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"We were just playing chess to pass the time," said Jiro. 

"Go on playing then. Don't let rabble like us interrupt." 

"Don't be silly. How could I concentrate with idiots like you around." Jiro pushed away the chess-board. One or two 

of the pieces fell over and he stood them up again without looking at the squares.�
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"A good enough reason? What nonsense, Jiro. For the first few moves, you were planning ahead, I could see that. 

You actually had a strategy then. But as soon as I broke that down, you gave up, you began playing one move at a time. 

Don't you remember what I always used to tell you? Chess is all about maintaining coherent strategies. It's about not 

giving up when the enemy destroys one plan, but to immediately come up with the next. A game isn't won and lost at the 

point when the king is finally cornered. The game's sealed when a player gives up having any strategy at all. When his 

soldiers are all scattered, they have no common cause, and they move one piece at a time, that's when you've lost." 

(PVH: pp. 128-9)� � � �
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Why, Jiro, this is sheer defeatism. The game's far from lost, I've just told you. You should be planning your defence 

now, to survive and fight me again. Jiro, you always had a streak of defeatism in you, ever since you were young. I'd 

hoped I'd taken it out of you, but here it is again, after all this time." (PVH: p.129) 
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Ichiro rolled back over and returned to his picture. His earlier concentration, though, seemed to have deserted him; he 

began to add more and more fleeting figures at the bottom of his sketch until the shapes merged and became 

meaningless. Eventually abandoning any sense of care, he started to scribble wildly all over the lower section of the 

sheet.�

��������������������������������������������������
��������������������������������������������������
�����������������

� ������������������������������"The Summer after the War" (1984) (��

395



������ ���� ���� �������

SAW)����������������2���������AFW������������������7�
�����(Ichiro)�������(Oji)���������������������������������
��������������������������������������������������
��������������������������������������������������
��������������������������������������������������
��������������������������������������������������
��������������������������������������������������
��������������������������������������������������
�����������������������

His [Oji's] presence made me [Ichiro] self-conscious, and I made a show of working at my picture. After some minutes, 

however, the frustration overtook me again, and I hurled my paint-brush across the veranda.�
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He [Oji] held the picture beyond my [Ichiro's] reach and continued looking at it. 'Not so bad at all,' he said, 

thoughtfully. 'You shouldn't give up so easily. Look, Oji will help you a little. Then you try and finish it.' (SAW: p. 124) 
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And let me now posit this: ' dignity' as to do crucially with a butler's ability not to abandon the professional being he 

inhabits. Lesser butlers will abandon their professional being for the private one at the least provocation.. For such 

persons, being a butler is like playing some pantomime role; a small push, a slight stumble, and the façade will drop off to 

reveal the actor underneath. The great butlers are great by virtue of their ability to inhabit their professional role and 

inhabit it to the utmost; they will not be shaken out by external events, however surprising, alarming or vexing. They 

wear their professionalism as a decent gentleman will wear his suit: he will not let ruffians or circumstances tear it off him 

in the public gaze; he will discard it when, and only when, he wills to do so, and this will invariably be when he is entirely 

alone. It is as I say, a matter of 'dignity'.�
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I have to keep going on these trips because, you see, you can never tell when it's going to come along. I mean the very 

special one, the very important trip, the one that's very very important, not just for me but for everyone, everyone in the 

whole world. . . .That's why I've got to carry on for the moment, keep traveling all the time. It makes things very difficult for 

us, I realize. But we have to be strong and patient, all three of us. It won't be much longer, I'm sure. It'll come soon, the very 

important one, then it will all be done. I'll be able to relax and rest then, I could stay at home all I wanted, it wouldn't matter, 

we could enjoy ourselves, just the three of us.�
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    Our progress was slow. It was hard for me to keep the torch pointed before us, and we often stumbled in the dark, at 

great cost to Akira. Indeed, he more than once came close to losing consciousness on that lap of our journey, and his weight 
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around my shoulders grew immense. Nor was I without my own injuries; most annoyingly, my right shoe had split apart, 

and my foot was badly gashed causing a searing pain to rise with each step. Sometimes we were so exhausted we could go 

no more than a dozen steps without stopping again. But we resolved on these occasions not to sit down, and would stand 

swaying together, gasping for breath, re-adjusting our weights in the attempt to relieve one pain at the expense of another. 

The rancid smell from his wound grew worse, and the constant scuffling of the rats around us was unnerving, but we did not, 

at this stage, hear any sounds of fighting.�
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   "Lord Darlington wasn't a bad man. He wasn't a bad man at all. And at least he had the privilege of being able to say at 

the end of his life that he made his own mistakes. His lordship was a courageous man. He chose a certain path in life, it 

proved to be a misguided one, but there, he chose it, he can say that at least. As for myself, I cannot even claim that. You see, 

I trusted. I trusted in his lordship's wisdom. All those years I served him, I trusted I was doing something worthwhile. I can't 

even say I made my own mistakes. Really--one has to ask oneself--what dignity is there in that?'.(RD pp. 255-6) 
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if you found your possible, the actual model they got you from. Even then, I don't see what difference it makes to anything."��)
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   Lying awake that night after what Roger had told me, I kept seeing those balloons again. I thought about Hailsham 

closing, and how it was like someone coming along with a pair of shears and snipping the balloon strings just where they 

entwined above the man's fist. Once that happened, there'd be no real sense in which those balloons belonged with each 

other any more. . . . it was unnerving, to think things weren't still going on back there, just as always. . . .(NLMG p.213) 

������������������������������������������������
� �������������������������������������������������
��������������������������������������������������
��������������������������������������������������
��������������������������������������������������
��������������������������������������������������
��������������������������������������������������
�����������4��������������������������������������
������������

402



����������������������

What I mean is, right from that first time, there was something in Tommy's manner that was tinged with sadness, that 

seemed to say: "Yes, we're doing this now and I'm glad we're doing it now. But what a pity we left it so late." 

   And in the days that followed, when we had proper sex and we were really happy about it, even then, this same nagging 

feeling would always be there. (NLMG p.239) 
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� ��������11�����������(Sales)������Judy Bridgewater�Songs After Dark�����
����������������������������������������"Never Let Me Go"��
�����������������������������"Baby, baby, never let me go. . ."��������
�������������������������������������

And what I'd imagine was a woman who'd been told she couldn't have babies, who'd really, really wanted them all her life. 

Then there's a sort of miracle and she has a baby, and she holds this baby very close to her and walks around singing: "Baby, 

never let me go. . ." partly because she's so happy, but also because she's so afraid something will happen, that the baby will

get ill or be taken away from her. Even at the time, I realized this couldn't be right, that this interpretation didn't fit with the 

rest of the lyrics. But that wasn't an issue with me. (NLMG p.70) 
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By then (2 years later), of course, we all knew something I hadn't known back then, which was that none of us could have 

babies. It's just possible I'd somehow picked up the idea when I was younger without fully registering it, and that's why I 

heard what I did when I listened to that song. But there was no way I'd known properly back then.  (NLMG pp.72-3) 
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"I was weeping for an altogether different reason. When I watched you dancing that day, I saw something else. I saw a new 

world coming rapidly. More scientific, efficient, yes. More cures for the old sicknesses. Very good. But a harsh, cruel world. 

And I saw a little girl, her eyes tightly closed, holding to her breast the old kind world, one that she knew in her heart could

not remain, and she was holding it and pleading, never to let her go. That is what I saw. It wasn't really you, what you were 

doing, I know that. But I saw you and it broke my heart. And I've never forgotten." (NLMG p.272) 
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   'Important. Very important. Nostalgic. When we nostalgic, we remember. A world better than this world we discover 

when we grow. We remember and wish good world come back again. So very important.' (WWO p.310) 
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That was the only time. . . that I started to imagine just a little fantasy thing, because this was Norfolk after all, and it was 

only a couple of weeks since I'd lost him. . . .I half-closed my eyes and imagined this was the spot where everything I'd ever 

lost since my childhood had washed up, and I was now standing here in front of it, and if I waited long enough, a tiny figure 

would appear on the horizon across the field, and gradually get larger until I'd see it was Tommy, and he'd wave, maybe 

even call. The fantasy never got beyond that—I didn't let it—and though the tears rolled down my face, I wasn't sobbing or 

out of control. I just waited a bit, then turned back to the car, to drive off to wherever it was I was supposed to be.  (NLMG:

pp.287-8)  

�������������������������������������������������
������������3��������������������("But the fact was, I suppose, there were 

powerful tides tugging us apart by then, and it only needed something like that to finish the task. If we'd understood that back 

then—who knows?—maybe we'd have kept a tighter hold of one another. " (NLMG: p.197))�������������
�����������������

"I keep thinking about this river somewhere, with the water moving really fast. And these two people in the water, trying to 

hold onto each other, holding on as hard as they can, but in the end it's just too much. The current's too strong. They've got to 

let go, drift apart. That's how I think it is with us. It'a shame, Kath, because we've loved each other all our lives. But in the 

end, we can't stay together forever."  (NLMG: p.282)  
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