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TI TUS GROAN

Dost thou I ove picking neat? Or woul d' st thou see
A man in the clouds, and have hi m speak to thee?

BUNYAN

1

THE HALL OF THE BRI GHT CARVI NGS
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Gor nenghast, that is, the main nassing of the original stone, taken by itself would have
di spl ayed a certain ponderous architectural quality were it possible to have ignored the
circunfusion of those nmean dwellings that swarmed |ike an epidenic around its outer walls. They

spraw ed over the sloping earth, each one half way over its neighbour until, held back by the
castle ranparts, the innernost of these hovels laid hold on the great walls, clanping thenselves
thereto like linpets to a rock. These dwellings, by ancient law, were granted this chill intimacy

with the stronghold that | ooned above them Over their irregular roofs would fall throughout the
seasons, the shadows of tine-eaten buttresses, of broken and lofty turrets, and, nobst enornous of
all, the shadow of the Tower of Flints. This tower, patched unevenly with black ivy, arose like a
mutilated finger fromanong the fists of knuckled masonry and pointed bl asphenpbusly at heaven. At
night the ows made of it an echoing throat; by day it stood voiceless and cast its |ong shadow.

Very little communi cati on passed between the deni zens of these outer quarters and those
who lived within_the walls, save when, on the first June norning of each year, the entire
popul ation of the clay dwellings had sanction to enter the Grounds in order to display the wooden
carvings on which they had been working during the year. These carvings, blazoned in strange
colour, were generally of animals or figures and were treated in a highly stylized manner peculi ar
to thensel ves. The conpetition among themto display the finest object of the year was bitter and
rabi d. Their sole passion was directed, once their days of |ove had guttered, on the production of
thi s wooden scul pture, and anong the nmuddl e of huts at the foot of the outer wall, existed a score
of creative craftsnen whose position as |eading carvers gave them pride of place anong the
shadows.

At one point within_the Quter Wall, a few feet fromthe earth, the great stones of which
the wall itself was constructed, jutted forward in the formof a massive shelf stretching from
east to west for about two hundred to three hundred feet. These protrudi ng stones were painted
white, and it was upon this shelf that on the first norning of June the carvings were ranged every
year for judgenent by the Earl of Groan. Those works judged to be the nbst consumate, and there
were never nore than three chosen, were subsequently relegated to the Hall of the Bright Carvings.

St andi ng i nmobi | e t hroughout the day, these vivid objects, with their fantastic shadows on
the wall behind them shifting and el ongating hour by hour with the sun's rotation, exuded a kind
of darkness for all their colour. The air between themwas turgid with contenpt and jeal ousy. The
craftsmen stood about |ike beggars, their famlies clustered in silent groups. They were uncouth
and prenmaturely aged. Al radiance gone.

The carvings that were |eft unselected were burned the sane evening in the courtyard bel ow
Lord Groan's western bal cony, and it was customary for himto stand there at the tine of the
burning and to bow his head silently as if in pain, and then as a gong beat thrice fromw thin,
the three carvings to escape the flanmes woul d be brought forth in the noonlight. They were stood
upon the balustrade of the balcony in full view of the crowd below, and the Earl of G oan would
call for their authors to conme forward. Wen they had stationed thensel ves i nmedi ately beneath
where he was standing, the Earl would throw down to themthe traditional scrolls of vellum which
as the witings upon themverified, permtted these nmen to walk the battlenents above their
cantonnment at the full moon of each alternate nonth. On these particular nights, froma w ndow in
the southern wall of CGornmenghast, an observer might watch the mnute noonlit figures whose skil
had won for themthis honour which they so coveted, noving to and fro along the battl enments.

Saving this exception of the day of carvings, and the latitude permtted to the nost
peerl ess, there was no other opportunity for those who lived within the walls to know of these
"outer" folk, nor in fact were they of interest to the "inner" world, being subrmerged within the
shadows of the great walls.

They were all-but forgotten people: the breed that was renmenbered with a start, or with
the unreality of a recrudescent dream The day of carvings al one brought theminto the sunlight
and reawakened the nenory of forner tinmes. For as far back as even Nettel, the octogenarian who
lived in the tower above the rusting arnoury, could renenber, the cerenony had been hel d.

I nnurer abl e carvi ngs had snoul dered to ashes in obedience to the law, but the choicest were still
housed in the Hall of the Bright Carvings.

This hall which ran along the top storey of the north wing was presided over by the
curator, Rottcodd, who, as no one ever visited the room slept during nost of his life in the
hammock he had erected at the far end. For all his dozing, he had never been known to relinquish
the feather duster fromhis grasp; the duster with which he would performone of the only two
regul ar tasks which appeared to be necessary in that long and silent hall, nanely to flick the
dust fromthe Bright Carvings

As objects of beauty, these works held little interest to himand yet in spite of hinself
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he had become attached in a propinquital way to a few of the carvings. He would be nore than

t hor ough when dusting the Eneral d Horse. The bl ack-and-olive Head which faced it across the boards
and the Piebald Shark were also his especial care. Not that there were any on which the dust was
allowed to settle.

Entering at seven o'clock, winter and sumer, year in and year out, Rottcodd woul d
di sengage hinself of his jacket and draw over his head a long grey overall which descended
shapel essly to his ankles. Wth his feather duster tucked beneath his arm it was his habit to
peer sagaciously over his glasses down-the length of the hall. His skull was dark and snmall like a
corroded nusket bullet and his eyes behind the gleaning of his glasses were the twin mniatures of
his head. Al three were constantly on the nove, as though to nmake up for the tinme they spent
asl eep, the head wobbling in a nechanical way fromside to side when M. Rottcodd wal ked, and the
eyes, as though taking their cue fromthe parent sphere to which they were attached, peering here,
there, and everywhere at nothing in particular. Having peered quickly over his glasses on entering
and having repeated the performance along the Iength of the north wing after envel oping hinself in
his overall, it was the customof Rottcodd to relieve his left arnpit of the feather duster, and
with that weapon raised, to advance towards the first of the carvings on his right hand side,
wi thout nore ado. Being at the top floor of the north wing, this hall was not in any real sense a
hall at all, but was nore in the nature of a loft. The only wi ndow was at its far end, and
opposite the door through which Rottcodd would enter fromthe upper body of the building. It gave
little light. The shutters were invariably |owered. The Hall of the Bright Carvings was
illum nated night and day by seven great candel abra suspended fromthe ceiling at intervals of
nine feet. The candl es were never allowed to fail or even to gutter, Rottcodd hinself seeing to
their replenishnment before retiring at nine o' clock in the evening. There was a stock of white
candles in the small dark ante-room beyond the door of the hail, where also were kept ready for
use Rottcodd's overall, a huge visitors' book, white with dust, and a stepladder. There were no
chairs or tables, nor indecd any furniture save the hammock at the wi ndow end where M. Rottcodd
sl ept. The boarded floor was white with dust which, so assiduously kept fromthe carvings, had no
alternative resting place and had col |l ected deep and ash-like, accunul ating especially in the four
corners of the hall.

Having flicked at the first carving on his right, Rottcodd woul d nove nechanically down
the | ong phal anx of col our standing a nonment before each carving, his eyes running up and down it
and all over it, and his head wobbling knowi ngly on his neck before he introduced his feather
duster. Rottcodd was unmarried. An al oof ness and even a nervousness was apparent on first
acquai ntance and the ladies held a peculiar horror for him H's, then, was an ideal existence,
living al one day and night in a long |loft. Yet occasionally, for one reason or another, a servant
or a nmenber of the household woul d nake an unexpected appearance and startle himwi th some
question appertaining to ritual, and then the dust would settle once nore in the hall and on the
soul of M. Rottcodd.

VWhat were his reveries as he lay in his hammock with his dark bullet head tucked in the
crook of his arnf? What woul d he be dreami ng of, hour after hour, year after year? It is not easy
to feel that any great thoughts haunted his mind nor -- in spite of the scul pture whose bright
files surged over the dust in narrow ng perspective like the highway for an enperor -- that
Rott codd nade any attenpt to avail hinself of his isolation, but rather that he was enjoying the
solitude for its Om Sake, with, at the back of his nmind, the dread of an intruder

One hunid afternoon a visitor _did_ arrive to disturb Rottcodd as he |ay deeply hanmocked,
for his siesta was broken sharply by a rattling of the door handl e which was apparently perforned
inlieu of the nore popul ar practice of knocking at the panels. The sound echoed down the | ong
room and then settled into the fine dust on the boarded floor. The sunlight squeezed itself
between the thin cracks of the wi ndow blind. Even on a hot, stifling, unhealthy afternoon such as
this, the blinds were down and the candlelight filled the roomw th an incongruous radi ance. At
the sound of the door handle being rattled Rottcodd sat up suddenly. The thin bands of noted |ight
edging their way through the shutters barred his dark head with the brilliance of the outer world.
As he | owered hinself over the hamobck, it wobbled on his shoulders, and his eyes darted up and
down the door returning again and again after their rapid and precipitous journeys to the
agitations of the door handle. Gipping his feather duster in his right hand, Rottcodd began to
advance down the bright avenue, his feet giving rise at each step to little clouds of dust. Wen
he had at |ast reached the door the handl e had ceased to vibrate. Lowering hinself suddenly to his
knees he placed his right eye at the keyhole, and controlling the oscillation of his head and the
vagaries of his left eye (which was for ever trying to dash up and down the vertical surface of
the door), he was able by dint of concentration to observe, within three inches of his keyhol ed
eye, an eye which was not his, being not only of a different colour to his own iron narble but
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bei ng, which is nore convincing, on the other side of the door. This third eye which was going

t hrough the sane performance as the one belonging to Rottcodd, belonged to Flay, the taciturn
servant of Sepuichrave, Earl of CGornenghast. For Flay to be four rooms horizontally or one floor
vertically away fromhis lordship was a rare enough thing in the castle. For himto be absent at
all fromhis master's side was abnornal, yet here apparently on this stifling sumer afternoon was
the eye of M. Flay at the outer keyhole of the Hall of the Bright Carvings, and presunably the
rest of M. Flay was joined on behind it. On nmutual recognition the eyes withdrew simultaneously
and the brass doorknob rattled again in the grip of the visitor's hand. Rottcodd turned the key in
the lock and the door opened sl owy.

M. Flay appeared to clutter up the doorway as he stood reveal ed, his arns fol ded,
surveying the snaller man before himin an expressionless way. It did not | ook as though such a
bony face as his could give normal utterance, but rather that instead of sounds, sonething nore
brittle, nore ancient, something dryer woul d energe, sonething perhaps nore in the nature of a

splinter or a fragnent of stone. Nevertheless, the harsh lips parted. "It's ne," he said, and took
a step forward into the room his knee joints cracking as he did so. H s passage across a room --
in fact his passage through life -- was acconpani ed by these cracki ng sounds, one per step, which

m ght be likened to the breaking of dry tw gs.

Rottcodd, seeing that it was indeed he, notioned himto advance by an irritable gesture of
the hand, and closed the door behind him

Conversation was never one of M. Flay's acconplishnents and for sone time he gazed
mrthlessly ahead of him and then, after what seened an eternity to Rottcodd he raised a bony
hand and scratched hinself behind the ear. Then he nade his second remark, "Still here, eh?" he
said, his voice forcing its way out of his face

Rottcodd, feeling presumably that there was little need to answer such a question
shrugged his shoul ders and gave his eyes the run of the ceiling.

M. Flay pulled hinmself together and continued: "I said still here, eh, Rottcodd?" He
stared bitterly at the carving of the Emerald Horse. "You're still here, eh?"

"I"'minvariably here,” said Rottcodd, |owering his gleam ng gl asses and running his eyes
all over M. Flay's visage. "Day in, day out, invariably. Very hot weather. Extrenely stifling.
Did you want anyt hi ng?"

"Not hi ng," said Flay and he turned towards Rottcodd with sonething menacing in his
attitude. "I want _nothing_." He w ped the palns of his hands on his hips where the dark cloth
shone like silk.

Rottcodd flicked ash fromhis shoes with the feather duster and tilted his bullet head.
"Ah," he said in a non-comittal way.

"You say 'ah',". said Flay, turning his back on Rottcodd and beginning to wal k down the
col oured avenue, "but | tell you, it is nore than 'ah'."
"Of course," said Rottcodd. "Much nore, | dare say. But | fail to understand. | ama

Curator."™ At this he drew his body up to full height and stood on the tips of his toes in the
dust.

"A what?" said Flay, straggling above himfor he had returned. "A curator?"

"That is so," said Rottcodd, shaking his head.

Flay nade a hard noise in his throat. To Rottcodd it signified a conplete | ack of
understanding and it annoyed himthat the man shoul d i nvade his province.

"Curator," said Flay, after a ghastly silence, "I will tell you something. | know
sonet hi ng. Eh?"

"Well?" said Rottcodd

“I"1l tell you," said Flay. "But first, what day is it? Wiat nonth, and what year is it?

Answer ne."

Rott codd was puzzled at this question, but he was beconing a little intrigued. It was so
obvi ous that the bony man had sonething on his mnd, and he replied, "It is the eighth day of the
eighth nonth, | amuncertain about the year. But why?"

In a voice al nost inaudible Flay repeated "The eighth day of the eighth nonth." H s eyes
were al nost transparent as though in a country of ugly hills one were to find anong the harsh

rocks two sky-reflecting | akes. "Cone here," he said, "cone closer, Rottcodd, | will tell you. You
don't understand Gornenghast, what happens in Gornmenghast -- the things that happen -- no, no.
Bel ow you, that's where it all is, under this north wing. Wat are these things up here? These

wooden things? No use now. Keep them but no use now. Everything is noving. The castle is noving
Today, first time for years he's alone, his Lordship. Not in ny sight." Flay bit at his knuckle.
"Bedchanber of Ladyship, that's where he is. Lordship is beside hinself: won't have ne, won't |et
me in to see the New One. The New One. He's cone. He's downstairs. | haven't seen him" Flay bit
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at the correspondi ng knuckl e on the other hand as though to bal ance the sensation. "No one's been
in. O course not. I'll be next. The birds are lined along the bedrail. Ravens, starlings, all the
perishers, and the white rook. There's a kestrel; claws through the pillow. M |ady feeds them
with crusts. Grain and crusts. Hardly seen her newborn. Heir to Gornenghast. Doesn't look at him
But nmy lord keeps staring. Seen himthrough the grating. Needs ne. Wn't let ne in. Are you
I'istening?"

M. Rottcodd certainly was listening. In the first place he had never heard M. Flay talk
so much in his life before, and in the second place the news that a son had been born at |ong | ast
to the ancient and historic house of Groan was, after all, an interesting tit-bit for a curator
living al one on the upper storey of the desolate north wing. Here was something with which he
could occupy his mind for sonme tine to cone. It was true, as M. Flay pointed out, that he,

Rott codd, could not possibly feel the pulse of the castle as he lay in his hamobck, for in point
of fact Rottcodd had not even suspected that an heir was on its way. H s neals cane up in a
mniature lift through darkness fromthe servants' quarters nmany floors below and he slept in the
ante-room at ni ght and consequently he was conpletely cut off fromthe world and all its

happeni ngs. Flay had brought himreal news. Al the sane he disliked being disturbed even when

i nformati on of this magnitude was brought. What was passing through the bullet-shaped head was a
question concerning M. Flay's entry. Wiy had Flay, who never in the normal course of events woul d
have rai sed an eyebrow to acknow edge his presence -- why had he now gone to the trouble of
climbing to a part of the castle so foreign to hin? And to force a conversation on a personality
as unexpansive as his own. He ran his eyes over M. Flay in his own peculiarly rapid way and
surprised hinmself by saying suddenly, "To what may | attribute your presence, M. Flay?"

"What ?" said Flay. "What's that?" He | ooked down on Rottcodd and his eyes becane gl assy.

In truth M. Flay had surprised hinmself. Wy, indeed, he thought to hinself, had he
troubled to tell Rottcodd the news which neant so much to hin? Wiy Rottcodd, of all people? He
continued staring at the curator for some while, and the nore he stood and pondered the clearer it
became to himthat the question he had been asked was, to say the very |east, unconfortably
pertinent.

The little man in front of himhad asked a sinple and forthright question. It had been
rather a poser. He took a couple of shanbling steps towards M. Rottcodd and then, forcing his
hands into his trouser pockets, turned round very slowy on one heel

"Ah," he said at last, "I see what you mean, Rottcodd -- | see what you nean."

Rottcodd was | onging to get back to his hammock and enjoy the |uxury of being quite al one
again, but his eye travelled even nore speedily towards the visitor's face when he heard the
remark. M. Flay had said that he saw what Rottcodd had nmeant. Had he really? Very interesting.
What, by the way, _had_ he neant? What precisely was it that M. Flay had seen? He flicked an
i magi nary speck of dust fromthe gilded head of a dryad.

"You are interested in the birth bel ow?" he inquired.

Flay stood for a while as though he had heard nothing, but after a few mnutes it became

obvi ous he was thunderstruck. "Interested!” he cried in a deep, husky voice, "Interested! The
child is a Goan. An authentic male Groan. Challenge to Change! No _Change , Rottcodd. No Change!"
"Ah," said Rottcodd. "I see your point, M. Flay. But his |lordship was not dying?"

"No," said M. Flay, "he was not dying, but teeth lengthen_!" and he strode to the wooden
shutters with long, slow heron-1ike paces, and the dust rose behind him Wen it had settled
Rott codd coul d see his angul ar parchnent-col oured head | eaning itself against the lintel of the
Wi ndow.

M. Flay could not feel entirely satisfied with his answer to Rottcodd' s question covering
the reason for his appearance in the Hall of the Bright Carvings. As he stood there by the w ndow
the question repeated itself to himagain and again. Wy Rottcodd? Wiy on earth Rottcodd? And yet
he knew that directly he heard of the birth of the heir, when his dour nature had been stirred so
violently that he had found hinmself itching to comunicate his enthusiasmto another being -- from
that nmoment Rottcodd had leapt to his m nd. Never of a communi cative or enthusiastic nature he had
found it difficult even under the enotional stress of the advent to inform Rottcodd of the facts.
And, as has been remarked, he had surprised even hinself not only for having unburdened hinself at
all, but for having done so in so short a tine.

He turned, and saw that the Curator was standing wearily by the Piebald Shark, his smal
cropped round head nmoving to and fro like a bird"s, and his hands cl asped before himw th the
feather duster between his fingers. He could see that Rottcodd was politely waiting for himto go.
Altogether M. Flay was in a peculiar state of mnd. He was surprised at M. Rottcodd for being so
uni npressed at the news, and he was surprised at hinself for having brought it. He took fromhis
pocket a vast watch of silver and held it horizontally on the flat of his palm "Mst go," he said
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awkwardly. "Do you hear ne, Rottcodd, | nust go?"

"Good of you to call," said Rottcodd. "WIIl you sign your nane in the visitors' book as
you go out?"

"No! Not a visitor." Flay brought his shoulders up to his ears. "Been with lordship thirty-
seven years. Sign a _book ," he added contenptuously, and he spat into a far corner of the room

"As you wish," said M. Rottcodd. "It was to the section of the visitors' book devoted to
the staff that | was referring.”

"No!" said Flay.

As he passed the curator on his way to the door he | ooked carefully at himas he cane
abreast, and the question rankled. Wy? The castle was filled with the excitenent of the nativity.
Al'l was alive with conjecture. There was no control. Rumour swept through the stronghol d.
Everywhere, in passage, archway, cloister, refectory, kitchen, dornmitory, and hall it was the
same. Wiy had he chosen the unenthusiastic Rottcodd? And then, in a flash he realized. He must
have subconsciously known that the news woul d be new tono one el se; that Rottcodd was virgin soil
for his nessage, Rottcodd the curator who |lived al one anong the Bright Carvings was the only one
on whom he could vent the tidings without jeopardizing his sullen dignity, and to whom al t hough
the know edge would give rise to but little enthusiasmit would at |east be new

Havi ng solved the problemin his mind and having realized in a dullish way that the
concl usion was particularly mundane and uni nspired, and that there was no question of his sou
calling along the corridors and up the stairs to the soul of Rottcodd, M. Flay in a thin
straddl i ng manner noved al ong the passages of the north wing and down the curve of stone steps
that led to the stone quadrangle, feeling the while a curious disillusion, a sense of having
suffered a loss of dignity, and a feeling of being thankful that his visit to Rottcodd had been
unobserved and that Rottcodd himself was well hidden fromthe world in the Hall of the Bright
Car vi ngs.

2

THE GREAT KI TCHEN

As Fl ay passed through the servants' archway and descended the twelve steps that led into
the main corridor of the kitchen quarters, he becane aware of an acute transformati on of nobod. The
solitude of M. Rottcodd s sanctum which had been lingering in his mnd, was violated. Here anobng
the stone passages were all the synptons of ribald excitenent. M. Flay hunched his bony shoul ders
and with his hands in his jacket pockets dragged themto the front so that only the black cloth
divided his clenched fists. The naterial was stretched as though it would split at the small of
his back. He stared mirthlessly to right and left and then advanced, his |long spidery |egs
cracki ng as he shoul dered his way through a heaving group of nmenials. They were guffaw ng to each
ot her coarsely and one of them evidently the wit, was contorting his face, as pliable as putty,

i nto shapes that appeared to be independent of the skull, if indeed he had a skull beneath that
elastic flesh. M. Flay pushed past.

The corridor was alive. Clusters of aproned figures nmixed and di sengaged. Sone were
singing. Sone were arguing and sone were draped against the wall, quite silent from exhaustion,
their hands dangling fromtheir wists or flapping stupidly to the beat of some kitchen catch-
song. The clanour was pitiless. Technically this was nore the spirit which Flay liked to see, or
at all events thought to be nore appropriate to the occasion. Rottcodd's |ack of enthusiasm had
shocked himand here, at any rate, the traditional observance of felicity at the birth of an heir
to Gornenghast was being observed. But it would have been inpossible for himto show any signs of
ent husi asm hi nsel f when surrounded by it in others. As he noved al ong the crowded corridor and
passed in turn the dark passages that led to the slaughter-house with its stench of fresh bl ood,
the bakeries with their sweet |oaves and the stairs that led down to the wine vaults and the
under ground network of the castle cellars, he felt a certain satisfaction at seing how nmany of the
roysterers staggered aside to Il et himpass, for his station as retainer-in-chief to his Lordship
was conmandi ng and his sour nouth and the frown that had nade a permanent nest upon his jutting
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forehead were a warni ng.

It was not often that Flay approved of happiness in others. He saw in happi ness the seeds
of independence, and in independence the seeds of revolt. But on an occasion such as this it was
different, for the spirit of convention was being rigorously adhered to, and in between his ribs
M. Flay experienced tw nges of pleasure.

He had conme to where, on his left, and hal fway al ong the servants' corridor, the heavy
wooden doors of the Geat Kitchen stood ajar. Ahead of him narrowing in dark perspective, for
there were no wi ndows, the rest of the corridor stretched silently away. It had no doors on either
side and at the far end it was termnated by a wall of flints. This usel ess passage was, as m ght
be supposed, usually deserted, but M. Flay noticed that several figures were lying stretched in
the shadows. At the sane tinme he was nonentarily deafened by a great bellow ng and clattering and
st anpi ng.

As M. Flay entered the Geat Kitchen the steanming, airless concentration of a ghastly
heat struck him He felt that his body had received a blow. Not only was the normal sickening
at nrosphere of the kitchen augnented by the sun's rays streanming into the roomat various points
t hrough the high wi ndows, but, in the riot of the festivities, the fires had been banked
dangerously. But M. Flay realized that it was _right_that this should be as insufferable as it
was. He even realized that the four grillers who were forcing joint after joint between the netal
doors with their clunsy boots, until the oven began to give under the i mopderate strain, were in
key with the legitimte tenper of the occasion. The fact that they had no idea what they were
doi ng nor why they were doing it was irrelevant. The Countess had given birth; was this a nonent
for rational behaviour?

The wal I's of the vast roomwhich were streaning with calid noisture, were built with grey
sl abs of stone and were the personal concern of a conpany of eighteen nen known as the "G ey

Scrubbers”. It had been their privilege on reachi ng adol escence to discover that, being the sons
of their fathers, their careers had been arranged for them and that stretching ahead of them/| ay
their identical lives consisting of an uninaginative if praisewrthy duty. This was to restore,

each norning, to the great grey floor and the lofty walls of the kitchen a stainless conpl exion.
On every day of the year fromthree hours before daybreak until about el even o'clock, when the
scaffol ding and | adders becane a hindrance to the cooks, the Grey Scrubbers fulfilled their
hereditary calling. Through the character of their trade, their arnms had beconme unusually

power ful, and when they let their huge hands hang | oosely at their sides, there was nore than an
echo of the sim an. Coarse as these nmen appeared, they were an integral part of the Geat Kitchen
Wthout the Grey Scrubbers sonmething very earthy, very heavy, very real would be mssing to any
soci ol ogi st searching in that steam ng room for the conpletion of a circle of tenperanents, a
gamut of the | ower human val ues.

Through daily proxinmity to the great slabs of stone, the faces of the Grey Scrubbers had
becone |ike slabs thensel ves. There was no expressi on whatever upon the eighteen faces, unless the
| ack of expression is in itself an expression. They were sinply slabs that the Gey Scrubbers
spoke from occasionally, stared fromincessantly, heard with, hardly ever. They were traditionally
deaf. The eyes were there, small and flat as coins, and the colour of the walls thensel ves, as
t hough during the |ong hours of professional staring the grey stone had at last reflected itself
indelibly once and for all. Yes, the eyes were there, thirty-six of themand the eighteen noses
were there, and the Ilines of the nmouths that resenbled the harsh cracks that divided the stone
sl abs, they were there too. Although nothing physical was mssing fromany one of their eighteen
faces yet it would be inpossible to perceive the faintest sign of animation and, even if a
basi nful of their features had been shaken together and if each feature had been picked out at
random and stuck upon sone dumy-head of wax at any capricious spot or angle, it would have made
no di fference, for even the nost fantastic, the nost ingenious of arrangenments could not have
tenpted into life a design whose conponent parts were dead. In all, counting the ears, which on
occasi on may be nmonstrously expressive, the one hundred and eight features were unable, at the
best of times, to nmuster between them individually or taken _en nasse_, the faintest shadow of
anything that mght hint at the workings of what |ay beneath.

Havi ng wat ched the excitenent devel oping around themin the Geat Kitchen, and being
unabl e to conprehend what it was all about for l|ack of hearing, they had up to the |ast hour or
two been unable to enter into that festive spirit which had attacked the very heart and bowel s of
the kitchen staff.

But here and now, on this day of days, cognizant at |ast of the arrival of the new Lord,
the eighteen Grey Scrubbers were |lying side by side upon the flagstones beneath a great table
dead drunk to a man. They had done honour to the occasion and were out of the picture, having been
rolled under the table one by one like so many barrels of ale, as indeed they were.
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Through the clanour of the voices in the Geat Kitchen that rose and fell, that changed
tenpo, and lingered, until a strident rush or a wheezy slide of sound cane to a new pause, only to
be shattered by a hideous croak of laughter or a thrilled whisper, or a clearing of sonme coarse
throat -- through all this thick and interwoven skein of bedlam the ponderous snoring of the G ey
Scrubbers had continued as a recogni zabl e theme of dol orous persistence.

In favour of the Grey Scrubbers it nust be said that it was not until the walls and fl oor
of the kitchen were shining fromtheir exertions that they attacked the bungs as though unweaned.
But it was not only they who had succumbed. The sane unquestionabl e proof of loyalty could be
observed in no less than forty nenbers of the kitchen, who, |like the Grey Scrubbers, recognizing
the bottle as the true nmedi umthrough which to externalize their affection for the famly of
Groan, were seeing visions and dreani ng dreans.

M. Flay, w ping away with the back of his clawlike hand the perspiration that had
al ready gathered on his brow, allowed his eyes to remain a noment on the inert and foreshortened
bodi es of the inebriate Gey Scrubbers. Their heads were towards him and were cropped to a gun-
grey stubble. Beneath the table a shadow had roosted, and the rest of their bodies, receding in
paral l el lines, were soon devoured in the darkness. At first glance he had been rem nded of
not hi ng so much as a row of curled-up hedgehogs, and it was sone time before he realized that he
was regarding a line of prickly skulls. Wen he had satisfied hinmself on this point his eyes
travell ed sourly around the Great Kitchen. Everything was confusion, but behind the flux of the
shifting figures and the tenmporary chaos of overturned mixing tables, of the floor littered with
stock-pots, basting pans, broken bow s and di shes, and oddments of food, M. Flay could see the
main fixtures in the roomand keep themin his mnd as a neans of reference, for the kitchen swam
before his eyes in a clammy nmist. Divided by the heavy stone wall in which was situated a hatch of
strong tinber, was the garde-nmanger_ wth its stacks of cold neat and hangi ng carcases and on the
inside of the wall the spit. On a fixed table running along a length of the wall were huge bow s
capabl e of holding fifty portions. The stock-pots were perpetually simering, having boiled over,
and the floor about themwas a nmess of sepia fluid and egg-shells that had been floating in the
pots for the purpose of clearing the soup. The sawdust that was spread neatly over the fl oor each
nmor ni ng was by now ki cked into heaps and soaked in the splashings of wine. And where scattered
about the floor little blobs of fat had been rolled or trodden in, the sawdust stuck to them
giving them the appearance of rissoles. Hanging along the dripping walls were rows of sticking
kni ves and steel s, boning knives, skinning knives and two-handed cl eavers, and beneath them a
twel ve-f oot by nine-foot chopping bl ock, cross-hatched and hol | owed by decades of |ong wounds.

On the other side of the room to M. Flay's left, a capaci ous enornous copper, a row of
ovens and a narrow doorway acted as his | andmarks. The doors of the ovens were flying w de and
acid flames were | eapi ng dangerously, as the fat that had been thrown into the fires bubbled and
st ank.

M. Flay was in two minds. He hated what he saw, for of all the roonms in the castle, it
was the kitchen he detested nost, and for a very real reason; and yet a thrill in his scarecrow
body made himaware of how right it all was. He could not, of course, analyse his feelings nor
woul d the idea have occurred to him but he was so nuch a part and parcel of Gornmenghast that he
could instinctively tell when the essence of its tradition was running in a true channel
powerfully and with no deviation.

But the fact that M. Flay appreciated, as fromthe profoundest of notives, the vulgarity
of the Great Kitchen in no way mitigated his contenpt for the figures he saw before him as
i ndi vidual s. As he | ooked fromone to another the satisfaction which he had at first experienced
in seeing themcollectively gave way to a detestation as he observed them pi eceneal .

A prodigious twi sted beam warped into a spiral, floated, or so it seened in the haze,
across the breadth of the Great Kitchen. Here and there along its undersurface, iron hooks were
screwed into its grain. Slung over it like sacks half filled with sawdust, so absolutely lifeless
t hey appeared, were two pastry-cooks, an ancient _poissonnier_, a _r6tier_ with |legs so bandy as
to describe a rugged circle, a red-headed _|égumer , and five _sauciers_wth their green scarves
around their necks. One of themnear the far end fromwhere Flay stood twitched a little, but
apart fromthis all was stillness. They were very happy.

M. Flay took a few paces and the at nosphere cl osed around him He had stood by the door
unobserved, but now as he cane forward a roysterer |eaping suddenly into the air caught hold of
one of the hooks in the dark beam above them He was suspended by one arm a cretinous little man
with a face of concentrated i npudence. He nust have possessed a strength out of all proportions to
his size, for with the weight of his body hanging on the end of one armhe yet drew hinself up so
that his head reached the I evel of the iron hook. As M. Flay passed beneath, the dwarf, tw sting
hi nsel f upside down with incredible speed, coiled his |l egs around the tw sted beam and droppi ng
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the rest of hinself vertically with his face a few inches fromthat of M. Flay, grinned at him
grotesquely with his head upside down, before Flay could do anything save cone to an abrupt halt.
The dwarf had then swung hinself on to the beamagain and was running along it on all fours with
an agility nore likely to be found in jungles than in kitchens.

A prodigious bellow outvoicing all cacophony caused himto turn his head away fromthe
dwarf. Away to his left in the shade of a supporting pillar he could make out the vague
unm st akabl e shape of what had really been at the back of his brain |ike a tunmour, ever since he
had entered the great kitchen.

3

SVELTER

The chef of Gornenghast, balancing his body with difficulty upon a cask of w ne, was
addressing a group of apprentices in their striped and sodden jackets and small white caps. They
cl asped each other's shoulders for their support. Their adol escent faces steanmng with the heat of
the adj acent ovens were quite stupefied, and when they |aughed or appl auded the enornity above
them it was with a crazed and sycophantic fervour. As M. Flay approached to within a few yards
of the cluster, another roar, such as he had heard a nonment or two earlier, rolled into the heat
above the w ne-barrel

The young scullions had heard this roar many tinmes before but had never associated it with
anything other than anger. At first, consequently, it had frightened them but they had soon
perceived that there was no irritation in its note today.

The chef, as he | ooned over them drunken, arrogant and pedantic, was enjoying himnself.

As the apprentices swayed tipsily around the wi ne cask, their faces catching and | osing

the light that streaned through a high wi ndow, they also, in a delirious fashion -- were enjoying
thensel ves. The echoes died fromthe apparently reasonl ess bellow of the chief chef and the
sagging circle about the barrel stanped its feet feverishly and gave high shrill cries of delight,

for they had seen an inane snmile evolving fromthe blur of the huge head above them Never before
had they enjoyed such latitude in the presence of the chef. They struggled to outdo one another in
the taking of liberties unheard of hitherto. They vied for favours, screaning his nane at the tops
of their voices. They tried to catch his eye. They were very tired, very heavy and sick with the
drink and the heat, but were living fiercely on their fuddl ed reserves of nervous energy. Al
savi ng one hi gh-shoul dered boy, who throughout the scene had preserved a noody silence. He | oathed
the figure above himand he despised his fell ow apprentices. He | eaned agai nst the shadowy side of
the pillar, out of the chef's line of vision

M. Flay was annoyed, even on such a day, by the scene. Although approving in theory, in
practice it seemed to himthat the spectacle was unpleasant. He renenbered, when he had first cone
across Swelter, how he and the chef had instantaneously entertained a nmutual dislike, and how this
antipathy festered. To Swelter it was irksone to see the bony straggly figure of Lord
Sepul chrave's first servant in his kitchen at all, the only palliative to this annoyance being the
opportunity which if afforded for the display of his superior wit at M. Fla