FREE EXTRACTS - VOLUME 1

During his annual spring-cleaning session, the Mole has discovered a mysterious
tunnel hidden away behind a cupboard in his kitchen. Unable to resist his own
curiosity, he finds his way along it, emerging finally into the daylight...

As always it took the Mdle a good half mnute to adjust to the
sudden brilliance — although the day was cloudy, so that he did not
need to screw up his eyes quite so tightly as if the sun had been
out. But even before he could |ook about him easily, he knew for
certain that something was wong. He sniffed the air, winkling up

his nose in instant distaste. There was a snell about - several
snells, in fact, but one in particular that stood out: acrid, sharp,
alnmost like that of a salt wind blowing off a seaweedy sea, Yyet
seeming to the Mdle's sensitive nose not of Nature at all. Straight

away his eyes began to itch. And there was too a strange, awesomne
sound, such as he had never heard before nor could possibly have
i mgined. It was |i ke a great continuous exhal ation, or runbling, or
conmbi nation of the two, in which pulses of whining also grew and
then dinmred, grew and then dinned. Sonehow it seened far away and
close by, all at the sane tine.

“O but where am 1?” he thought to hinself, half out |oud.
“What can have happened?”

As his vision adjusted so he began to |ook about him nore
keenly. And the first thing that struck him Iike a hamer blow, was
how little there was to see, and how utterly, utterly strange what
he could see was. Through his own front door he would come straight
up into a grassy mneadow, close by a hedge whose neat rounded shape
was al ways, by late March, dazzlingly patterned over with the tiny
white bloons of the blackthorn. There was a great old oak — not in
the hedge, but standing by it - whose armlike twi sted roots had
been gnawed and then polished by the oily wool of resting sheep. Yet
no such | andmarks existed here. Instead, next to him he found an
odd, ugly little short grey post. It had a broad head bearing a door
of some kind, enbossed with the letters LI-00192-PX. It nade a | ow,
sl ow and continuous ticking, like a grandfather clock in the very
| ast nmonents before it runs down. A few yards behind this object
stood a series of broken fragments of hawthorn and el der, growing in
a line along a very low bank with wi de gaps between them Far away
to the south, in the direction of what ought to have been his
everyday entrance, there stood a big dead tree.

The ground itself was nobssed, with blackened stunps of sone
crop of long ago sticking up fromit as if it mght once have been
pl ough-1and, then abandoned. A line of tall posts made of a crude
| ooking grey-white material ran across it as far as an unnmade road.
Beyond this, to the Mle s left, stretched a ploughed field so huge
that anything that lay beyond it might as well have been in the next
county. On this vast space, nmade toy-like by distance, a strange



yell ow machine was slowy noving. Behind it, what |ooked |ike a
white mist swirled out, inmpossibly, in a row of Catherine-wheeling
shapes. The wind was blowi ng fromjust this direction.

The Ml e hugged hinmself in anxiety, so startled by the sense
of invisible danger all about him that he could not even nove back
towards the tunnel exit. “Sonething terrible — O terrible — has
happened here!” he whispered. Yet where was “here”? And how had he
arrived init?

“I must go back,” he said, summoning the courage to make a
nove.

But just as he was about to take a step he saw a great grey
vehicle with inmensely fat, ridged tyres bouncing towards him over
t he rough ground. It was |loaded with rolls of what |ooked like wre,
and its engine nade a nonstrous grating-whining-grow of such a
violence as he had never before heard nor inmagined. Seeing this
great beast come on directly at him or so it seened, what could any
nol e have done but turn and run fromit? He ran in the direction of
the unmade road, and within seconds the thing stood between him and
the tunnel exit.

When he reached the track, still in a panic, the Mdle hurried
on along it. The animals that junped down fromthe vehicle — a very
rough-1ooking rabbit and, bizarrely, a couple of stoats — showed not
the slightest interest in him but the Ml e was not about to go back
and have a chat with them Instead, puffing nervously, he trotted on
towards a distant point where there was at |east sonme hopeful sign
of overhangi ng vegetati on.

“This is not the adventure | wanted!” he whispered. A hundred
yards further on, negotiating a large pothole filled with a
crunbling black material and pieces of old brick, he said the sane
thing again, a little louder and rather nore petulantly. Here
i sol ated hawt horns stood a hundred yards apart from one another,
trinmmed flat across their tops as if at the hand of some lunatic of

tidi ness. These gradually increased in nunmber until a quarter of a
mle later the track was lined continuously along one side wth
bl ackt horn bushes — as the Ml e might have expected — but grown out,
and in curiously full bloom Beyond and above the foam of tiny

flowerets the Mole could also see the rearing grey-green tops of a
series of shed-like things, once again inconceivably inmrense. They
were built of deeply ridged materials, wholly unfamiliar to him and
had about them the |ook and feel of structures throwmn up in
preparation for a war.

Wrds were witten in towering letters across each of these

great null artificial «cliff-faces: one, in Ienon-yellow read
BRAWSCHE. The one next to it — and it took the Mdle nearly a nminute
to reach it — was made in letters that seened, astoundingly, to be

illumnated fromthe inside. This said KANSAS HOVEKARE. Under neat h,
a flatter, unlit sign read KATCH OUR KRAZY PRI CES!'!! Beyond this was



a very high fence nade of sone super-heavy-duty criss-cross wire and
here, on another sign, were the words UN VERSAL BREAKDOA.

“Dear me,” said the Mle. “O Dear, dear ne! | seem to have
come up in Kansas.” He noticed that the sinister breathing-roar, or
roari ng-breath, ever present in the atnosphere, was much | ouder here
than it had sounded at the tunnel exit. It reached towards him
t hrough the | eafl ess branches of a thicket to his right alnost as if
it were a part of them

The Mle went on along the track, which by now had a deep
screen of hazels and thorns on either side. Under them | ay discarded
objects: a rusted child s bicycle of an odd design, its frane bent
into a sad banana-shape, a rotting mattress in which seedlings had
taken root, and ahead, where a bollard bisected the path, a
scattering of strange little netal cylinders covered in garishly
coloured letters. JILT, read one, ZUPP another, and there, and
there, and then again there, were the words POKE- A- POLAR

Finally the Mle energed from the shrubs into another open
space. But this was a space with buildings — or at |east, structures
— strewn about in such inconprehensible chaos and ugliness that at
first he could only cover his eyes with his paws and hope that when
he renmoved them he mght be | ooking at something else entirely. The
strategy did not work. One vastly distended grey-blue shed | unped
upward into the sky beyond the next vastly di stended grey-blue shed,
el bowi ng at one another for room in a tangling mayhem of snooth,
bl ack hard roads whose very surfaces seened alien to him Between
all this and the spot where the Mdle now stood there stretched an
acreage of land big enough to support three snmall farnms conplete
with livestock, cereals, roots and clover: on it stood hundreds upon
hundreds of absurd, blob-1ike wheeled contraptions. To his great
credit — despite his anxiety — it did not take the Mdle very long to
identify these last-nentioned objects as sone strangely distorted
seal ed-in species of notor-car.

One stretch of road passed near where he stood, and this was
full alnpbst to capacity with a very slow noving queue of the sane
contraptions — a weary-looking aninmal slunped diny at the wheel of

each — going in to the expanse, whilst in the other direction an
equally solid Iline of the things flowed out. Between these
excitements ran narrow borders of straggling shrubs generously
littered about with a mx of little nmetal cylinders and things
resenbling large white handl e-less tunblers. And above all of this
reared nore wall-size letters illumnating phrases of blank opacity

such as CARPET-PLANET, M SSISSIPPI CHI CKEN BAKES (“M ssissippi?”
t hought the Modle), PARD SE OF SUEDE, and LQOUI SI ANA LI ZARD- LOUNGES
(“Ah! — O? Er..Louisiana?’). Another sign at the road-edge
announced, THI'S WAY TO THE UTOPI A PARK TRADE NURTURY. Beneath it |ay
a ragged six-foot twi st of what | ooked like old cardboard, and just
behind it a series of flapping banners that one after another
repeated a proposition the Mle conforted hinmself he knew to be
nonsense: SAVE VH LE YQOU SPEND!



Beyond the giant sheds, cranes were noving, slowy shifting
i mrense square-shaped | oads. And beyond these the sky itself seened
to have been scored across with drooping |ines suspended fromthree-
armed tapering netal skeletons as if to fence it out altogether.

Well: what could even the npbst stalwart and |evel -headed of
ani mal s have done in circunstances such as these? Was the Mle to go
over into that |ooning horror-scape, knock am ably on one of the

inching contraptions wndows and ask the animal inside for
directions? Directions to where? In any case, nany of the drivers
| ooked like weasels, or if not weasels proper .. But the Mdle
instantly dismssed the thought as too difficult. He turned

hel plessly in the opposite direction and there, dim and blue in the
hazy cloud-lit distances, he could just nmake out a line of wooded
hills. There was — wasn't there? — sonmething faintly fanmliar about
their shape, sonething sufficient, anyway, to make him hope that if
he could possibly get to them he mght find sonmeone - sone
approachabl e ani mal of his own kind to whom he m ght turn for help.

So he hurried off, trying as best he could not to give the
i npression he was afraid. He followed a |ong snoot h-topped pavenent
as it curved slowy up beneath a bank of littered grass. But when
eventual ly he crested this slight rise, fear or no fear, he stopped
dead in his non-existent tracks. For here, spreading below himlike
the worst post-prandial nightmare ever suffered by a top-scale
Titan, lay the dread source of that atmnospheric breathing-roar, now
deafening in its intensity: a “road” of such vast dinensions that
even as the Mdle gawped in amazenent at it, he found his sense of
di stance and scal e di zzyingly underni ned.

Wiy, the thing had to be wider than a river — fifty yards, at
| east. Wder than the River — no, but that was inpossible! Yet there
it was in front of him And on this inpossible thing — in three
seeningly narbl e-snmooth channels |eading west, and curving away to
the edge of the world, and three seeningly narble-snooth channel s
| eading east, and curving away to the world s other edge — there
flowed two unbroken rivers of blobs, squashed blobs, angular-
squashed bl obs, great shoe-boxes with snouts, and pantechni cons the
size of freight carriages crazily freed fromtheir rails. Al were
nmoving at speeds so high that the Ml e was quite unable to adjust
his vision to the sight of them

“Where are they all going?” he thought, whispering the words
out loud just after he thought them “Were are they all going? Wy
aren’t they all back at hone?”

He |ooked away, reaching out to a grey netal barrier for
support, but even as he did so he understood how the noise was
generated: each missile nmade its own contribution as it passed, its
tyres roaring along the surface of the road as if the air itself was
being ripped and tattered. And the air seenmed barely air at all. To
the Mole — whose nostrils and lungs had rarely been exposed to
anyt hi ng worse than a double dose of neadowsweet pollen — it seened



as if he was being poisoned. He pulled out his spotted cotton
handkerchi ef and clutched it tightly to his face.

The torrential road was bridged, not twenty yards fromhim by
a great three-channelled oval around which further bl ob-flows
pul sed, much like rowboats in a nmaelstrom But the Mdle saw that to
follow this upper route any sane ani mal would need to be inside (and
thus capable of controlling) one of those wurgently-whisking
machi nes. To attenpt the crossing on foot would nmean running across
first one flow of projectiles as it came up fromthe river-road on a
spur, and then across another as it descended on the far side.

He stared desperately about him to his left was a branble-
bank, hung over with what | ooked |ike ragged sheets of sone opaquely
shining substance (another wunappealing unknown) and, just as
puzzling, a nunber of little grey-silver and oddly patterned
‘“wheels’. To his right stood signs bearing neaningless arrows and
white chevrons on black backgrounds, a huge blue board indicating
LONDON in one direction, SWNDON AND THE WEST in the other. Here too
the sky was scratched across with wires, and around the bridge-ova
there stood a series of lights on very tall, thin posts, which
glowed a dull crimnmson agai nst the gradual |y darkeni ng sky.

The WMl e gazed out beyond all this, towards the Iline of
distant hills. A suggestion of woods and fields on them gave himthe
faintest sense of hope. Like it or not, he thought, he had no
choice: to reach them he would have to get across this chasm
somehow. He wal ked as close as he could to the first ranp of exit,
and stood on a grey cracked pavenent next to a grey flaking rail,
wat chi ng the perpetual stream of contraptions as they clinbed the
ranp to pass him There they cane: a white one, another white one, a
red one, another red one ...another red one ...

Every so often, with a little self-urging “Qo!” he began a
nmovement, as if to cross, but each tinme he did so his feet failed to
| eave their starting-post. At one nonent the contraption build-up on
the oval was al nost dense enough to stem the flow, but the nonent
qui ckly passed.

Then, at last, there in the distance, he saw a space com ng.
After that mini-blob of acidic puce, leaving the flow — just there —
there was a space. He could do it there — he coul d!

“I.will ...1 will .7 nuttered the Mle into his handkerchief,
pattering his little feet on the spot as he did so.

The blob of vile pucidity was bulleting towards him very hard
on the tail of the last of the preceding flow “Soon, soon, soon -
NOW” shouted the Mdle to hinself. But ...O how |long was that space?
... Another Thing was coming now, there, at the back end of it, even
faster than all the others. There it was, and there, and there,
still far off but closer, closer



“Cone on, Mdle!” groaned the Mle. “COVE on!” Then, with the
nost heroically fearsome yell of his tribal war-cry — “A Mle!l A
Mol e!” — that he could nuster, he hurled hinself full in the path of
t he oncomi ng projectile.

There was a |long and high-pitched squeal, and what seened no
nore than a second later the front of the nachine had thunped into
the running Mdle, flipping him over and over its top towards the
slope of its wndscreen, whence in another second or so he had
fall en away again to the ground. Dazed, his head spinning, and with
a dull pain now running all along his left leg and haunch, the Mle
saw a door flung open, and an irate animal throw ng aside sone kind
of curved device which, oddly, he seened to have been pressing to
his face.

“You MORON! You CRETINN — | — you — you Cranially-Very-Very-
Seri ousl y- Under - Furni shed I ndividual!!” shrieked the animal, junping
out and performng a little jig of rage next to his vehicle, his
fists clenched high above his head. “If you want to KILL yourself,

ALL you've got to do is junmp off THERE!'” (Wth trenbling hand and
finger he pointed towards the bridge.) “Mich nore effective, you
knowi Much nore choice!” But then — in what seened to the dazed Ml e
no nore than the twitch of a whiskered nose - this furious
i ndi vi dual gained control of hinself and fell silent. He glanced
about, just a little furtively, at the passing vehicles, then bent
down to the prostrate Mole. “Are you badly hurt?” he asked.

Now staying with Mr Gordon R. Rette, the Water Rat, whose car knocked him
down, the Mole travels with him into London, only to find the streets of the city
paralysed by a seemingly universal gridlock...

For another twenty minutes or nore, the BPW naintained its
unassuning place in the great spreading paralysis of traffic-flow —
i nching, footing, occasionally even yarding, but nostly inching, its
way onward. At every junction both tongue-tied nole and tongue-I| oose
rat would stare hungrily up side-streets for sonme inkling of free
space and a chance to nove. But each vista was just as janmed as the
| ast, roof beyond roof, boot beyond boot, away and away to the first
vi sible bend. Many drivers were now nmaking their own contributions
to a growing inprovisatory fanfare for horns whose performers may
wel | have stretched from Ealing in the west to Bethnal Green in the
renote east, from Hanpstead in the far north to Herne Hill in the
deep, deep south.

Several tines, M Rette cut suddenly and desperately to the
left or right, making what even his passenger could tell were the
nost extreme deviations fromany route ainmed towards a single point
of the conpass.



"And now we're here!" the Rat would wail at intervals. "I
don't WANT to be here! WHY are we here? ...Please? ...Pl ease?"

During the next long nonment of absolute stasis, the rear door
of the notor ahead of them opened. An arm protruded beyond it
hol di ng what was, quite uninterpretably otherwise, a snmall child's
potty. This it tilted into the gutter in the 'pour' position

"Ch, really," said M Rette in a tortured voice. "Really! This

is just too nuch! — We are never going to get there! W are never
going to get there!" he bawed, grasping at the air above the
steering wheel much as if he wished to strangle it. Then “— Cone

on!" he said. "We're wal ki ng!"

In what seenmed the nmerest splinter of a second he had swerved
the BPWinto a gap in a line of parked vehicles — this created by
anot her notor which had just pushed out in front of him

Leaping to the pavenent, the Water Rat snatched his snal
case. Breathing "Deracitel ...Deracitel ., he grabbed another item
and then began to jam coins into the side of a grey lollipop-shaped
bollard with a face on it. Then he was whisking off the Mle's seat
belt ("Wiy you can't do this | do not know"), and pulling him
bodi Iy out of the nachine.

"Cone on!" he shouted, already twenty feet ahead of the
prof oundly disorientated Mole. "You do know how to walk, | take it?"
A nonent later the Mdle was at his side. "OK ," nuttered M

Rette to himself in the low, collected voice of the field tactician
"Tube, no good from here - have to change, twice — Circle Line — no,
no! Rush hour — queues — taxis out, obvious reason — helicopters? —
no — so - xford Street ...Holborn ...Lincoln's Inn ...Chancery ...umm ...
Ludgate Hi Il ... Mansion ... W can do it. Half an hour. Sprint, M
Mol e, sprint! Please!!"

The Mol e funbled urgently in his pockets for his handkerchi ef
as he wal ked and pattered on. "This air is just awful," he noaned to
hi msel f. "Poi son, poison!" Even with his face covered he could stil
snmell and even taste whatever it was that floated all but visibly
around him

The pavenents of Oxford Street were already getting busy and,
rush or no rush, the Mdle was vividly aware of the strangeness of
the thronging stream which seened to grow in density the further
they noved through it. Every animal was dressed conpletely
differently from every other, adding (if that was possible) to his
sense of chaos. In his day — the day before the day before yesterday
— if a nole was dressed in a black velvet snoking-jacket, it meant
something. But here it seenmed there was either a |limitless
possibility for meaning — in which case there was no nmeaning - or,
of course, there was no neaning in the first place. True, a few of
the older fenmale pedestrians were snartly and even beconingly



dressed (and some of them he noticed, spoke in foreign |anguages).
But these few were all but Jlost in an wunending current of
peculiarity in which strawblonde girl dormce ninced along in
little creased scraps of cloth as if it were sumer on the beach
not sl eet-weather Mrch, and hedgehogs with their manes tweaked out
into luminescent spikes alternated with young ferrets in fur-
conpressing shiny trousers that outlined the unnuscled boni ness of
their shanks. There seened a grimmess, a joylessness, on alnost
every face.

Here now came a ferret wearing glasses whose curved |enses
suppl anted eyes altogether with pulled-thin mniature reflections of
ot her passers-by. There beyond canme a shrew of dirigible vastness,
the front face of her marquee-like shift inscribed with the words
THE AMERI CAN EXPERIENCE. Here cane a group of rabbits, pavenent-
wi de, staring ahead at all who wal ked towards them with a beetle-
browed resentnent - as though they mght happily pumel any one of
theminto an unconscious furry heap, no reasons known nor asked.

One of these, though quite young, the Mle noticed, was |osing
his fur in patches, and the lowest part of his head-fur was tw sted
into thin, oily little strands that flicked along his collar as he
gl ared about himin search of something new to hate. Another (and he
was the first of many) wore a cap with a kind of duck's-beak brim
| ong enough to shade out an equatorial sun at its zenith - useful,
certainly, had the sun ever shown a sign of penetrating the roof of
cl oud above the buil dings, and had he not been wearing it backwards.

"A Mle A Mle!'" groaned the Mle to hinself, stil
struggling heroically to keep up his resolve - no, but nore
seriously than that, his very sense of who he was in this
i nhospitable place. "A Mole! — A Mdle!l — A Mlel"

Only nonments |ater a ghastly wailing-choking sound, as of sone
wounded or bereaved aninmal, burst out at them from the dazzling
gl assy depths of a clothes shop. A drubbing drunbeat followd, and
then the wailing continued in even greater agonies of desol ation.

"O" cried the public-spirited Mle. "An animal is in pain!"
Wthout a thought for his own safety he hurled hinself inside the
store, penetrating it by way of a channel of bol d-checked jackets on
shiny chromumplated rails. "Were is that wounded aninmal?" he
demanded of a fat rabbit holding a clipboard. "She needs our help.
Speak up now, do!"

But M Rette — nearly speechless with a heady mx of rage and
incredulity - was right behind him "You vapour-headed excavator!"”
he expl oded, plucking at his case-handle in exasperation. "It's the
MUSI C "

"...nmusic .7?" echoed the Mle vaguely, looking all around him
with an unfocused gaze. " ...Wat ...nmusic ..?"



The walls and ceiling of the shop thunped, the air thunped
the clothes on their shining rails thunped, and then again the
wai | i ng-weasel -girl-voice skirled about them like the cry of a
banshee risen grieving fromits stony lair on a nidni ght noor.

"No!" retorted the Mle boldly, determned not to be put off.
"M Rette, that animal is in DI STRESS!"

The plunp assistant stood with his clipboard dangling from one
linp paw, his nose twitching in double-tine with amazenment. "Please
ignore him" said the Rat hoarsely, attenpting a grin his Iips would
not agree to. "He's — er — been having a spot of trouble lately. Bit
of a breakdown — you know. It's nmusic, | tell you! — Conme ONI" Wth
this he grabbed the Mdle firmy by the sleeve and began to tow him
backwards out of the store.

"O no ...No ..But the poor, poor creature!" cried the Mle
all his courtly instincts to the fore now and still urging himto
act. "— How can we | eave her here in such a plight?"

"There isn't anyone to |eave, you bean-brai ned burke!" vyelled
hi s i ncensed comnpani on.

The Ml e stared around the shop, doing his best to |locate the
wounded, bereaved or dying girl. But since there was no one else in
evi dence besides the chubby cony and an infinity of reflections of
same, he had little choice except to acquiesce.

"...But | heard her ." he nmunbled, half a minute later, by
which tine he and M Rette, still tugging, were two hundred yards
further down the street.

"How fat some of these animals are," observed the Mle,
another mnute later, " ... And how thin sone of the others are," he
added.

To neither remark did M Rette respond except perhaps by
wal king even faster. Not that this did him very nmuch good. Another
fifty yards on, and now in a quiet side-street, they saw ahead a
young water vole, hunched on the steps of a recess-doorway and
heavily draped in a collection of worn-out jackets and coats. As
they drew closer to him M Rette | ooked everywhere but towards him
it was rather as if lanp posts, waste-bins and paving-bl ocks had
suddenly beconme worthy of his deepest and nobst enquiring scrutiny.
The Mdle, for his part, stared at the aninmal in blank synpathy and
di sbel i ef.

"G unny chaaaynge?" whined the Vole. His fur was matted, the
Mol e saw, and his eyes | ooked slightly gl azed.

Resisting the force of M Rette's tugs, the Mle skidded to a
halt. "O but the poor, poor animal," he breathed, to hinmself. Never
before in his life had he heard a voice quite so weedy, so ground-



down, so ill-sounding, not even anobngst the ranks of the poorest
hedgehogs. "M Rette, we nust help him — W rnust! It is our duty."”

"THERE IS NO TIME!'" spumed t he Rat.

But to the Mdle it was unthinkable not to try to help a

fellowanimal in need. It would have gone against his deepest
instincts sinply to walk on now. "Wiwy are you here?" he asked the
Vole. “— No, we rmnust," he said firmy, again resisting M Rette's

attenpts to drag himon. "Can't you go hone?"

"Bit difficult when you ain't got one,” said the Vole
sardonical ly, breaking into a wheezy, conpul sive, hacking cough. (M
Rette turned quickly away, covering his nouth.)

"You haven't got one?" said the Mdle. "You haven't got a hone?
O but that's awmful! Terrible — terrible.” Yet even as he spoke he
was al so thinking, how could he help him after all? An animal wth
no burrow of his own has scant hospitality to offer. "Pan watch out
for you, Vole," he said sadly.

The young animal |ooked up at him with his deep-set eyes,
briefly surprised out of his cocoon of separateness by the strength
of feeling displayed by this passer-by who had not yet passed. "Pan
watch out for you, mal," he replied wearily, |ooking up the street
as he did so.

"Chhh!!" exclainmed the Rat, funmbling in his pockets, whence he
produced a note. "Here!" He flung the noney at the sunken Vole.
"Sorry! CGoodbye! COVE ON, M Mol e. Please!"”

The WMdle still did not nobve. Reaching for his purse, he
enptied its somewhat outdated contents into the honeless aninmal's
paw. But at that point the Rat got a proper purchase on him

"How can animals live like that?" said the Mle to hinself,
repl aci ng his handkerchief over his nouth at much the same tine that
M Rette renoved his hand from his own, "And how can they live -
here? In this?" By now the thing in the air seened positively to be
gripping the sides of his throat; his nmouth tasted of netal, and his
eyes were itching again.

The remains of this uneasy journey between London W and
London EC2 is perhaps best |eft undescribed, except to nention that
as the Rat hauled and yanked his recal citrant companion on across
Hol born and into the western skirts of the City of London, the Mle
found it nore and nore necessary to shade his eyes against any
glinpse of what was rearing up next to the pavenents he was being
tugged along. By the last stages of the walk any sense of
orientation he might have clung on to until then was conpletely
overwhel med by the screaning up-thrust of ever nore gigantic
structures, brutally vying with one another as if to blank out the
light of day itself. The Mle began to wonder if the poor stunned



nmul l et-brains with their duck's-beak caps might not be a lot nore
astute than their |ooks suggested. These caps could only have been
made, he reasoned, so as to shut out the sight of w ndows and walls
ascendi ng, against all he knew of Nature, into places where no wall
or wi ndow shoul d ever go or be.

At last, noist-browed and danmp under their collars, the two
animal s drew close to what even the Ml e could not avoid seeing was
a Gog anongst Magogs — A Gargantua anpngst Pantagruels — a truly
Hi mal ayan di splay of corporate haute couture: the Wrld Headquarters
of M Rette's enployers, Toad Transoceanic and Mol lusk (Hol dings)
A L.C, rearing, as it did, above the very Heart of Bigness and
conpletely blocking out all view of the sky beyond from each of the
roads that approached it.

This building was not nerely vast. Unlike everything else
around it, which conforned to the standard of grit-grey-on-black (or
someti nes, nore chal l engingly, grit-black-on-grey), the Toad
Transoceanic building was done all in shades of terracotta and
bl ot ched pinks and whites and fawns. It was clad in close on three-
gquarters of a square nile of polished Serravezza narble, rising in a
chasmi ¢ E-shape around a courtyard-front adorned with fountains. At
its renote top the building broke into a series of caps and crests
resenbling the roofs of sone nedieval city, and indeed one part of
the structure here had been given tall, very thin windows in a bogo-
Gothic style, lending it a strange resenblance to the Lady Chapel of
a Cathedral, grabbed from its normal resting place and craned up
into the sky. The i nmense entrance doors — each a linpid negalith of
sea-green glass - were framed on either side by skeletal,
ni ght mari sh scul ptures of horses, the one mrroring the other in the
m dst of a threatening, hoof-flailing rear. Yet, with their bl ocky
formse and angularity of nuscle-shape, they resenbled |ess horses
t han nmachi nes.

The Mole is now temporarily lodged at one of the country residences of Mr Wyvern-
Toad, CEA of Toad Transoceanic. The house is set on high land not very far from
the site of the original Toad Hall. Left to his own devices for the day, the Mole
decides to explore the strangely altered countryside nearby...

He found hinself walking along the wide nouth of a great enpty
downl and conbe. Though he was once nore in a |andscape of bare
cultivation, with bits of hawthorn-dotted turf visible only on the
st eepest slopes, his view of the conbe was obscured by fragnents of
a tall, outgrown thorn hedge. Half way along this — |ike sone sad
nmuseum relic of a tine when animals still used their legs to get
about — he saw a dil apidated stile.



The Mol e hesitated for just one nonment, then clanbered over
the stile's rotting tinmbers and stood on one of the ridges of the
deep-pl oughed field beyond. From here, he could see that the
st eepest edges of the conbe were fringed with solidly dark conifer
plantations. Fromthis distance they resenbled fur that had been set
with sonme vast wet conb, one diagonal row running parallel to the
next. On the left hill flank though, a series of |ess predictable
rounded shapes suggested the beginnings of older woodl and near the
hilltop.

It is probably true that the Mle had never quite lost his
fear of the WId Wod of his own hone valley, in his owmn hone tine.
But as he had cone to know it over the years, famliarity had bred
in hima guarded kind of love for the place, so that now — seeing
sonmething here that resenbled it even faintly - he knew he would
have to clinmb up to it. He staggered out across the corrugated field
(there was no sign of a path) until he reached a hard-surfaced farm
road. This led on into the conbe, where it split into two. The right
hand way curved off to join the hillside under the facing strip of
woodl and, where it became a rubble road of huge and ugly dinensions,
resting on a new and staring-white bank of excavated chal k. As the
Mole was looking at this — dismayed, as ever, by the bludgeoning
crudity of the work — a group of roughly twenty riders descended on
to it fromsone hidden channel in the trees, followed by a crawing,
bumpi ng and lurching chain of nmotors. Al but one of these were made
in the snouted-shoebox style, and even at a distance of nearly a
mle the colour of the riders' costunmes — blazing scarlet against
the jetty greens of the trees — told the Mole he was in the presence
of the hunt.

"How odd," said the Mle to hinself." — No, how very odd!"
Here he was in The Future, where it seened al nost everything he had
known and |oved about the countryside had vanished. Yet here too,
plain as plain anongst the greater blankness, was one of the old
old things — one that he had no love for, one of the |ast things he
woul d have hoped to find here - carrying on just as if nothing else
had changed.

For the aninmals of the Mdle's day and circle, the hunt was one
of those things that was sinply not discussed. It did not run over
their stretch of the Riverbank, and that was all they had needed to
know. It was — had been - one of those activities that went on in
the great elsewhere, and the less said about it the better. No
question now that the Mle would walk in the opposite direction
whi ch, luckily, should also get himto his chosen destination.

A nunber of signs gleaned threateningly at him from the
coni fer-edge. One read: "This wood is managed by Qutfl ow Forestry, a
di vision of FrugoNat ch  TreeManagenent Goup P.L.C" Another
adnoni shed: "AUTHORI ZED ACCESS ONLY". Another advi sed: "Conservation
Area: Please keep to the Pat hnarked Ways". Another, twenty yards or
so further up a sidetrack, shouted: "PRI VATE WOODLANDS! No Path."
(The Mole half expected to find another board demanding "Now. have



you read all the signs? And What Did They Say?" but did he not spot
one.)

'Conservation” area? he rumnated, as he continued on
al ongside the dry, leafless, suffocating depths of the plantation
whose rows of virtually branchless bol es | ooked Ii ke nothing so nuch
as the piers of a vast dark tonb. He could see no nobsses, no
flowers, and the one bird singing appeared to be singing from
somewhere else entirely. And was it really possible that they nade
j am here?

From the other side of the conbe — now well out of sight — he
heard a distant babbling of hounds and the single, abbreviated
sounding of a horn. He straightened his snoking-jacket: he was,
after all, the nobst respectable kind of nmle - known for it
t hroughout hi s nei ghbourhood — and things like this had nothing to
do with him Yet again he quickened his pace, wanting nothing nore
now then to be as far away from this spot as possible. Deep in his
n nd, where he would not quite recognise it as such, there lurked a
quite irrational fear that, respectable or not, this hunt might take
it intoits head to latch on to him—- choose himas its quarry. How
could he know for sure they did not have nol e-hunts now? Even where
the noles concerned were of the speech-making kind? H's brow danp,
he hurried on up the track with (so far as possible) ever-
| engt heni ng paces.

It was then he thought he heard the chink of horseshoes on
hard netalling, sonewhere down in the conbe behind him but nuch
closer than the riders he had seen. Pausing, he |listened, and heard
the sound again, a little |ouder now.

"O-0-0-0-0 ." he npaned, his earlier tolerably convincing
Citizen-out-strolling strides transforned now into a panicky run. "O
dear, O dear!" he groaned. He just had to get off this track!

Anot her narrow, grassy division between conifer blocks was
coming up on his right. Ignoring the PRI VATE WOODLANDS sign he
scurried into it and followed it for many hundreds of yards until it
ended, not with nore Sitka-tonbland but in an expanse of |ow hazel
coppi ce whose pale |eaning stens caught the colour of the sky in

their bark. Pushing on through this - forcing aside the living
hazel s, and breaking his way through the still standing but papery
dead ones — he energed two or three mnutes later into a steep

clearing on the down-side, a place that might have been pasture
once. It was snooth-grazed now by rabbits, though only in patches
bet ween encroachi ng scrub and branbl es.

The Mol e paused, panting, his heart thumping at the side of
his chest and drumring its drunbeat hard inside his ears. Then those
sanme ears pricked up again.

There was sonmething in the hazel copse behind him- the copse
from whi ch he had just energed. He could hear the faintest crackling



of dessicated tinber and the soft crish-crush, crish-crush of Iight
paw steps on the danp conpost of last autum's fallen |[eaves.
Whatever it was, it was noving at great speed, and towards him Even
as he listened on he sawits glistening eyes, its tapering snout and
its auburn-and-white-furred face enmerge beyond a clunp of branbles.
It was a fox. — It was the fox!

It ran out into the clearing, seeing him yet far nore in fear

of what lay behind. And perhaps it did not fear the Mle at all. It
ran on right by him head dropped, tail drooped so low it brushed
the rabbit-droppings off their nakers' grassy perches. How small it

was, thought the Mdle — but then that was often the case, wasn't it,
with the Unclothed animals? As it passed him the Fox nade a | ow,
barely audi ble crying-bark that seened to say, Get out of here, you
fool! Get out! They're on to us!

This was nore than enough to renobilise the Mle. Terror now
engraved as lines across his vision, his heart punping as crazily as
a tiny derailed toy steam engine, he plunged after the hunted
creature (even though in his reasoning nmind he knew this made no
sense), bursting into the claw ng-tri pping-branbled edge of another
stand of trees at just the nonment when two huntsmal s canme into sight
on the ground above. That was where the track he had been foll ow ng
led to! These two — a toad and a weasel as flanboyantly attired on
their steam ng, panting, sheen-flanked steeds as ever they had been
in olden days - caught sight of the Mle, the respectably if oddly
dressed Citizen-Mdl e, as he flailed and struggled with restraining
briars and then, freed, hurled hinself on out of sight into the
woodl and.

"Was that a supporter?" denmanded the one of the other in a
Myrm don' s voi ce.

"Not sure! Didn't look like one: though he was wearing a shirt
and tie of some sort!" replied the other to the one, as hero unto
her o.

They gal | oped on along the track. Being high on the hill, this
track separated the Fox and the Mole, in their refuge on the steep
wooded slope beneath it, from any nore secure retreat anongst the
trees on the flat hill top above.

The Ml e plunged after the hunted animl, tripping on roots,
sliding sideways on danmp pieces of fallen wood, dodging the squirls
of honeysuckle that trailed against his face, crawming in places
where he found no other way through the barriers before him But
nmonments | ater he found hinself on a path of sorts — a deer trail out
across a now open woodland floor of dog's mercury and ranmsons, the
atter not yet in flower but already filling the air with their
hints and wafts of garlic. Here and there ancient ash pollards
thrust thenselves up under a canopy of sycanore, some resenbling
dancers with dropped heads and up-thrust arns, others gargoyle-



faces, club nosed and thick |ipped around their gaping rot-filled
"mout hs" and wearing pairs of madly twi sted rabbit ears.

Perhaps aware of the dilenma facing them the Fox was now
trotting on slowy enough for the Mole to keep up, with an effort.
Where to cut up across the track without being spotted by these two
- evidently outriders fromthe rest — that was the problem But the
Fox made no pause, continuing on along the contours of the steep
slope for what seemed, to the increasingly exhausted Mdle, like
mles.

Was the conbe itself narrowing? And was that, now — could it
be possible? — another great breathing-roar, as of another titanic
road, he heard ahead of hin? O was it just the sound of a
freshening wind in the treetops? Suddenly the Fox veered upward in
the direction of the track, if track it still was. Again the Mle
followed blindly as if the Fox mght be able to lead him to sone
safe haven, sone lair that could not be dug out with spades, or
penetrated by trap-jawed terriers. But even as he energed from the
trees he heard behind hima shout of recognition and the thuddi ng of
appr oachi ng hooves.

What happened then took place too swiftly and confusingly for
the Mole to nmake any real sense of it. He saw the Fox, nonentarily
stymied in the centre of the track to his right, but he also saw
other figures — tall, grey-and-white-furred, conbative, powerful-
| ooking figures - energing towards him out of the deep shade of a
pl antation of conifers on its far side. Two of these stepped out on
to the track and threw sonething down over the ground where the Fox
had been standing. Two others cane out to his left, one armed with a
rifle, the other with an ancient-I|ooking cudgel. The forner raised
hi s weapon towards the riders. Then the Ml e saw no nore, his vision
shocki ngly shut off in blackness by material pulled tight over his
face and tied behind his head. Something that felt suspiciously |ike
the butt of a gun was thrust into his back, and a growing voice
said, "Conme on ani mal - nove!"

Guided on by the occasional thrust, or by an arm holding his
own to steer him and with nmuffled cries of protest comng from
animals on both sides, the Mle wal ked, stunbled, and wal ked on
again in deepening blackness. From the flatness of the ground he
could tell that they were on the hilltop, whilst the continuous
crackling of dry twi gs and branches beneath his feet, coupled with
t he al nost conpl ete absence of |ight around his blindfold, suggested
that they were wal king across the woodland floor and that the woods
here were once again plantations.

Eventual |y the group paused at a spot where the breathing-roar
was strong. He heard a sound as of dead branches being pulled back,
and the heavy scraping of a tinber door-brace, and then found
hi msel f bei ng gui ded down steps — scores, perhaps hundreds of them —
to a place where the ground levelled out once nore and the air was
war m and pungent with the presence of animals.



"Gve that Mdole his sight back first," said a rough-throated
slightly threatening voice from somewhere behind him "Leave those
ot hers."

"This is outrageous!" exclaimed a much lighter voice. "This is
br oodnap-wi t h- use- of - f or ce- of - ar ns! A nost indictable crinina
of fence! "

Shar p-cl awed paws funbled irritably with the material of the
Mole's blindfold and there was a nuttering and a cursing and a
"Which hanfisted clot tied this dammed knot?" After a low grow of
frustration the cloth was tugged free over the Mle's nose, which
proved just pliable enough to let it by.

The captive found hinself in a place that was at once famliar
and very strange. It was a big sett-chanmber whose furnishings, all
of them threadbare, made it |l ook |ike sonme curious hybrid of a none-
too-clean kitchen and a war-room Unwashed nugs and a big chipped
brown teapot stood on a tea-and-otherw se-stained deal table, and on
the straighter pieces of wall hung maps and charts narked out with
pins and tape crosses. In one of several dark and |ooni ng passage
entrances stood a rack for guns. But it was the place's occupants
that drew the Ml e's gaze. These included five |arge young badgers,
each of them dressed in variegated conbat gear, a tough-Iooking
scarred otter, and an inmense, elderly hare sporting an eye-patch
and wearing a bullet-belt across his chest. Two of these aninmals
were carrying guns that had obviously seen nmany years of use, and
two of the young badgers each gripped the arm of a blindfolded
hunt smal . A pheasant with a bandaged wi ng was al so pi cking al ong the
edge of one wall, and beneath the table the Mdl e could see the white
tip of the Fox's brush just protruding into sight.

"Well, Mle! So you like to follow the hunt in your spare
tinme, do you?" demanded the hoarse voice. "O support it anyway?
Unusual interest for a nole. Bit on the violent side, wouldn't you
say?"

"I do not follow it!" retorted the Mle angrily, turning to
the voice's source, a yet larger and ol der badger, whose narkings
i nstantly suggested himto be father to the rest. "I thought it was

foll ow ng ne!"

There was unbridled, snarling |aughter throughout the chanber
at this remark, not least from the one-eyed hare, whose visible eye
streanmed with tears of anusenent. But then the Fox energed a few
i nches from beneath the table, cowering back nonentarily at the
sight of the blindfolded hunters. It nmade its crying-bark and again
the Ml e thought that he could al nost understand it, though no words
of the civilised | anguage had been spoken.

He is speaking the truth, it seemed to say. He ran with ne.



"Well, well, well!" responded the badger-elder. "Now that's
not what you normally expect of the Clothed and Wrded, is it? Not
even nol es!”

He walked slowy towards the Mdle, scrutinising him and a
| ook of puzzlenent briefly clouded his expression. "You don't set
hounds on your fellowcitizens now as well, do you? I'mtalking to
you, Toad! Pay attention!"

"We nost certainly do not," replied the huntsmal in a clipped,
i npersonal tone worthy of a prisoner-of-war.

"Good. Take off their blindfolds. And a warning, you two of
the '"pink'. W are well arnmed here.”



