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cause part of it had been squashed and broken . .I ran my hand 
over the deep dent, and suddenly the old man startled me. 

"What you doing there?" Curiosity seemed mingled with sus­
picion in his voice and made me feel like a small child surprised 

5 by its mother in an unauthorized raid on the pantry. I set down 
the globe and turned. He was standing by the table with two big 
mugs of coffee in hi.s hands. 

"Coffee is hot," he said. 
I went back to my chair and sat down, slightly embarrassed. 

10 "Drink," he said, pushing one of the mugs over to me. 
We both began to sip the coffee, and for some time neither of 

us said anything. 
"That thing over there," he said at last, putting do:wn his mug, 

"that thing you was looking at - he brought it home one day - he 
15 was a boy then- maybe thirteen-year-old-Nick. The other day I 

found it up in the attic. I was going to throw it in the garbage. 
But I forgot. There it belongs. In the garbage. It is a false thing." 
His voice had now become venomous. 

"False?" I said. "How is it false?" 
20 He disregarded my question. "I remember," he went on, "he 

came home from school one day and we was all here in this room 
- all sitting around this table eating supper, his mother, his -sis­
ter and me and Alex, too - the-hired man like. And then sud­
den-like Nick pipes up, and he says, we learned in school today, 

25 he says, how the earth is round like a ball, he says, and how it 
moves around and around the sun and never stops, he says. 
They learning you rubbish in school, I say. ·B~t he says no, Miss 
McKenzie never told him no lies. Then I say she does, I say, and 
a son of mine shouldn't believe it. Stop your·ears! Let not Satan 

ao come in!" He raised an outspread hand and his voice thundered 
as if he were a prophet armed. "But he always a stubborn boy -
Nick. Like a mule. He never listened to reason. I believe it, he 
says. To me he says that - his father, just like that. I believe it, 
he says, because science proved it and it is the truth. It is false, 

35 I cry, and you will not believe it. I believe it, he says. So then I 
hit him because he will not listen and he will not obey. But he 
keeps shouting and shouting and shouting. She moves, he 
shouts, she moves, she moves!" 

He stopped. His hands had balled themselves into fists, and 
40 the remembered fury sent the blood streaming into his face. He 
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seemed now to have forgotten my presence and he went on 
speaking in a low murmuring voice, almost as if he were telling 
the story to himself. 

"So the next day, or the day after, I go down to that school, and 
s there is this little Miss McKenzie, so small and so thin that I 

could have crush her with my bare hands. What you teaching 
my boy Nick? I ask her. What false lies you stuffing in his head? 
What you telling him that the earth is round and that she moves 
for? Did Joshua tell the earth to stand still, or did he command 

10 the sun? So she says to me, I don't care what Joshua done, she 
says, I will tell him what science has discovered. With that 
woman I could get nowhere. So then I try to keep him away from 
school, and I lock him up in the house, but it was not good. He 
got out, and he run to the school like, and Miss McKenzie she 

15 sends me a letter to say she will send up the inspectors ifl try to 
keep him away from the school. And I could do nothing." 

His sense of impotence was palpable. He sat sunk into himself 
as if he were still contemplating ways of halting the scientific 
education of his son. 

20 "Two, three weeks after," he went on, "he comes walking in 
this door with a large paper parcel in his hand. Now, he calls out 
to me, now I will prove it to you, I will prove that she moves. And 
he tears off the paper from the box and" takes out this - this 
thing, and he puts it on the table here. Here, he cries, here is the 

25 earth, and look, she moves. And he gives that thing a little push 
and it twirls around like. I have to laugh. A toy, I say to him, you 
bring me a toy here, not bigger than my hand, and it is supposed 
to be the world, this .little toy here, with the printed words on 
colored paper, this little cardboard .ball. This Miss McKenzie, I 

so say to him, she's turning you crazy in that school. But look, he 
says, she moves. Now I have to stop my laughing. I'll soon show 
you she moves, I say, for he is beginning to get me mad again. 
And I go up to the table and I take the toy thing in my hands 
and I smash it down like this." 

35 He raised his fists and let them crash down on the table as if 
he meant to splinter it. 

"That'll learn you, I cry. I don't think he could believe I had 
done it, because he picks up the thing and he tries to turn it, but 
it don't turn no more. He stands there and the tears roll down 

40 his cheeks, and then, sudden-like, he takes the thing in both his 
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hands and he throws it at me. And it would have hit me right in 
the face, for sure, if I did not put up my hand. Against your 
father, I cry, you will raise up your hand against your father. As­
modeus! I grab him by the arm, and I shake him and I beat him 

s like he was the devil. And he makes me madder and madder be­
cause he don't cry or shout or anything. And I would have kill 
him there, for sure, if his mother didn't come in then and pull 
me away. His nose was bleeding, but he didn't notice. Only he 
looks at me and says, you can beat me and break my globe, but 

10 you can't stop her moving. That night my wife she make me 
swear by all that's holy that I wouldn't touch him no more. And 
from then on I never hit him again nor talk to him about this 
thing. He goes his way and I go mine." 

He fell silent. Then after a moment he snapped suddenly, "You 
15 hold with that?" 

"Hold with what?" I asked, taken aback. 
"With that thing?" He pointed behind him at the little table 

and at the broken globe. His gnarled hands now tightly inter­
locked, he leaned forward in his chair and his dark, brooding 

20 eyes sought an answer from mine in the twilight of the room. 
Alone with him there, I was aimost afraid to answer firmly. 

Was it because I feared that I would hurt him too deeply if I did, 
or was I perhaps afraid that he would use violence on me as he 
had on Nick? 

25 I cleared my throat. ''Yes," I said then. "Yes, I believe that the 
earth is round and that she moves. That fact has been accepted 
now for a long time." 

I expected him to round on me but he seemed suddenly to 
have grown very tired, and in a low resigned voice he said, "Sa-

30 tan has taken over all the world." Then suddenly he roused him­
self and hit the table hard with his fist, and cried passionately, 
"But not me! Not me!" 

It was unbearable. I felt that I must break the tension, and I 
said the first thing that came into my mind. "You can be proud of 

35 your son in spite of all that happened between you. He is a fine 
man, and the world honors him for his work." 

He gave me a long look, "He should have stayed here," he said 
quietly. "When I die, there will be nobody to look after the land. 
Instead he has gone off to tamper with God's earth." 

40 His fury was now all spent. We sat for a while in silence, and 
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then I rose. Together we walked out of the house. When I was 
about to get into my car, he touched me lightly on the arm. I 
turned. His eyes surveyed the vast expanse of sky and land, 
stretching far into the distance, reddish clouds in the sky and 

s blue shadows on the land. With a gesture of great dignity and 
power he lifted his arm and stood pointing into the distance, at 
the flat land and the low-hanging sky. "Look," he said, very 
slowly and very quietly, "she is flat, and she stands still." 

It was impossible not to feel a kind of admiration for the old 
10 man. There was something heroic about him. I held out my 

hand and he took it. He looked at me steadily, then averted his 
eyes and said, "Send greetings to my son." 

I drove off quickly, but had to stop again in order to open the 
wooden gate. I looked back at the house, and saw him still 

1s standing there, still looking at his beloved land, a lonely, tower­
ing figure framed against the darkening evening sky. 
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