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'History does not make moral judgments: history records events, conjectures on their causes and traces their consequences. In history there is neither good nor evil, right nor wrong. Things simply happened. That is all that concerns us.' Frieda G. (UNESCO Contemporary History Lectures. Series 2.)

Railway stations make Henry nervous. Having been nudged into petty thieving by awkward circumstance, he is aware that he is about to commit a crime and feels compassion for the person he is about to rob. Not being naturally vindictive he lacks the necessary ruthlessness. Henry has charitably decided that this is why he so often gets caught, and this knowledge lifts him above his fellow petty criminals.

'...Soper, for instance... he has become a bogeyman. So too did Napoleon and Hitler. Yet look at the good that came from them. After Napoleon came the "Grand Alliance"; and then Bismarck came along to upset that balance of power, which led to the First World War. That gave birth to the League of Nations. After Hitler came the United Nations - a forum that Soper forced us to arm in order that we avoid a nuclear or biological holocaust. Because of Soper we now have a federal world, a global constitution. Malnutrition will shortly be a thing of the past. Nuclear and biological disaster is no longer a debilitating anxiety. Equality is at last a true and a real thing. Soper slaughtered millions of people; and we have now rid the world of Soper. But the world today is a better place for Soper having existed.

I give you a theory - We need madmen like Napoleon, Hitler, Stalin and Soper to teach us values...' Frieda G. (UNESCO Contemporary History Lectures. Series 2.)

Here on this platform they had placed one group of ten - always numerically exact - in front of each steel-lined wagon. Each group of ten was guarded by one Special. Each Special had an M1S. Each M1S had a silencer. With as much noise as a horse farting, as porridge boiling, each M1S sprayed each group of ten with soft-headed bullets. Each of the wagon doors were closed and the bodies were taken to the processors. 

Word came through to the Camps. Henry went in fear of being transported by train. 

"But surely," the Blues prosecutor asked a Special's Captain, "some of them must have screamed?" The prosecutor was trying to indict the people who had lived nearby, and who had claimed to have heard nothing. 

"No," the Captain shrugged, "They seemed to be expecting it."

'In the Boer War they were christened Concentration camps. Hitler kept the name. Stalin called them Labour camps. The British renamed them Internment camps. The Israelis referred to theirs as Refugee camps. Elsewhere they were known as Transit, Displacement, Detainee, Re-education, Migrant, etcetera. Their fences were all topped with barbed wire. By the time Soper arrived there were no euphemisms left. They have become simply Camps.' Joseph Tsolke (Daily News. Tanzania.)

When Henry was released from his last Camp his skin was sagging like a deflated balloon on a wire frame. His hair had come out in combfuls. But he is plump again now, his hair a thick silver grey. 

A tweed hat covers his hair, slightly alters the shape of his smooth round face, might make it difficult for him to be readily identified. Leather gloves hide the tattoo on the back of his hand. 

Despite these precautions he expects to get caught.

The first two years after his release, when not in hospital, Henry was in the courts identifying Specials. His memory is true to Specials' faces. But, though he can remember his every keeper, his fellow inmates - alive and dead - blur into a scrawny grubby mass. (It is some years now, his growing criminal record casting doubt upon his testimony, since he has been called as a witness. The trials too are a fewer.)

'Name: Bethune. Henry Kevin. 

 Age
: 35 

 Height: 168 

 Weight: 74.4 

 Eyes: Grey 

 Hair: Grey 

 Complexion: Ruddy 

 Distinguishing Features: Tattoo on back of right hand - numbers - 5807656 

 Convictions: Shoplifting x 2. Breaking & Entering x 4. Aggravated robbery x 2. Armed robbery x 1. 

 Sentences: 2 years probation. 6 months suspended sentence. 6 months. 1 year. 18 months. 18 months. 18 months. 

 Remarks: Ex-Salisbury. Unable to adjust. Loner. Recidivist.'

The train about to arrive is an express, will have stopped at mainline stations only. Tickets will have been collected before arrival. In the confusion of disembarkation Henry hopes to snatch a handbag (aggravated robbery), lift a wallet (daylight robbery). He waits at the far end of the platform in order that he can walk with the alighting passengers towards the exits.

A young couple, their black labrador between them, sit on the bench under the clock. There used to be a poster on either side of the clock. (His official biographers remarked upon Soper's uncanny resemblance to Cromwell: although in France it was Marat, in Italy Garibaldi, in Germany Luther.)

A man with receding hair keeps pushing himself off his seat by the toilets to peep over the sill of the buffet window. At the far end, by the toilets, are two Blues. They have baggage with them, are off duty. None of the other men waiting here have the marks of the police about them - civilian clothes buttoned as correctly as a uniform.

People disfigured by weighty suitcases come through the arrivals arch, swing lopsidedly like hunchbacks to the ticket office.

Soon after the occupation the Blues ran free skin-grafting surgeries to remove the telltale tattoos. The lack of response surprised them.

'Keeping their stigmata to keep their grudge alive, we ex-detainees wear our tattoos as a continuing reproach to our fellow countrymen and women - our country's conscience at the end of our sleeves...' Mike Davidson. (Lest We Forget. Off-World Press.)

Henry does not blame his compatriots: he knows that he could too easily have been one of them, keeps his to remind himself that he is not.

Henry has been for one job since his parole. He expected refusal, tried to smooth the way for his own rejection. Still the prospective employer was embarrassed. Of course he was above such prejudices himself, but... No-one now has belonged to the Organisation; and Organisation members had anyway always been so reasonable, even when explaining death sentences, like salespersons using technicalities to placate disgruntled customers. 

"You wouldn't believe it was - what was it now? Twelve years ago - but you see it doesn't pay very much and we've got a few disabled heroes here. They freely speak their mind. You can take the job if you like. But I doubt you'll be happy here."

Soper's heroes are everywhere. (Except in jail.) Henry has worked beside them before... A side-glancing silence for several days; and then the names - collaborator, conchie, sponger - muttered softly at a distance at first; and becoming clearer, coming closer, coming louder with the absence of a denial, of an ingratiating excuse. Sometimes someone will intercede on his behalf, get labeled themselves. Usually, though, Henry hits his accusers with whatever is to hand, and is summarily sacked. Supporting the prejudice that Soper was right - all detainees were troublemakers.

Henry, however, bears them no real malice. They were caught up in it, they believed the propaganda, went to war, fought together. Henry knows that he too would have joined them had his father not been a cantankerous idealist. His father had opened his eyes - teenage grudgingly on Henry's part - had showed him the alternative truisms, had made him an outcast. Henry had not been allowed to give in, to give way, to go along unthinkingly with the rest. He hasn't consequently shared their innocent war experiences, can't name battles nor battalions. They were told, they believed that they were fighting for right; and like Henry they despised the privileged Specials, were as equally cynical of Soper's bootlicking heroes.

'Soper set out to "purify and strengthen" Europe, to rid it of its dross - welfare spongers, social benefit scroungers, the good-for-nothings, the slackers - in other words, the weakest. Soper's spartan philosophy, like Hitler's, had a genetic base: the sickly and the weak infect the strong...

Now it was a generally accepted myth in each of the European countries that the minority migrant workers formed the bulk of the so-called spongers. In Britain it was the Asians and the Blacks, in France the Algerians, in Germany the Turks, in Holland the Surinams and Chinese, in Denmark the Cypriots... All went to the Camps.'  Frieda G. (UNESCO Contemporary History Lectures. Series 2.)

The train lights glow yellow along the rails, free them a moment from their mundane steely grime.

The young couple under the clock stand. The black dog wags its thick tail. The man in the buffet drains his foam-streaked glass and starts for the door. The two Blues remain by their baggage. The train, with the contented rumble of a journey's end, slides along the edge of the platform.

In the carriages the passengers rise to their luggage, queue between the seats, lower windows to reach for outside door handles. Henry's head swivels as he pretends to be looking for someone. The couple with the dog wave. The man stands just outside the buffet door uncertainly searching the carriage windows. The train creeps slower and slower. Carriage doors open and bang. With a shudder, with a backward jerk, the train stops.

Henry starts walking the length of the train. People topple out, start hurrying their journey-stiff legs towards the Underground steps; or they begin the race around to the taxi rank on the far side. Henry steps into the throng.

A husband stands by his luggage waiting for his wife and family to descend. A pushchair is erected, a trolley sought. Henry is now by the clock. The last of the passengers are leaving the carriages. A plump woman shifts her handbag to her other, her further, hand. A lithe young woman hitches her shoulderbag further onto her shoulder. A blond man drops a suitcase onto the platform, dives back into the first class carriage. Henry picks up the suitcase, turns towards the entrance arch. The young blond man is in his compartment, is picking up his raincoat, his magazines. The case is heavy. The man from the buffet is staring uncomprehending  at Henry. Knowing that he has been seen Henry instinctively lengthens his stride. The man starts after him. A taxi is being paid off. The driver reaches across to his meter. Henry waves to him. The taxi driver sees him. Henry is at the taxi. The man is ten paces behind him.

Henry knows that he is again about to be caught, fatalistically awaits the grab from behind. Meanwhile he feels that he must play the game through to its absurd end. He opens the taxi door, 

"Gloucester Road please." The driver nods. Henry slides the suitcase onto the rubber-ribbed cab floor, climbs in behind it and closes the door.

The cab starts to pull away. The thinning man is stooping to peer into the cab. Through the archway Henry glimpses the blond man, magazines under his arm, strolling with a confident air along the platform, another suitcase in his hand.

As they rise up the long ramp to London's street level Henry glances behind. The man who followed him is reading the taxi's number plate, his moving lips memorizing it. He turns to a taxi just arriving.

Henry sits forward, slides aside the glass partition. They are approaching the roundabout under the flyover. 

"Sorry. I seem to have made a mistake." 

"What's that?" the taxi driver partly turns, suspicious as all taxi drivers. 

"I'd forgotten my friends have moved to Notting Hill. Would you mind?" 

"Whereabouts?" 

"On the junction going down to Westbourne Grove." 

1"I'm with you."

Henry slides the partition closed, looks behind as they swing into the roundabout. A taxi is following them. Henry's cab sways off the roundabout towards Notting Hill. The other taxi goes towards Edgeware Road. Henry flops back in the seat.

The suitcase looks like, he thinks smells like, genuine pigskin. Henry hopes there's something saleable in it. Leaning forward he tries the catch. Locked. He'll have to pick it open or he won't be able to sell it; and it might be the only thing worth selling.

He wonders why the blond man didn't notice his suitcase was missing. Henry decides that he must have lifted it down for someone else; and the other man must have followed him because he also wanted a taxi. Coincidence - usually it catches Henry - people coming home earlier than expected, the shop he was holding up raided on suspicion of black market trafficking; and the two burglaries which he had left successfully... Henry was convicted for two he didn't do but was unable to prove his innocence.

The taxi stops at the traffic lights outside Notting Hill tube. Henry reads the meter: he will have just enough for the bus fare and for some fish and chips. He considers diving out of the taxi and making a run for it; but the case will be too cumbersome. 

As the lights change Henry reaches to the partition, 

"Can you drop me by the pub there?"

Suitcase standing between his legs, Henry gives the driver the fare. His glove off he holds his palm upwards for the change, then gives the driver a tip. The driver thanks him. Henry wonders at his unpremeditated generosity. A group of loud men come crashing out of the pub, yell at the taxi. Pulling on his glove, Henry steps out of their way and towards an alley by the bus stop. The group want to go to Maida Vale. They pile into the back of the cab. A bus lumbers through the traffic lights. As it pulls into the stop the taxi draws away.

Glad that the taxi driver hasn't seen him still standing here, and at the same time superstitiously worried because everything is going so smoothly, Henry lifts the suitcase onto the bus. After paying his fare he is now a penny short for chips. The bus bangs along, racing back to the depot. The few other downstairs passengers are wrapped in themselves. The bus conductor has a tattoo across the back of his change-tarnished hand. Henry keeps his concealed in his glove, doesn't want the look of shameful fraternity to pass between them, maybe be recognized later. (Public corporations are forced to employ a percentage of detainees.)

Henry lugs the suitcase off the bus, trudges down the sidestreet to his bedsit. Knowing that he would have to return to crime, he took the bedsit when he was refused the job. Having once left the hostel Henry looked upon it as going through the motions. The parole office do not yet know his new address, won't like it when they find out he has moved back to 'his old haunts'.

A yellow light is on in the attic room. The other tall windows are in darkness. Henry's room is on the first floor facing front. 

His fingers are stiff from carrying the case. Having found which of the two unaccustomed keys fits the front door, trying not to bang the suitcase - though he can say he has just been to collect some more stuff from his last place - Henry creaks up the stairs. Most of the house's other inhabitants are young, are out for the evening. Henry sets the suitcase lightly on the floor and, using the other key, unlocks the door.

Swinging the case up to let it land flat on the bed Henry goes immediately to search through the pockets of the three suits in the wardrobe. With his parole money he always buys himself a complete new outfit - suit, shirts, shoes. After the baggy rancid rags of the Camps he likes compact laundered comfort encasing his skin. Cleanliness is now almost a compulsion.

Nothing in the pockets. Closing the bedsit door he crawls around the floor, peers under the bed, disturbs the fluff. A memory tells him that some change dropped out of his pockets last night when he took off his trousers. Or was that somewhere else, some other night? He lifts the edge of a crimson woolly mat around the basin's porcelain pedestal, grins at a ten pence piece.

Realizing that he still has his hat on - it having knocked against the basin - he chucks that on top of the case, looks into the mirror to pat his silver locks into place, then goes skipping down the stairs, down the front steps, and down the road to the fish-and-chip-pizza-kebab-hamburger-and-curry takeaway. Hunger was a permanent condition in the Camps: Henry is determined never to be hungry again, if he can help it. Jail has regular meals.

'In a machine age certain portions of what is called humanity are a surplus. They are an excess, a deadweight that the rest of us have to carry. They serve no purpose, consume our spare resources. They weaken us. We have to dispose of them to be strong.' Soper

Some pubescent boys and girls queue before Henry. On the opposite corner to the chip shop is a Blues post. The sentry looks bored and cold. Through the lighted window an officer sits writing at a desk by a red telephone. Another soldier, his tunic unbuttoned, stares down at the chip shop from an upstairs window. 

The boys and girls leave. The sentry gazes after the girls, forbidden to him by their parents. The boys form gangs to fight him. 

Henry feels sorry for this sentry in this unfriendly foreign country. Although, at times, even Henry finds himself resenting this omnipresent cosmopolitan army of occupation, when he would most likely be dead if it hadn't been for them. Maybe that's why he resents them - his saviours. Gratitude is unbecoming to a man who has been kicked all his life.

He hands over his correct change to the fat flushed woman behind the counter. Her oil-greasy gaze slides from the back of his hand to his face. Avoiding her fried egg eyes Henry vigorously rattles salt and then sloshes vinegar onto his hot chips. The sentry and the unbuttoned soldier in the upstairs window watch him leave the shop. The officer writes.

Henry eats the chips as he walks. His belly thanks him. Wiping his fingers on the paper, he drops it in the gutter. 

In his room he lathers and rinses his hands, twice. Once the smell of the chips has gone, patting his fingers dry, he studies the suitcase. The leather looks genuine, has that sticky feel to it too. A rarity these days: may be too hot to sell. But he has to eat tomorrow. He decides to spend an hour this evening on the locks and then, if no go, to force them, take a chance on some of the contents being saleable.

Pulling open his underclothes drawer he takes out his sewing needles. Selecting the longest he looks around for some means of bending it, uses the flat hinge on the wardrobe door. With the tip bent as far as it will go without breaking, he settles himself cross-legged onto the floor and aligns one of the suitcase locks at eye level. One bit clicks after five minutes: marvelous the education you receive in prison. The next takes twenty minutes.

Fifty eight minutes and two vinegar burps later he has one lock undone, the catch sprung. Grunting, straightening his grating knees, he bends back-aching to his feet. 

"Now. Let's see what you've got to offer." 

Lifting the unlocked corner of the lid he squeezes his hand inside, and removes a shirt. Good quality, but too small. Almost new too: he can smell the stiffener. A blazer without a badge. Again almost new; but too short for the blond man. Another shirt, a different size. Henry's hand touches some paper. Pamphlets: that was the weight.

Dejectedly he pulls out a bundle. Henry has about a thousand's worth of tenners in his hand. Not consecutive notes either. 

"Lucky dip." Henry shakes the bundle at himself. "Lucky dip!" He recklessly bends back the suitcase lid. Apart from a couple more odd size shirts the case is tidily packed with bundles of notes.

Thrusting the suitcase to the bottom of the bed, Henry turns and sits heavily beside it. This is too good to be true. Too dangerously good to be true. He runs his hand through his hair. He is frightened. 

Idly flipping through the bundles of crisp paper notes, dropping the bundles back into the case, picking up another bundle, Henry tells himself to think. Think! The blond man, the man from the buffet: it was an exchange. No, the buffet man didn't have a case. He was a courier then, was supposed to have been collecting it. Which is why he didn't challenge Henry - he was nervous, uncertain, probably hadn't done it before. But who was he collecting it for? Henry realizes that he is sweating. Counterfeit? Black marketeer? If so they'll know him, be on to him. No-one knows where he is. Won't take them long to find him.

Can't be them. The train came from Cornwall: the black market is a city province.

Something familiar about the two men: the blond one's casual public school arrogance, as if the world belonged to him, born to govern. The buffet man's nervousness, his hesitant fawning stoop.

"Yes Sir," Henry puts the respectful words into his mouth, 

"Yes Sir." Organisation funds. Somebody has to pay for their guns, their bombs. And those country bumpkins knew where the Camps were. Ignored them, even when every day they passed the small working party camps on the town outskirts: life was cheaper than diesel. Smalltown businessmen - officers in the Specials. This green and pleasant land, that's where the funds had come from.

Blacks coming here taking our jobs, dole scroungers, dissidents, we'll teach 'em. Fat, full of their own importance, demanding they be respected, tying the ankles of the imagined disrespectful and dragging them behind their cars through those small country towns. Driving out to the women's Camps; black girls, white girls; they weren't fussy when it came to fucking. All thin girls, all fat well-fed men. They hung the girls afterwards - for soiling their genetic purity - and to erase their own shame, disown their sperm, like old men's mucus running down the women's jittering legs, until it was covered by the deluge of the bursting bowels. The male inmates had been made to watch. One girl Henry saw hung could have been no more than ten.

'The circle, being feminine, was an almost perverse choice of symbol for Soper. The cross, the swastika, the Union Jack, being angular could be taken as an expression of the acolyte's masculinity. I always thought the hammer and sickle a very eclectic symbol - the feminine curve of the scythe, the straight masculine lines of the hammer. One can only suppose that Soper chose the circle because it was easy for his hoodlums to daub on walls.' Karl Oblomov. (Some Social Psychology Of Our Time. Kiev University Press.)

'His Specials decapitated him at his own request. The body was positively identified. The head has not yet been found. That head is important. It may very well no longer exist. But it could also, as easily, be pickled in some secret shrine. If it does exist then we need to find and destroy it. Because, while it is believed to still be in existence, it constitutes a danger. Has become a dangerous symbol. And the psychology of the people who follow Soper need a symbol. The fiery crosses of the KKK. The reversed swastika of the Nazis. Soper's circle. The head fits it, has become it. Soper still lives for some.' Superintendent Lee Han Shee. (File 16. UNIB.)

Europe's police forces still have many an ex-Special on their staff. Henry, when he was framed, was framed by an ex-Special. Henry knew it, couldn't prove it. Though he made a phone call. He also put the finger on one of his prison wardens; and that was seven years after the occupation.

Henry, sitting on the bed, knows that he must get away quick as he can. Henry also knows that if he goes now, walking  suitcase this time of night, the police are bound to snatch him. And now, as opposed to two hours or so ago, he doesn't want to be caught. He knows now that they will silence him. And the suitcase is a dead giveaway.

Taking his cheap plastic case from the top of the wardrobe, Henry transfers the notes to it, and packs his three suits on top. His underclothes and towels he stuffs around the sides. He checks the labels on the clothes that came with the pigskin case. None. He crams them in as well.

That case packed he decides to pick the other lock on the pigskin case. He does it in twenty minutes. Making sure that it is completely empty he takes it down the stairs, and slides it into the meter cupboard with the buckets and brushes. A stereo is playing in one of the ground floor rooms, covers his noise.

Henry sits back down upon his bed. This time he mustn't, he can't, get caught. The mentality is new to him. It hasn't mattered to him before - a weak grin at the arresting officer.

If he pays off the landlord he won't make a fuss. His hand has gone into his pocket. A moment's fright - no money! Then he remembers the suitcase full of notes. Taking twenty tenners out of his suitcase he rearranges the clothes, closes it. 

If he leaves too much the landlord will become suspicious: he props four tenners with the bedsit keys on the chest of drawers, wonders what to write. Must sound reasonable, divert the landlord's suspicions. 'Will not need room after all. Have gone back to wife. Hope this covers inconvenience.'

The house is settling into sleep. Henry is too excited; and sleep will make him vulnerable. He has to stay awake, alert. But if his light remains on it will be conspicuous. 

Switching the light off he goes to the window, parts the curtains, studies the street. No sign of anyone. The cars are all empty.

Henry fingers the fat wad of notes in his pocket, takes a deep breath and, smiling, sighs. He returns to the bed, lies with his hands behind his head, and waits impatiently for the dawn and the first rumblings of the rush hour.

'Time is empty: we have to fill it' Soper

'Little man throwing pebbles at eternity.'  Mike Davidson. (Lest We Forget. Off-World Press.)

