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IN THE EVENINGS they climbed the steep narrow stairway
to the big room under the roof. Hector Coley went up
eagerly and alertly. The boy followed his father dragging-
ly. In the family it had always been called ‘Brian’s room’,
but to Brian it seemed that his father’s presence filled it.

It was a long room, with low side-walls and a ceiling like
the lower half of an A. There was a large water-tank at one
end: the rest of the space was ‘Brian’s’.

Coley ran the trains. The boy looked on.

Sometimes, when his father was absorbed, attending to
midget couplings, rearranging a length of track, wiring up
a tiny house so that it could be lit from inside, he looked
away, and merely watched the single square of attic
window gently darken.

Coley hated Brian to lose interest. He would say
irritably: ‘I can’t understand you, Brian, beggared if I can.
You know something? Some boys would give an arm to
have the run of a play-room like this one I've built for
you.’

The boy would shift his gaze and rub his hands together
nervously. He would stoop forward hastily and peer at all
parts of the track. ‘Make it go through the crossing,” he
would say, to appease his father. But even before the
magnificent little Fleischmann engine challenged the
gradient to the crossing—which would involve the de-
licious manoeuvre of braking two or three small cars—his
eye would be away again, after a moth on the wall, or a
cloud veiling the moon.

‘It defeats me,” Coley would say later to his wife, ‘he
shows no interest in anything. Sometimes I don’t get a
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word out of him all evening unless I drag it out of him.’

‘Perhaps he’s not old enough yet,’ she would reply
diffidently. “You know, I think I'd find it a little difficult to
manage myself—all those signals and control switches
and lights going on and off and the trains going this way
and that way. I'm glad I'm never asked to work out
anything more complicated than a Fair Isle knitting
pattern.’

‘You miss the point,” said Coley impatiently. ‘I'm not
expecting him to synchronise the running times of ten
trains, and keep them all safely on the move, but I would
like a spark of enthusiasm to show now and again. I mean,
I give up hours of my time, not to speak of money running
into thousands, to give him a lay-out which I'm willing to
wager a couple of bob can’t be matched in any home in
Britain, and he can’t even do me the courtesy of listening
to me when I explain something. It's not good enough.’

‘I know, dear, how you feel, but at ten I do feel it's a
little—."

‘Oh, rubbish,’ exclaimed Coley, ‘ten’s a helluvan age.
At ten I could dismantle a good watch and put it together
again better than new.’

‘You are exceptional, dear. Not everyone has your
mechanical bent. I expect Brian’s will show itself in time.’

‘There again, will it? His reports all read the same:
“Could do much better if he applied himself more ...
doesn’t get his teeth into it . . .”” and so on till I could give
him a jolly good hiding. No, Meg, say what you like, it’s
plain to me that the boy won’t try.’

‘In some subjects he’s probably a little better than in
others.’

‘Nonsense,” said Coley energetically, ‘anybody can do
anything, if they want to enough.’

One evening, after listening to his complaints meekly
for a while, she suddenly interrupted him:

‘Where is he now?’

‘Where I left him. I've given him the new express in its
box. I want to see whether he’s got enough gumption to
set it out on the track with the right load. If I find it’s still in
the box when I get back—."
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‘Yes, dear,” she said, surprising him with her ve-
hemence, ‘why don’t you bring the matter to a head? It’s
getting on my nerves a bit, you know, to be down here
reading and watching television, and to imagine you
struggling. If he’s not really interested, then could we
have an end to all this? I know the railways are your pride,
but honestly I'd rather see them scrapped than listen to
any more of this.’

He was astonished. He went back upstairs without a
word.

The boy was squatting, with his face cupped in one
hand, elbow on knee. His straight brown hair fell forward
and half obscured his face. The other arm dangled loosely,
and the forefinger of his hand moved an empty truck to
and fro a few inches on the floor.

The express was on the rails, Brian had it at the head of
an extraordinary miscellaneous collection of waggons:
Pullmans, goods trucks, restaurant cars, breakdown wag-
gons, timber trucks, oil canisters—anything, obviously,
which had come to hand.

‘Sit down at the control panel, Brian,” snapped Coley.

The boy did not reply, but he did what he was told.

‘I want you to run this express tonight,” said Coley, ‘and
I'm not going to lift a finger to help. But I'll be fair, too, I
won't criticise. I'll stay right out of it. In fact for all you
know I might as well be on the train itself. Think of me
being on it, that’s it, and run it accordingly. ...’

He was trying to keep the anger and disappointment
out of his voice. The boy half tumed a moment, and
looked at him steadily, then he resumed his scrutiny of the
control panel.

‘... take your time ... think it all out ... don’t do

anything hastily . . . keep your wits about you . . . remem-
ber all I've taught you ... that’s a gorgeous little model
I've got there for you ... I'm on board ... up on the

footplate if you like . . . we'll have a gala and just have it lit
with the illuminations of the set itself . .. give me time to
get aboard ... I'm in your hands, son....’

Coley stood on the main line. The giant express faced
him, quiet, just off the main line. He started to walk along
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the track towards it.

He felt no astonishment at finding himself in scale with
the models. Anyone can do anything, if they want to enough.
He’d wished to drive a model, from the footplate, and
here he was walking towatrds it.

But at the first step he took he sank almost up to his
knees in the ballast below the track. It was, after all, only
foam rubber. He grinned. ‘I'll have to remember things
like that,” he told himself.

He stopped by the engine and looked up at the boiler.
He whistled softly between his teeth, excited by so much
beauty. What a lovely job these Germans made of any-
thing they tackled. Not a plate out of line. A really
sumptuous, genuine, top-of-the-form job. He wished the
maker a ton of good dinners. The thing was real, not a
doubt.

He stepped on through tiny, incisive pebbles of sand,
treading cautiously. One or two had threatened to cut into
his shoes. Looking down, he noticed a right-angled bar of
metal, gleaming at his feet. He realised in a moment that it
must be one of the staples which had held the engine’s
box together. Chuckling over his own drollness at playing
the game to the full, he picked up the bar and with an
effort almost succeeded in straightening it right out. Then
he advanced on the wheel and tapped it. The wheel was,
of course, sound. He ran his hand over the virgin wheel.
He lifted his arm and placed his hand against the smooth
gloss of the boiler. He could do that because it was quite

cold. He smiled again: that took away a bit of the realism,
to think of a steam engine run on electricity. When you

were down to scale it seemed you noticed these things.
Then he frowned as he noticed something else. The
coupling of the first carriage, a Pullman, could not have
been properly made up by Brian. The first wheels were
well clear of the rails. He ran past the tender to have a
look. Sure enough. Damn careless of him. He was about to
call out to Brian when he remembered his promise to say
nothing, and thought he’d make the correction himself. It
was just a matter of sliding the arm across until the spoke
fell into the slot in the rear of the tender. The remainder of
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the fastening was simple. He jabbed the lever in under the
arm and strained to shift the carriage.

After a minute, during which the carriage swayed a bit
but did not move, he stopped and took off his coat. He
was still in his office suit. He wished he were in his old
flannels and lumberjack shirt, but at least he hadn't
changed into slippers. Sweat trickled down his back. He
hadn’t had much time for exercise lately, though his usual
practice was conditioning on the links, alternate fifteen
yards running and walking, for eighteen holes. Without
clubs of course.

He hurled himself at it again, bracing his full weight
against the lever. Suddenly the arm shifted, and skidded
over the new surface on which it rested. The spoke found
the slot, and the whole carriage crashed into position on
the rails. The lever flicked off with rending force, and one
spinning end struck him under the arm, just near the
shoulder.

He thought he would be sick with pain. All feeling went
out of his arm, except at the point of impact. There was
plenty of feeling, all vividly unpleasant. Almost mechani-
cally he leant down and picked up his jacket. Trailing it,
he tottered back to the engine, and slowly hoisted himself
into the cab. There he leant over one of the immobile
levers until he had partially recovered.

He was still palpating his startled flesh, and established
that no bone was broken, when, without any preliminary
warning, the train suddenly jerked into motion. Wheeling
round, he managed to save himself from falling by
hooking himself into the window of the cab. He looked for
his son, to signal he was not quite ready yet. Even without
the blow he had just sustained he would have liked a few
more minutes to adjust himself to the idea of being part of
a model world before the journey began.

But he couldn’t at first see where he was. In this
fantastic landscape, lit but not warmed by three suns, all
the familiar features had undergone a change. The sen-
sation resembled in some way that which comes to a man
who visits a district he knows well by daylight for the first
time after dark.
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In the direct light of those three suns, an overhead
monster and two wall brackets, everything glittered. Plain
to Coley, but less noticeable to the boy at the table on
which was spread the control panel, were separate
shadows of differing intensity radiating from every up-
right object. But the objects themselves sparkled. Light
came flashing and twinkling and glancing from the walls
and roofs of the houses, from the foliage of the trees, from
the heaps of coal by the sidings, from the clothes and faces
of the men and women. The lines of the railway them-
selves shone, twisting and turning a hundred times
amongst windmills and farms and garages and fields and
stations, all throwing back this aggressive, stupefying
brilliance of light. Coley screwed up his eyes and tried to
work it out. The train slipped forward smoothly, gaining
momentum. The boy hadn’t made a bad job of the start,
anyway. Perhaps he took in more than I imagined, said
Coley to himself.

He fixed his eye on a vast grey expanse, stretching away
parallel to the course they were on, and appearing like a
long rectangular field of some kind of close undergrowth
with curling tops. What the devil could that be? He didn’t
remember putting down anything like that. Whatever it
was, it didn’t look anything like the real thing, now that
he was down to scale. A breeze stirred small clumps
which seemed to ride clear of the rest, and it came to him
that, of course, this was the strip of carpet he’d laid down
on one side of the room, always insisting that people
should walk only on this if possible, to prevent breakages.

If that was the carpet . .. he rushed across to the other
window, just in time before the engine started to take a
corner to see the top of his son’s head, bent over the
controls.

It was miles away. So huge. So ... dare he admit it to
himself ... grotesque. The line of his parting, running
white across his scalp, showed to the man in the cab like a
streak in a forest, a blaze consequent upon road-making.
A house could have been hidden behind the hair falling
across his forehead. The shadow of his son on the burning
white sky behind was like a stormcloud.
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Brian disappeared from his view as the track curled, and
Coley shook his head, as if he could clear away these
images as a dog rattles away drops of water from its fur.
‘It's not like me to imagine things,” said Coley fiercely. All
the same, beads of moisture stood out on the back of the
hand which clutched a lever.

He sensed a slight acceleration. The telegraph poles
were coming by now at more than one a second. He felt
the use of his injured arm returning, and with it a return of
self-confidence. ‘1 wonder if, when I return to my normal
size, the bruise will be to scale or be only, quite literally, a
scratch?’

He was about to resume his jacket, since the wind was
now considerable, when the train turned again and he lost
his balance. In falling, the jacket fell from his hand, and
was whipped away out of the cab.

Unhurt by his fall, but irritated by the loss of the jacket,
Coley pulled himself to his feet and swore: ‘Hell of a lot of
bends on this railway,’ as if he were perceiving it for the
first time. ‘Anyway, that doesn’t matter so much, I can put
up with a fresh wind for a while if he’d only think what all
this bloody light i¢ doing to my eyes. Tone down the
ruddy glare, can’t you?’

As if in answer, the suns were extinguished.

For an instant the succeeding blackness was complete.

The express forged almost noiselessly through the dark.
Coley fumbled for handholds. ‘That’s a bit inefficient,” he
muttered. But the totality of darkness was not for long.
Simultaneously, and Coley imagined Brian studying the
switches, all the lights in the houses and stations and
farms and windmills, and so forth, were flipped on.

‘That'’s really rather nice to look at,’ said Coley, appreci-
atively. ‘I always knew I'd done a good job there, but it’s
only now that I can see just how good. I don’t think they
can complain there,” he went on. ‘I think they’d admit I've
looked after that little creature comfort.” He was referring
to the little people with whom he had populated the world
in which the attic express was running.

He also thought, as the walls of the attic vanished
altogether: ‘If he hasn’t noticed that the old man’s no
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longer sitting in the armchair behind him he’s not likely to
now. It would be rather good to slip back into the chair
before the lights go up again. I'll have to watch my
moment as soon as he’s had enough and stops the
express.’

They sped through a crossing. Coley, looking down on
it and at the figures massed by the gate, observed a
solitary figure in a patch of light, waving. Whimsically, he
waved back. The expression on the face of the waving
man was one of jubilation. His smile reached, literally,
from ear to ear. ‘A cheery chappie,’ remarked Coley. He
was beginning to enjoy himself.

At a comfortable pace the express swung into a long
straight which led into the area described on the posters
and signboards as Coleyville. It was the largest and best
equipped of the five stations. Coley thought that Brian
must see it as an inevitable stop. Interesting to see
whether he could bring it in to a nice easy check. The
passengers might be assumed to be taking down their
suitcases, and dragging on their coats, and would be
resentful at being overbalanced.

Far up ahead Coley could see the platform approaching.
He could make out the long line of people waiting to climb
aboard. A representative body of folk, thought Coley, I
got in a good cross section of the travelling public for
Coleyville. Then, flashing down the hill, on the road
which would cross the track just this side of the station in
a scissors intersection, Coley saw an open sports car. It
was coming down at a frightening speed, and should
reach the junction just as the express went through.

‘The young monkey,” breathed Coley, ‘he must be
getting into the swing of it.” For a moment he tensed, until
he remembered that on this crossing there was a syn-
chronisation which would automatically brake the car. A
high, whining metallic noise filled his ears from the single
rail of the roadster, which abruptly cut off as the car was
stopped.

‘From eighty to rest in a split second,’ thought Coley,
‘that’s not too realistic. Not the boy’s fault, but I'll have to
see if I can’t improve on that.” He also noticed, as the
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express moved slowly through the crossing, that there
were no features on the face of the roadster’s driver. Not
even eyes. ‘No use telling you to look where you're going,’
shouted Coley. The square-shouldered driver sat upright
and motionless, waiting for the express to be out of his
way.

The express stopped at Coleyville.

‘Perfect,” exclaimed Coley, ‘just perfect.” He wished he
could shake Brian’s hand. The boy must care, after all, to
be able to handle the stuff in this way. His heart swelled.
He thought for a moment of stepping off at Coleyville and
watching from the outside for a while, and then pick her
up again next time she stopped. But he couldn’t be sure
the boy would bring her round again on the same line.
And this was far too exhilarating an adventure to duck out
now. He stayed.

He leant out of the cab and looked down the platform at
the people waiting. It was a mild surprise to him that no
one moved. There they stood, their baggage in their hands
or at their feet, waiting for trains, and doing nothing about
it when one came. He saw the guard, staring at him. The
guard’s face was a violent maroon colour, and the front
part of one foot was missing. He had doubtless good
reasons for drinking heavily. Inmediately behind him was
a lovely blonde, about seven feet high, and with one
breast considerably larger than the other, but otherwise
delicious to look at. At her side was a small boy in suit and
school cap. He had the face of a middle-aged man. Farther
on down, a toothless mastiff gambolled, at the end of a
leash held by a gentleman in city suit and homburg. He
was flawless but for the fact that he had omitted to put on
collar and tie.

Coley rubbed the side of his nose with his index finger.
‘I never expected to discover that you had such curious
characters,” he said ruefully. The guard stared at him
balefully, the blonde proudly. The express moved out of
the station. Coley took his shoe off and hammered the
glass out of the right-hand foreport. It was too opaque for
proper vision. He smiled as he thought of the faces of the
makers if he should write to them criticising. Being
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Germans, they’d take it senously, and put the matter right
in future.

Beyond Coleyville the track wound through low hills.
Coleyville was a dormitory town, but on the outskirts
were some prosperous farms whose flocks could be seen
all about the hills. A well-appointed country club lay at the
foot of the high land which bordered the east wall, which
was continued in illusion by a massive photograph of the
Pennines which Coley had blown up to extend most of the
length of the wall. It was, in Coley’s view, one of the most
agreeable and meticulously arranged districts in his entire
layout.

By the fences of the farms stood children, waving.
Yokels waved. Lambs and dogs frisked. A water-mill
turned slowly. It ran on a battery, but looked very real.
Plump milkmaids meandered to and fro. ‘Lovely s ot fora
holiday,’ thought urban Coley, sentimentally. He leant far
out of the cab window to have a better view of the whole
wide perspective, and almost had his head taken off by a
passing goods train.

It came up very softly, passing on the outside of a curve.
Coley withdrew his head only because he happened to
catch a slight shadow approach.

He leant his face against the cold metal by his window.

‘Idiot,” he said to himself in fright and anger.

The goods train went by at a smart clip. There were only
about five trucks on it, all empty

‘Steady, old chap’ he apostrophised his son, under his

breath, ‘don’t take on too much all at once.’
For the first time it occurred to him that it might be a

good thing to be ready to skip clear in the event of danger.
Brian was operating very sensibly at present, but a lapse in
concentration ... a vague chill passed down Coley’s
spine.

He looked back at the train on which he was travelling.
It might be better to pick his way to the rear coaches.

He took three strides and launched himself onto the
tender. Landing, he tore his trousers on the rough surface
which represented coal nuts. It was very slippery and he
almost slid right over it altogether, but he contrived to dig
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toes and hands into the depressions and check himself.

The express was moving along an embankment. Below
him he could see the figures of young women in bathing
suits disporting themselves about a glass swimming pool.
Uniformed waiters stood obsequiously about, handing
drinks to shirt-sleeved gentlemen under beach umbrellas.
In the context of night-time the scene appeared macabre
and hinting of recondite pleasures, particularly when the
white legs of one of the beauties, protruding from under a
glistering, russet bush, were taken into account. She could
have been a corpse, and none of the high-lifers caring.

Coley wriggled forward cautiously over the hard black
lumps. He wished now he’d stayed where he was, since
the strong wind was more than he had allowed for.

He scrambled to a sitting position on the hard, pointed
surface of the tender. Beyond the country club, looking
ahead, were the mountains. He sought about for the
secure footholds he’d need before making his leap off the
tender into the gaping doorway of the Pullman behind,
but decided to postpone the effort until the express had
passed through the long tunnel. There was a long gentle
declivity on the far side, a gradient of 1:248—he’d posted
it—and he’d have a more stable vehicle to jump to.
Besides, in the tunnel it would be dark.

He remembered himself one Sunday morning making
the mountain secure above the tunnel. The trouble he’d
had with that material, nailing it in firmly without
damaging any of the features of the landscape built on to
it.

Those nails.

Some must protrude into the tunnel itself. He’d never
troubled himself about them. There had always been

plenty of clearance for the trains themselves. But for him,
perched on top of the tender? He looked round desper-

ately to see if he might still have time to make his leap.
But he remembered too late. The tunnel sucked them in
like a mouth. He rolied flat on his face and prayed.
It was not completely dark, though very nearly so. A
vague glow came through at one section where a tricky bit
of building had been finally effected with painted canvas,
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and in it he was lucky to spot one of the nails and wriggle
clear. The other he never saw. The point, aimed perpen-
dicularly downwards, just caught his collar, as it arched
upward over his straining neck.

He was jerked up bodily. It was very swift. He had no
time to do anything about it. For a second he seemed to be
suspended on the very tip of the nail, then the shirt tore
and he was delivered back on the train.

He landed with a vicious thump on some part of a
waggon some distance below roof-level. Something drove
like the tip of a boot into his knee and he doubled over
against what might be a rail. He clung to it. He couldn’t
tell where he was, but he could hear a wheel clicking
furiously beneath him. Gasping from the pain of his knee,
and a dull throb between the shoulder blades he hung on
and waited for the end of the tunnel and light.

It came suddenly.

His first feeling was relief that he had been thrown
almost on the very spot he had chosen to jump to before
the train entered the tunnel. But this was succeeded by a
stab of anguish from his back as he raised himself to his
feet in the doorway of the Pullman. He put his hand
behind his back and found first that his shirt had split all
the way to his trousers. He allowed it to flow down his
arms, and held it in one hand while he probed his back
with the other.

‘Ye gods,” he murmured shakily, as he examined his
hand after feeling his wound, ‘I must be bleeding like a
stuck pig.’

Slowly he converted his shirt into a great bandage,
wrapping it around his chest, under his armpits, and tying
it below his chin, like a bra in reverse. While he was doing
this, grunting as much from astonishment at his predica-
ment as from pain, the express accelerated, and as it
thundered along the decline his horror at this was added
to the confusion of his feelings.

‘I must stop this,” he said thickly. ‘I must signal the boy
to cut the power off.” He reeled into the Pullman. On the
far side he seemed to remember there was a flat truck with
nothing on it but a couple of logs. Perhaps if he got astride
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one of them he could make himself be seen.

From nowhere appeared the colossal torso of a man. It
was white-coated, but the face was mottled, a sort of
piebald, with only one deeply sunken eye, and the other
the faintest smear at the point of the normal cheekbone.

‘Get away. Get away,’ screamed Coley, striking out at it
wildly. One of the blows landed high on the man’s chest.
He teetered a moment, and then, without bending, went
over on his back. The material from which he was made
was very light. He was no more than an amalgam of
plastics and painted hat.

Coley looked down at the prostrate dummy and rubbed
his bloodied hand over his forehead. ‘No sense in getting
hysterial,” he warned himself. He stepped over the pros-
trate figure, twisting to avoid the outstretched arm. He
observed with revulsion that the fingers on the hand were
webbed, a glittering duck-egg blue. Coley ran his tongue
over his lips, tasting blood. ‘Take a brace,” he admonished
himself, reverting to the slang of his schooldays, ‘don’t let
your imagination run away with you.’

He staggered amongst the conclaves of seated gentle-
men, for ever impassive and at their ease in armchairs,
content with the society in which they found themselves,
unimpressed by the increasing momentum of the express,
welded to their very chairs. Coley shot a glance over the
gleaming carapace of one stern hock-drinker and out
through the window. The variety of the landscape was
flickering by with alarming speed, becoming a gale of
altering colours. The coach was beginning to sway.

Coley broke into a run. The roar below him apprised
him that the express was travelling over the suspension
bridge. The bridge had been his pride, a labour of months,
not bought whole, but built from wire and plywood in his

leisure hours. He had no time now for gloating.

‘I must get him to see me or I'm done for.’

But beyond the Pullman he found another waggon, a
restaurant car. In his haste he had forgotten that one. He
dashed down the aisle, grabbing tables to steady himself
against the rocking of the train as he went. They must be
up to seventy now. Or rather about four miles an hour, he
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realised with bitterness.

Leaning a moment over one of the tables, he saw that
the lamps in the centre were bulky, heavy-looking objects.
He heaved tentatively at one of them, and it snapped off at
the base. The diners, with their hands in their laps, stared
on across the table at each other, untroubled by the
onslaught of this wild-eyed Englishman. The Englishman,
naked to the waist, his shirt sleeves dangling red and
filthy down his chest, his body flaming now with a dozen
bruises, stood over them a second clutching the lamp to
him, panting heavily, then turned away and reeled on
down the aisle. Down his retreating back the blood was
flowing now freely. The shirt was inadequate to check it as
it escaped from the savage wound he had sustained in the
tunnel.

This time when he emerged at the doorway of the
carriage he found himself looking at the open truck on
which were chained four logs. He flung the lampstand
ahead of him and it landed satisfyingly between two of the
logs. He gathered his ebbing strength for the jump.

He was just able to make it. He caught his foot in one of
the chains in mid-flight and crashed down on his face, but
he saved himself from disaster by flinging one arm round
a log. He sat up immediately and looked about him.

For a moment his vision was partly blocked as yet
another train flashed by in the opposite direction. ‘Oh
God, what's he playing at?” whispered Coley, ‘he can’t
handle so many trains at once.’

The express was almost at the end of the long straight. It
slowed for the curve right, at the bottom. For a brief time

after that it would be running directly under the control
panel at which Brian was sitting. That would be his chance
to make an impression. He hauled himself astride the top
log and waited.

The express took the curve at a reduced pace, but
squealing slightly nevertheless. Coley could sense most of
the load concentrate on the inner wheels. Then he could
see his son above him.

He waved frantically.

Brian seemed to rise slightly from his chair. His shadow
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leapt gigantically ahead of him, stretching forward and up
on the slanting ceiling. Behind his head the glare of the
Anglepoise lamp was almost unbearable. Coley was
unable to make out the features of his son at all: there was
only the silhouette. He couldn’t tell if he had noticed
an :
With almost despairing violence he flung the lamp. He
saw it speed in a low parabola out over the road which ran
parallel to the track, bounce on the white space of Brian’s
shin exposed above his sock, and vanish in the darkness
beyond. The enormous figure rose farther, towering now
above the speeding express. Coley was sure now that he
had been seen. He made desperate motions with his
hands, indicating that he would like a total shut-down of
power. The boy waved. Coley turned sick. He stared
down at his hands, pathetic little signals of distress. The
probability was that the boy couldn’t even see them.

But he should have been aware that something was
wrong. Surely he must see that.

They tore through another station. They were taking the
curves now at speed. They flashed across the scores of
intersecting rails of the marshalling yard. The noise was
like machine-gun fire. He saw another unit come into
play; a two-car diesel slipped away south in a coquettish
twinkle of chromium.

‘He’s showing off,” thought Coley grimly, ‘he’s going to
try to bring every bloody train we’ve got into motion.’

He knew now that the only way he could save himself
would be somehow to get off the train. If only he didn’t
feel so hellishly bushed.

Coley was never tired. Other people seemed to be tired
for him. In every project which he had ever undertaken

his adherents had flaked away at some stage, forgotten,
like the jettisoned elements in a rocket flight. Hector Coley

himself drove on to arrive at his object in perfect con-
dition. But now he was tired, and he felt himself nearing
exhaustion with his loss of blood and the battering he had
taken.

There was just a chance, he thought, of a stop at
Coleyville. The boy had evidently taken in the importance
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of that one. He’d postpone the final effort to get clear until
Coleyville was reached.

He leant over the cold metal of which the log was made,
and embraced it like a lover. The metal was cold and
refreshing against the skin of face and chest. Through his
blurring vision he saw again the great grey plain, and the
approaching scissors intersection before Coleyville. Once
again the smart little roadster ground to a peremptory halt
at the crossing. Other cars halted behind it.

But the express did not this time slacken speed. It went
through Coleyville at sixty. For a fleeting instant he saw
again the maroon face of the guard, the giant blonde, the
malevolence of the middle-aged schoolboy. Those waiting
waited still. Those who had been waving waved on. Then
Coleyville was gone, and the man on the log recognised
that he would have to jump for it. He thought ahead.

Wistfully his mind passed over the swimming pool of
the country club. If only that had been water. He winced
at the appalling idea of crashing through glass.

But where else could he make it? Spring on to the roof of
the tunnel, as they entered? But no, the mountain above
was too sheer; it would be like flinging himself against a
brick wall. Then he remembered the trees which overhung
the long straight beyond. He’d been in the Pullman last
time they’d gone under those. But he might be able to grab
one and hang from it long enough to let the express pass
beneath him.

He fainted away.

When he came to he found that the express was
emerging from the tunnel. He wondered how many times
he had made the circuit. Several times, probably. Looking
across the countryside from this high vantage point he
could see on almost every track trains and cars travelling,
east, west, south, north.

He felt a cold wind blowing now powerfully across the
track. It was horrendous, roaring. It threatened to drag his
very hair out by the roots. The shirt sleeves were flapping
like mad, trapped seagulls. He twisted his head to face the
blast and looked on at the final horror.

His son had quitted the control panel. He was now
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squatting, setting a fan on the long grey meadow of
carpet. In the whirlwind everything light in the landscape
was going over, the waving figures of the yokels and
children, the flimsier structures of paper cottages. The
station at Coleyville was collapsing, while the people on
the platform waited patiently.

Brian smiled. Coley saw him smile.

Then, as he thought that he must be obliged to
relinquish his hold and be blown away to destruction, the
boy picked the fan up again, and placed it where it always
had been.

But he did not return to his seat at the control panel. He
went out through the door, and shut it behind him. The
noise as it slammed was like a shell exploding.

The express went down the long straight through the
suspension bridge and towards the curve at the bottom
and reached a hundred miles an hour. Coley watched the
overhanging branches of the trees sweep towards him. He
climbed on to the logs and steadied himself with his feet
braced against a knot to make this last leap. He realised
that he would have to make it good the grst time, and
hoist himself well clear of the onrushing roofs of the
following coaches.

Red, yellow, brown, green, the trees suddenly showed.

He made his effort.

He felt the spines run through his hands. Then the
branch broke, and he was jammed in the doorway of the
next carriage.

He pulled a spine which had remained in his flesh clear,
then lay there. He was broken. He waited for the express
to derail.

But it did not derail. It swooped on the curve and

screamed round it. Almost exuberantly it hurled itself at
the next stretch running below the now abandoned

control panel. Behind him he heard but did not see the last
light trucks and petrol waggons go somersaulting off the
track. For a moment there was a grinding check on the
express: the wheels raced, then a link must have snapped
and the wheels bit again. They surged forward.

The clatter as they started across the marshalling yard

167



began again.

Coley got up quickly. The will which had devastated
board rooms, concentrated now in his tiny figure, was the
only part of him which had not been reduced to a scale of
one in three hundred. He remembered that before getting
on to the express at the outset of this misconceived
adventure he had sunk almost to his knees in the foam-
rubber ballast on which the track was laid. In the marshal-
ling yard there was acres of it. He stepped back on the log-
bearing truck and looked quickly about him.

‘Foam-rubber,’ he said to himself, ‘not ballast.”

He flung himself out, as if into a feather bed.

He lay for a moment luxuriously. He watched the
express disappear in the direction of shattered Coleyville.
He sighed. What a close thing.

Downstairs, Brian was buckling on his raincoat. His
mother watched him anxiously.

‘I think your father would prefer it if just this once more
you helped him with his trains. It's a bit late to go out.’

‘No, he sent me away.’

His mother sighed. She looked forward to an uncom-
fortable scene with Hector when he should deign to
reappear. He probably wouldn’t even eat his dinner and
then be even more bad-tempered because he was hungry.

‘Don’t be long, then.’

‘I'm only going out to Billy’s. We’re going to watch for a
hedgehog he says comes out at night in his garden.’

‘All right then, but be sure to wrap up well.’

Coley hauled himself to his feet. He stood alone, a
figure of flesh and blood in a world of fakes.

‘I shall never play with them again, not after this,” he
said quietly.

It was a decision, but it was accurate also as a prophecy.
A sibilant hiss was all he heard of the diesel before it
struck him. It was travelling at only three miles an hour, or
call it sixty.

It killed him.

Before he died he thought: ‘How wretched to die here
like this, tiny, probably not even found. They’ll wonder
whatever became of me.’
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He wished he might have been out altogether of the tiny
world which had proved to be too big for him. It was his
dying wish.

No one doubted that it had been murder when Hector
Coley was found stretched out across the toy world which
had been his great hobby and pride. But so battered and
bloodied and broken a figure could only have resulted
from the attack of a maniac of prodigious strength.

‘He was still playing with the models when he was
surprised,” reported the Inspector. ‘The current was on,
and about ten of them had come to rest against his body.
To be frank, though, he looked as if about ten real ones
had hit him.’
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