Gerald de Havilland had noticed the car right away, though he had been careful

not to show it. It was the kind of car you would notice – a Tatra T77 – a rare bird indeed,

from before the Second War, though this one looked brand new. And the men in it were

watching him, since there was no other reason for them to stay sitting there by the kerb,

with no-one getting in or out. The oddest thing was that he felt as if he had just wakened

up. If you had asked him what he was doing before the car arrived, he would have said

sitting having a cigar and a coffee over the crossword, but before that? It was as if there

was a bright light that prevented him from seeing any farther back. Still, he could worry

about that later. At that moment he needed to think about an escape route.

A glance up and down the street told him that way was hopeless – it was long and

wide with no turnings off it, and the only apparent refuge (a hotel with a blue-and-white

awning half-way down) was too far away to reach if they were intent on picking him up.

It would have to be the back, then. Experience told him that most places like this had a

service lane at the back for deliveries or putting out rubbish – he might reach it through

the kitchen, or else by the toilet, provided there was a window that wasn’t barred. Now

might be a good time to check that out.

He rose as casually as he could, leaving his hat on the table to show he meant to

return, but keeping the cigar. As he moved to the interior of the cafe, he heard an engine

rev and the sound of a car pulling away. No time for a reconnoitre, then, he thought. He

was just coming to the end of the counter when out stepped the proprietor, a big man with

drooping grey moustaches. It was neatly done – nothing overt, as if he had just that

moment decided to sweep the floor, and just happened to be holding the heavy handle of

the brush in a way that emphasised its potential as a weapon. The man coughed

apologetically, as if to say it was nothing personal, and indicated by his glance what de

Havilland had already guessed, that there was someone behind him.

John Ward, City of Desolation, adapted
The passengers sat around him. No one spoke; each seemed absorbed in his own

thoughts. The land behind them dwindled into invisibility. As they moved farther out to

sea, the wind shifted: it had been blowing from the back, from the land they were leaving;

now it came from ahead, and with it, as faint as distant music, came a delicate fragrance.

Jake’s heart was suddenly uplifted. He felt his face expanding in a smile. All around him,

people’s mood changed: they brightened, and smiled at one another; conversations began.

The tenor of them all was delighted surprise.

Quiet euphoria spread among them. Everyone was pleased and all were simply

glad to be there, to have come through to this point together. Someone took out a mouth

organ and began to play, a lilting tune that made you want to tap your feet. Jake stood up,

in a happy daze. Overhead, the sky was full of stars, brighter than any he had ever seen.

He strolled forward as far as he could go, and gazed ahead in the darkness.

He had been staring ahead for some time before he realised that something

strange was happening to the lights: the number of them was increasing, he was sure of it.

The short string of lights that had shown before seemed to have shifted, and now it was

lengthening steadily – as he watched, more and more lights were added.

The thought that Helen was turning away from him filled Jake with panic: it must

be some sort of mistake. What could he do? He could hardly go after her – was there

some way to contact the other ship to ask what was going on? That seemed a better idea –

perhaps there would be a simple explanation after all. He turned to find that he was not

alone: one of the ship’s officers had come up behind him, and had evidently been

watching the same thing he had.

John Ward, City of Desolation, adapted

The Industrial Revolution was a period in the late 18th and early 19th centuries

when major changes in agriculture, manufacturing, and transportation had a profound

effect on socioeconomic and cultural conditions in Britain and subsequently spread

throughout Europe and North America and eventually the world, a process that continues

as industrialisation. The onset of the Industrial Revolution marked a major turning point

in history, comparable to the invention of farming or the rise of city-states. In the later

part of the 1700s the manual labour-based economy began to be replaced by one

dominated by industry. It started with the mechanisation of the textile industries, the

development of iron-making techniques and the increased use of refined coal. Trade

expansion was enabled by the introduction of canals, improved roads and railways. The

introduction of steam power and machinery (mainly in textile manufacturing)

underpinned the dramatic increases in production capacity. The development of all-metal

machine tools in the first two decades of the 19th century facilitated the manufacture of

more production machines for manufacturing in other industries. The effects spread

throughout Western Europe and North America during the 19th century, eventually

affecting most of the world. The impact of this change on society was enormous.

The causes of the Industrial Revolution were complicated and remain a topic for

debate, with some historians feeling the Revolution as an outgrowth of social and

institutional changes brought by the end of feudalism in Britain after the English Civil

War. Technological innovation was the heart of the Industrial Revolution and the key

enabling technology was the invention and improvement of the steam engine.

The trouble that broke up the Gordon Winships seemed to me, at first, as minor a

problem as frost on a window-pane. Another day, a touch of sun, and it would be gone. I

was inclined to laugh it off, and, indeed, as a friend of both Gordon and Marcia, I spent a

great deal of time with each of them, separately, trying to get them to laugh it off, too –

with him at his club, where he sat drinking Scotch and smoking too much, and with her in

their apartment, that seemed so large and lonely without Gordon and his restless moving

around and his quick laughter. But it was no good; they were both adamant. Their

separation has lasted now more than six months. I doubt very much that they will ever go

back together again.

It all started one night at Leonardo’s, after dinner, over their Benedictine. It

started innocently enough, amiably even, with laughter from both of them, laughter that

froze finally as the clock ran on and their words came out sharp and flat and stinging.

They had been to see Camille. Gordon hadn’t liked it very much. Marcia had been crazy

about it because she is crazy about Greta Garbo. She belongs to that considerable army of

Garbo admirers whose enchantment borders almost on fanaticism and sometimes even

touches the edges of frenzy. I think that, before everything happened, Gordon admired

Garbo, too, but the depth of his wife’s conviction that here was the greatest figure ever

seen in our generation on sea or land, on screen or stage, exasperated him that night.

Gordon hates (or used to) exaggeration, and he respects (or once did) detachment. It was

his feeling that detachment is a necessary thread in the fabric of a woman’s charm. He

didn’t like to see his wife get herself “into a sweat” over anything and, that night at

Leonardo’s, he unfortunately used that expression and made that accusation.

Marcia responded, as I get it, by saying, a little loudly (they had gone on to
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