the twenty-second of May 1887.”

Thomas put the letter down and considered it. “So then,” he said, “certain facts can be deduced. Firstly, that her name was Maria Văduva, which is certainly not English. Secondly, that she was remarkable enough to have justified a statue, in which she may possibly have been holding a weapon. Thirdly, that she was alive and resident in Lowlands at this date. Fourthly, that she had at least one friend, to whom she sometimes wrote. It is very strange,” he said, with a direct assessing look at James, “that so little is left of her. This letter is long. I suppose there’s more information here?”

“I’ve made copies,” said James. “You can take one home and read it.”

“Thank you.”

“Anything,” said James, becoming magnanimous, “for the Essex Chronicle. And then, you see, we have this.” This: a smaller sheet of paper, folded once, and showing an inked circle drawn with a schoolboy’s exactitude. Within this circle, there was a kind of scribbled blot. Thomas surveyed it. It was without form, and void: no sense could be made of it. “You almost feel,” he said, “that if you touch it your finger would sink through the paper and be lost in it. But this is signed, too: ‘Maria Văduva, M42, 1887.’ M42.” He shook his head. “As if she means to indicate March, or May; only no month has forty-two days.”

“Perhaps,” said James. “But really it might mean nothing at all.” Currents of air in the dim roof shifted and brought down dust.

“Well, perhaps she was mad, and was shut away for it.”

“Any of us might go mad at any time,” said James.

“We might,” said Thomas, “I suppose.” And there was the suggestion that he at any rate was a man beyond the reach of insanity.

“One last thing,” said James. “This had fallen behind a window seat. So now we have an image










OEBPS/images/9780063352636_Cover.jpg
INTERNATIONALLY
BESTSELLING
AUTHOR OF

THE ESSEX
SERPENT





OEBPS/text/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Title Page



		Dedication



		Epigraph



		Contents



		Part One: 1997: The Law of Ellipses



		Part Two: 2008: The Law of Equal Areas in Equal Time



		Part Three: 2017: The Law of Harmonies



		Perihelion





		Acknowledgments



		Reading Group Guide



		About the Author



		Praise for Enlightenment



		Also by Sarah Perry



		Copyright



		About the Publisher















Guide





		Cover



		Contents



		Part One: 1997: The Law of Ellipses




















		v



		vi



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		308



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314



		315



		316



		317



		318



		319



		320



		321



		322



		323



		324



		325



		326



		327



		328



		329



		330



		331



		332



		333



		334



		335



		336



		337



		338



		339



		340



		341



		342



		343



		344



		345



		346



		347



		348



		349



		350



		351



		352



		353



		354



		355



		356



		357



		358



		359



		360



		361



		362



		363



		364



		365



		366



		367



		368



		369



		370



		371



		372



		373



		374



		375



		376



		377



		378



		i



		ii



		iii



		iv














OEBPS/images/f001-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/tit.jpg
Enlightcnmcnt
A Novel

SARAH PERRY

=

MARINER BOOKS
New York Boston





