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chair and sat down. ‘He doesn’t sound as if he’s gibbering, does
he?’
Bryce said carefully, ‘Does it matter what his mental state is?
Surely it’s better for him to be here than in prison?’
_ ‘Better for bim, perhaps. What about the hospital? Can you
imagine what our dear Director of Medical Services is going to
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«you mean I am being offered a choice?’
‘In view of your case load, yes.’
Rivers took off his glasses and swept his hand down across
his eyes: ‘I suppose they bave remembered to send the file?’
Gassoon leant out of the carriage window, still h xpecti
see Graves come pounding along the p!atforma,lfl:okingncgv:
more dishevelled than usual. But further down the train, doors
had already begun to slam, and the platform remained empty

The whistle blew. Immediately, he saw lines of men \.with
grey muttering faces clambering up the ladders to face the guns.

He blinked them away.
The train began to move. Too late for Robert now. Prisoner

arrives without escort, Sassoon thought, sliding open the car-

riage doof.
By arriving an hour early he’d managed to get a window seat.

He began picking his way across to it through the tangle of feet.
An elderly vicar, two middle-aged men, both looking as if they’d
done rather well out of the war, a young girl and an older woman,
obviously travelling together. The train bumped over a point.
Everybody rocked and swayed, and Sassoon, stumbling, almost
fell into the vicar’s lap. He mumbled an apology and sat down.
Admiring glances, and not only from the women. Sassoon turned
to look out of the window, hunching his shoulder against themall.
After 2 while he stopped pretending to look at the smoking
chimneys of Liverpool’s back streets and closed his eyes. He
needed to sleep, but instead Robert’s face floated in front of
him, white and twitching as it had been last Sunday, almost 2

week ago now, in the lounge of the Exchange Hotel.
For a moment, looking up to find that khaki-clad figure standing
just inside the door, he thought he was hallucinating again.
‘Robert, what on earth are yo¥ doing here?” He jumped up
and ran across the lounge. “Thank God you've come.’
‘What els could I do? After getting fhis” Graves dug into his
tunic pocket and produced 2 crumpled piece of paper. ‘A
tter would have been nice.’
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looked out of the window at the crowd
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Wmegﬂt::agm&on’ it seemed to Rivers more extraordinary
than ever that Sassoon should have thrown the medal away.
Even the most extreme pacifist could .hardly be ashamed of a
medal awarded for saving life. He took his glasses off and rubbed
his eyes. He’d been working on the file for over an hour, but,
although he was now confident he knew all the facts, he was no
closer to an understanding of Sassoon’s state of mind. If
anything, Graves’s evidence to the Board — with its emphasis on
hallucinations — seemed to suggest a full-blown psychosis rather
than neurasthenia. And yet there was no other evidence for that.
Misguided the Declaration might well be, but it was not deluded,
illogical or incoherent. Only the throwing away of the medal
still struck him as odd. That surely had been the action of a man

at the end of his tether.

ities took place on both sides, he’d said, There
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