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INTRODUCTION

The essays and sketches of D. H. Lawrence take on a particular
importance in any view of his imaginative, primary writings. Because
his major achievements, his fiction and poetry, are so often prophetic—
that is, closely related to Lawrence’s passionately held beliefs—the
secondary work is of greater significance than is the case with most
writers. The material in the present volume, Phoenix 11, offers special
clues to Lawrence.

Many of his uncollected miscellaneous writings were skilfully put to-
gether by Edward D. McDonald in the large first Phoenix volume in
1936. That book appeared at a rather unfortunate time, when
Lawrence’s reputation was at low ebb. After his death in 1930, too
many memoirs appeared which made him look foolish. He had
impressed those who had met him, but what they remembered most
was that he was a red-bearded man who often flew into rages. And
most of the reminiscences were written by the weeping Marys of his
entourage. The reading public tired of hearing about him, and his own
books went unread. The depression was thriving, and a war seemed to
be on the way—Lawrence seemed remote from such emergencies.

He was not, as a careful reading of Phoenix and his other writings
would have shown. In New York, the reviewer for the Nation said
Phoenix would be an influential book, as with the passing of the years
it has become ; long out of print in the United States, it is now much in
demand there, and the new printing (which accompanies that of
Phoenix II) is welcome. But when the first Phoenix appeared, it made
little impression. Clifton Fadiman reviewed Phoenix in The New Y orker,
which at the time of Lawrence’s death had printed a preposterous
legend to the effect that Lawrence was in the habit of stripping himself
naked and climbing mulberry trees. In 1936, Clifton Fadiman could
only find in Phoenix a cause for wonder: why had readers in the 1920s
taken Lawrence seriously? A few years after the appearance of Phoenix,
with the war succeeding the depression, Lawrence was almost entirely
forgotten.
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Then, a few years after the war, he had a marvellous resurrection.
Readers began to see that he had written more trenchantly than most
authors about the causes of modern evils, and that his books were an
important statement about the problems of modern man. By the early
1950s the revival was well under way. Readers had also come to
appreciate Lawrence’s expressional powers, his vitally charged lan-
guage. His books are now read widely, and Phoenix I1 is a contribution
to this new appreciation of his work.

Lawrence made a positive statement about his philosophical writings,
in the Foreword to Fantasia of the Unconscious (1922), where he play-
fully suggested that they might be called “pollyanalytics.” What he
said exactly was:

... This pseudo-philosophy of mine—*pollyanalytics,” as one of my
respected critics might say—is deduced from the novels and the
poems, not the reverse. The novels and poems come unwatched out
of one’s pen. And then the absolute need which one has for some
sort of satisfactory mental attitude towards oneself and things in
general makes one try to abstract some definite conclusions from
one’s experiences as a writer and as a man. The novels and poems
are pure passionate experience. These “pollyanalytics” are infer-
ences made afterwards, from the experience.

For the most part this is true; there may be a few occasions on which
Lawrence felt his way into fiction through an essay, but usually the
essays are explanations of or commentaries on the imaginative work.
This applies, for example, to “The Crown,” which tells much about
The Rainbow. Lawrence wrote ‘“The Crown” (now part of the
Reflections on the Death of a Porcupine collection) not long after he
had completed The Rainbow in 1915. Similarly, the two essays he
wrote in 1929, the year after the publication of Lady Chatterley’s
Lover, explains much of what he was trying to accomplish in that book.
Those essays are ‘“‘Pornography and Obscenity” and “A Propos of
Lady Chatterley’s Lover,” the latter included in the present volume.

But even the secondary writings which bear no obvious relation to the
primary are stimulating to read. Lawrence was never dull; at some
times he was less brilliant than at others, but he always quickens the
reader’s consciousness.

In the first section of the present book, ‘“Stories and Sketches,” most
of the material has not been collected before, and some of it has not
previously been published. The Notes at the back of this book tell the
history of these items.
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Little sketches such as “A Prelude” and “A Fly in the Ointment”
represent the very young Lawrence; the first of these is an early story
indeed, interesting chiefly for the hints it contains as to Lawrence’s
later themes and attitudes. Yet, like all his work, it has a warmth to it.
The next three little stories—*“A Fly in the Ointment,” “Lessford’s
Rabbits,” and “A Lesson on a Tortoise”—date from Lawrence’s Croy-
don period, autumn 1908-spring 1912, when he was a schoolmaster in
the South London suburb. The first of these stories is set at his lodging
house, the other two chiefly at the school. The last two sketches, along
with several of Lawrence’s poems of the time, tell us much about him as
a young schoolmaster.

The next three stories—*“A Chapel among the Mountains,” “A Hay
Hut among the Mountains,” and “Once”—reflect Lawrence’s meet-
ing with Frieda Weekley-Richthofen in the spring of 1912 and his
subsequent trip with her to the Continent. The two mountain sketches
describe their walking tour from Germany to Italy, while “Once” is
possibly based on an anecdote from Frieda’s youth in Germany.

“The Thimble” is of particular interest because it is a first short
version of one of Lawrence’s striking long stories, “The Ladybird.”
Lawrence often took characters and situations from life, in the case of
these stories Herbert Asquith (son of H. H. Asquith) and his wife,Lady
Cynthia Asquith. ““The Mortal Coil,” written in 1916, has as its central
character a young German officer. Lawrence called it one of his
“purest creations.” It was based on an experience of Frieda’s father.
“Delilah and Mr. Bircumshaw” is apparently an early (1912-1913?)
comic story (part of the text is missing), and while not one of his best,
it has some distinctly Lawrencean characteristics. The “Prologue” to
Women in Love is a discarded section of an early version of the novel.
It reveals much about Lawrence’s attitude while he was writing that
book, and serious readers will be interested to see what Lawrence finally
omitted. “Mr. Noon” is an incomplete novel Lawrence wrote in 1920
and is evidently based on the same friend whom he used as the central
figure of his play of 1912, “The Married Man.”

The translation of the short story “The Gentleman from San Fran-
cisco,” by Ivan Bunin, is an example of one of Lawrence’s briefer trans-
lations. During his forty-four years, less than_half of them spent as a
professional writer, he turned various foreign works into English,
including a novel and a number of tales from the Italian of Giovanni
Verga, as well as “The Story of Doctor Manente,” from the Italian of
“Il Lasca.” In these cases, Lawrence was a creative translator, bringing
the material over into English in his own vital prose. He wrote the
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“Introduction” to the translation by his friend S. S. Koteliansky of
Shestov’s All Things Are Possible. Long after Lawrence’s death, the
British bookseller Bertram Rota discovered that Lawrence had not only
written the “Introduction” but had also collaborated on the trans-
lation. When Mr. Rota asked Koteliansky about this, Koteliansky
explained that Lawrence in this instance wished to remain anonymous
(as in the case of Dostoevsky’s The Grand Inquisitor, which they also
translated together) because he felt that if his name appeared too fre-
quently as a translator it would damage his reputation with publishers.
“The Gentleman from San Francisco” appeared as the title piece of a
collection of Bunin’s stories translated by Koteliansky and Leonard
Woolf in 1922; the volume contained a tipped-in erratum slip which
explained that “Owing to a mistake Mr. Lawrence’s name has been
omitted from the title page,” where he should have been credited with
translating the title story in collaboration with Koteliansky. Lawrence,
who barely knew Russian, took the sense of the text from Koteliansky
and then put it into English in his own way. As Bertram Rota reported
after his conversation with Koteliansky, “In some cases Lawrence
altered the sense, but when Koteliansky pointed this out Lawrence
impatiently declared that he could not stand foolish things and had
altered the original where he thought it necessary.”

Among the essays, the first two—'‘Rachel Annand Taylor” and
“Art and the Individual”—do not represent the distinctly original
Lawrence of the later years. These two pieces are lectures the young
schoolmaster read before a literary group in Croydon and, apparently,
to a similar group in his native Eastwood during a visit home. These
little lectures are, despite their crudeness, of interest to all students of
Lawrence’s development. They show the young writer’s first amateurish
attemnpts at criticism, and they reveal something about the background
of the early poems—in the Taylor essay, for example, the link with the
nineties and Pre-Raphaelitism. It is further interesting to note the
young Lawrence’s disgust for Whitman, who later (despite some reser-
vations expressed in 1923 in Studies in Classic American Literature)
was undoubtedly an important influence on Lawrence’s poetry.

The other essays contained in this section are self-explanatory and
need no comment. But there is a piquant story behind “On Com-
ing Home,” which appears here in full for the first time. It records
Lawrence’s reactions to England when he returned there from Mexico
in 1923. Lawrence’s friend John Middleton Murry, who had recently
founded a journal, the Adelphi, to give Lawrence a platform, rejected
“On Coming Home” lest it offend the Adelphi’s readers! In “Return
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to Bestwood” Lawrence refers to his native town of Eastwood as Best-
wood—as he did in Sons and Lovers.

The reviews and introductions for the most part speak for themselves.
The first two—the reviews of The Oxford Book of German Verse and
of The Minnesingers—were recently discovered through the detective
work of the Swiss scholar Armin Arnold, chairman of the Department
of German at McGill University. Similarly, the review of The Book of
Revelation, always a subject of compelling concern for Lawrence, was
discovered by W. Forster of London. After the ‘“Foreword” to Women
in Love was privately printed in 1936, Bennett Cerf learned of its exist-
ence and incorporated it into the Modern Library edition of the novel.
It is particularly valuable because Lawrence so rarely commented on
his own style of writing. The Introduction to Lawrence’s translation of
Verga’s Little Novels of Sicily is different from and slightly longer
than the original in the English edition, while the Introduction to
Verga's Mastro-don Gesualdo printed here is far superior to the draft
published in the first Phoenix, which is unaccountably reprinted in
preference to the present version in Anthony Beal’s selection of Law-
rence’s criticism. The Preface to Lawrence’s play Touch and Go (1920)
contains the ideas he then held concerning a “People’s Theatre.”

The “Preface” to Black Swans, not previously published, was writ-
ten for a novel by Mollie L. Skinner, whose The House of Ellis
Lawrence had rewritten as The Boy in the Bush.

The “miscellaneous piece,” “A Britisher Has a Word with an
Editor,” was a commentary on what Harriet Monroe had written in the
October 1923 issue of Poetry: A Magazine of Verse. The Introduction
to Memoirs of the Foreign Legion is a character portrait, and a great
one; Lawrence once spoke of it as his finest piece of writing, and it
certainly stands high among his works. It is particularly important to
bring this back into print again. The N— D— of the sketch, as everyone
now knows, is Norman Douglas, and the M— is Maurice Magnus,
whose foreign-legion reminiscences were published in 1924, four years
after his death. They appeared in print only because of Lawrence’s
efforts and were accepted for publication only because of Lawrence’s
Introduction; Lawrence had to fight for Magnus’s book because the
publisher wanted to issue the Introduction as a single small volume.
And although that Introduction is complete in itself, as a full sketch of
Magnus, it needs a few words of introduction itself (not comment).
Lawrence had gone to Florence in November 1919 after four and a half
years away from Italy, and after having been confined in England dur-
ing the war—a banned author with a German wife, he had a difficult
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time supporting himself with his writing. But when at last the authori-
ties allowed him to leave Lngland, he and Frieda scraped together a
few pounds and went south; Frieda went first to Germany to visit her
parents, later arranging to meet her husband in Florence. He had
meanwhile got in touch with Norman Douglas, then living there, whom
Lawrence had known when Douglas was helping Austin Harrison to
edit the English Review. After Lawrence’s lonely arrival, the meeting
with Douglas in Florence, and with Magnus, and the events which
grew out of this are magnificently narrated by Lawrence.

But the story needs an epilogue, part of which Lawrence himself
wrote. After Lawrence had attended to the publication of Magnus’s
book, largely to help Magnus's Maltese creditors, Douglas launched
an attack in a pamphlet, D. H. Lawrence and Maurice Magnus: A Plea
for Better Manners (1924), which protested against the portraits of
Douglas and Magnus and accused Lawrence of making money out of
Magnus’s literary remains—money which properly belonged to Douglas
as his executor. Lawrence eventually replied to these charges, in a
letter to the New Statesman. Quoting a 1921 letter from Douglas to
himself, Lawrence used Douglas’s own italics: “By all means do what
you like with the MS. . .. Pocket all the cash yourself.”

Reflections on the Death of a Porcupine (1925) and Assorted Articles
(1930) are two important volumes of essays by Lawrence. The opening
piece in the Porcupine book—"The Crown”—has already been men-
tioned as having been written in 1915, shortly after Lawrence com-
pleted The Rainbow. The others date from the 1920s. They are all
extremely valuable commentaries on Lawrence’s imaginative work. “The
Novel” is one of his great statements, and it probably explains more
about his own writing than any other commentary. It further demon-
strates, once again, Lawrence’s critical vitality and brilliance.

“A Propos of Lady Chatterley’s Lover,” originally a small book
(written in 1929, published in 1930) is, like “Pornography and
Obscenity” (written and published in 1929), a discussion of Lady
Chatterley and what it means. ““A Propos” is probably Lawrence’s most
brilliant single essay.

The Assorted Articles, lively journalistic pieces dating from Law-
rence’s last year and a half of life, are easy expressions of some of his
profoundest beliefs, and it is important to get these essays back into
print. They form a kind of philosophical coda to Lawrence’s life work.
And some of them represent a new trend—*‘ Insouciance,” for example,
which first appeared in a newspaper as “Over-Earnest Ladies.” This is
a comic little portrait of the intense old lady who shares Lawrence’s
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balcony above a Swiss lake: she *“cares” too much about issues. Only
a short while before, Lawrence himself was caring intensely and wanted
others to do likewise; but now the slowly dying man wants peace. His
picture of the over-earnest little lady, however, is bright and amusing.
Lawrence himself is now like the prophet in the short novel he had
written not long before, The Escaped Cock (also known as The Man
Who Died). The prophet, brought back to life after his crucifixion,
wants only peace, desires to get away from doctrine. And this is how
Lawrence now felt, though in his time he had uttered much doctrine,
and a good part of it is represented here, along with some important
sketches and the consummate portrait of Maurice Magnus. These
pieces have been overlong in being republished, or in getting into print
at all; but now here they are, in a book whose general title draws once
again upon Lawrence’s self-chosen symbol of continuing life.

Warren Roberts
University of Texas

Harry T. Moore
Southern Illinois University
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A Prelude

“Sweet is pleasure after pain . ..”

In the kitchen of a small farm a little woman sat cutting bread and
butter. The glow of the clear, ruddy fire was on her shining cheek and
white apron; but grey hair will not take the warm caress of firelight.

She skilfully spread the softened butter, and cut off great slices from
the floury loaf in her lap. Already two plates were piled, but she con-
tinued to cut.

Outside the naked ropes of the creeper tapped and lashed at the
window.

The grey-haired mother looked up, and, setting the butter on the
hearth, rose and went to look out. The sky was heavy and grey as she
saw it in the narrow band over the near black wood. So she turned
and went to look through the tiny window which opened from the deep
recess on the opposite side of the room. The northern sky was blacker
than ever.

She turned away with a little sigh, and took a duster from the red,
shining warming-pan to take the bread from the oven. Afterwards
she laid the table for five.

There was a rumbling and a whirring in the corner, and the clock
struck five. Like many clocks in farmers’ kitchens it was more than half-
an-hour fast. The little woman hurried about, bringing milk and other
things from the dairy ; lifting the potatoes from the fire, peeping through
the window anxiously. Very often her neck ached with watching the
gate for a sign of approach. There was a click of the yard gate. She ran
to the window, but turned away again, and catching up the blue
enamelled teapot, dropped into it a handful of tea from the caddy,
and poured on the water. A clinking scrape of iron-shod boots sounded
outside, then the door opened with a burst as a burly, bearded man
entered. He drooped at the shoulders, and leaned forward as a man
who has worked all his life.

“Hello, Mother,” he said loudly and cheerfully. “Am I first? Aren’t
any of the lads down yet? Fred will be here in a minute.”
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“I wish they would come,” said his wife, “or else it’ll rain before
they’re here.”

“Ay,” he assented, ‘“‘it’s beginning, and it’s cold rain an’ all. Bit of
sleet, I think,” and he sat down heavily in his armchair, looking at
his wife as she knelt and turmed the bread, and took a large jar of
stewed apples from the oven.

“Well, Mother,” he said with a pleasant, comfortable little smile,
“here’s another Christmas for you and me. They keep passing us by.”

“Ay,” she answered, the effects of her afternoon’s brooding now
appearing. “They come and go, but they never find us any better
off.”

“It seems so,” he said, a shade of regret appearing momentarily
over his cheerfulness. “This year we’ve certainly had some very bad
luck. But we keep straight...and we never regret that Christmas—
see, it’s twenty-seven years since . . . twenty-seven years.”

“No, perhaps not, but there’s Fred as hasn’t had above three pounds
for the whole year’s work, and the other two at the pit.”

“Well, what can I do? If I hadn’t lost the biggest part of the hay,
and them two beasts . . .”

“If ... Besides, what prospects has he? Here he is working year in,
year out for you and getting nothing at the end of it. When you were
his age, when you were twenty-five, you were married and had two
children. How can he ask anybody to marry him?”

“I don’t know that he wants to. He’s fairly contented. Don’t be
worrying about him and upsetting him. Besides, we may have a good
year next year, and we can make this up.”

“Ay, so you say.”

“Don’t fret yourself tonight, lass. It’s true things haven’t gone as we
hoped they would. I never thought to see you doing all the work you
have to do, but we've been very comfortable, all things considered,
haven’t we?”

“I never thought to see my first lad a farm labourer at twenty-five,
and the other two in the pit. Two of my sons in the pit.”

“I'm sure I've done what I could, and...” but he heard a scraping
outside, and he said no more.

The eldest son tramped in, his great boots and his leggings all
covered with mud. He took off his wet overcoat, and stood on the
hearthrug, his hands spread out behind him in the warmth of the fire.
Looking smilingly at his mother, as she moved about the kitchen, he
said: “You do look warm and cosy, Mother. When I was coming up
with the last load I thought of you trotting about in that big, white



A PRELUDE 5

apron, getting tea ready, watching the weather. There are the lads.
Aren’t you quite contented now . . . perfectly happy?”

She laughed an odd little laugh, and poured out the tea. The boys
came in from the pit, wet and dirty, with clean streaks down their faces
where the rain had trickled. They changed their clothes and sat at the
table. The elder was a big, heavy loosely-made fellow, with a long nose
and chin, and comical wrinkling round his eyes. The younger, Arthur,
was a handsome lad, dark-haired, with ruddy colour glowing through
his dirt, and dark eyes. When he talked and laughed the red of his lips
and the whiteness of his teeth and eyeballs stood out in startling con-
trast to the surrounding black.

“Mother, I'm glad to see thee,” he said, looking at her with frank,
boyish affection.

“There, Mother, what more can you want?”’ asked her husband.

She took a bite of bread and butter, and looked up with a quaint,
comical glance, as if she were given only her just dues, but for all that
it pleased and amused her, only she was half shy and a grain doubtful.

“Lad,” said Henry, *“it’s Christmas Eve. The fire ought to burn its
brightest.”

“Yes, I will have just another potato, seeing as Christmas is the time
for feeding. What are we going to do? Are we going to have a party,
mother?”

“Yes, if you want one.”

“Party,” laughed the father, ““who’d come?”

“We might ask somebody. We could have Nellie Wycherley who
used to come, an’ David Garton.”

“We shall not do for Nellie nowadays,” said the father. “I saw her
on Sunday morning on the top road. She was drivin’ home with another
young woman, an’ she stopped an’ asked me if we’d got any holly with
berries on, an’ I said we hadn’t.”

Fred looked up from the book he was reading over tea. He had dark
brown eyes, something like his mother’s, and they always drew atten-
tion when he turned them on anyone.

“There is a tree covered in the wood,” he said.

“Well,” answered the irrepressible Henry, “that’s not ours, is it?
An’ if she’s got that proud she won’t come near to see us, am I goin’
choppin’ trees down for her? If she’d come here an’ say she wanted a
bit, I'd fetch her half the wood in. But when she sits in the trap and
looks down on you an’ asks, ‘Do you happen to hev a bush of berried
holly in your hedges? Preston can’t find a sprig to decorate the house,
and I hev some people coming down from town,’ then I tell her we’re
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all crying because we’ve none to decorate ourselves, and we want it the
more because nobody’s coming, neither from the town nor th’ country,
an’ we're likely to forget it's Christmas if we've neither folks nor things
to remind us.”

“What did she say?”’ asked the mother.

“She said she was sorry, an’ I told her not to bother, it’s better
lookin’ at folks than at bits o’ holly. The other lass was laughing, an’
she wanted to know what folks. I told her any as hadn’t got more pricks
than a holly bush to keep you off.”

“Ha! ha!" laughed the father, “did she take it?”

“The other girl nudged her, and they both began a-laughing. Then
Nellie told me to send down the guysers tonight. I said I would, but
they're not going now.”

“Why not?”’ asked Fred.

“Billy Simpson’s got a gathered face, and Ward’s gone to Notting-
ham.”

“The company down at Ramsley Mill will have nobody to laugh at
tonight,” said Arthur.

“Tell you what,” exclaimed Henry, “we’ll go.”

“How can we, three of us?*’ asked Arthur.

“Well,” persisted Henry, “we could dress up so as they’d niver know
us, an’ hae a bit o’ fun.

“Hey!” he suddenly shouted to Fred, who was reading, and taking
no notice. ‘“Hey, we're going to the Mill guysering.”

“Who is?” asked the elder brother, somewhat surprised.

“You an’ me, an’ our Arthur. I’ll be Beelzebub.”

Here he distorted his face to look diabolic, so that everybody roared.

“Go,” said his father, ‘“you’ll make our fortunes.”

“What!” he exclaimed, “by making a fool of myself? They say
fools for luck. What fools wise folk must be. Well, I'll be the devil—
are you shocked, mother? What will you be, Arthur?”’

“I don’ care,” was the answer. “We can put some of thatred painton
our faces, and some soot, they'd never know us. Shall we go, Fred?”’

“I don’t know.”

“Why, I should like to see her with her company, to see if she has
very fine airs. We could leave some holly for her in the scullery.”

“All right, then.”

After tea all helped with the milking and feeding. Then Fred took a
hedge knife and a hurricane lamp and went into the wood to cut some
of the richly-berried holly. When he got back he found his brothers
roaring with laughter before the mirror. They were smeared with red
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and black, and had fastened on grotesque horsehair moustaches, so that
they were entirely unrecognisable.

“Oh, you are hideous,” cried their mother. *“Oh, it’s shameful to dis-
figure the work of the Almighty like that.”

Fred washed and proceeded to dress. They could not persuade him to
use paint or soot. He rolled his sleeves up to the shoulder, and wrapped
himself in a great striped horse rug. Then he tied a white cloth round
his head, as the Bedouins do, and pulled out his moustaches to fierce
points. He looked at himself with approval, took an old sword from the
wall, and held it in one naked muscular arm.

“Decidedly,” he thought, “it is very picturesque, and I look very
fine.”

“Oh, that is grand,” said his mother, as he entered the kitchen. His
dark eyes glowed with pleasure to hear her say it. He seemed somewhat
excited, this bucolic young man. His tanned skin shone rich and warm
under the white cloth, its coarseness hidden by the yellow lamplight.
His eyes glittered like a true Arab’s, and it was to be noticed that the
muscles of his sun-browned arm were tense with the grip of the broad
hand.

It was remarkable how the dark folds of the rug and the flowing
burnous glorified this young farmer, who in his best clothes looked
awkward and ungainly, and whose face in a linen collar showed
coarse, owing to exposure from the weather, and long application to
heavy labour.

They set out to cross the two of their own fields, and two of their
neighbour’s, which separated their home from the Mill. A few uncertain
flakes of snow were eddying down, melting as they settled. The ground
was wet, and the night very dark. But they knew the way well, and
were soon at the gate leading to the mill yard. The dog began to bark
furiously, but they called to him, “Trip, Trip,” and, knowing their
voices, he was quieted.

Henry gave a thundering knock, and bawled in stentorian tones,
“Dun yer want guysers?”’

A man came to the door, very tall, very ungainly, very swarthy.

““We non want yer,” he said, talking down his nose.

‘“Here comes Beelzebub,” banged away Henry, thumping a pan
which he carried. “Here comes Beelzebub, an’ he’s come to th’ right
place.”

A big, bonny farm girl came to the door.

“Who is it?"" she asked.

‘“‘Beelzebub, you know him well,” was the answer.
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“I’ll ask Miss Ellen if she wants you.”

Henry winked a red and black wink at the maid, saying, ‘“Never
keep Satan on the doorstep,” and he stepped into the scullery.

The girl ran away and soon was heard a laughing and bright talking
of women’s voices drawing nearer to the kitchen.

“Tell them to come in,” said a voice.

The three trooped in, and glenced round the big kitchen. They could
only see Betty, seated to them as near as possible on the squab, her
father, black and surly, in his armchair, and two women'’s figures in the
deep shadows of one of the great ingle-nook seats.

“Ah,” said Beelzebub, ‘“this is a bit more like it, a bit hotter. The
Devils feel at home here.”

They began the ludicrous old Christmas play that everyone knows
so well. Beelzebub acted with much force, much noise, and some
humour. St. George, that is Fred, played his part with zeal and earnest-
ness most amusing, but at one of the most crucial moments he entirely
forgot his speech, which, however, was speedily rectified by Beelzebub.
Arthur was nervous and awkward, so that Beelzebub supplied him with
most of the speeches.

After much horseplay, stabbing, falling on the floor, bangings of
dripping-pans, and ludicrous striving to fill in the blanks, they came to
an end.

They waited in silence.

“Well, what next?*’ asked a voice from the shadows.

“It’s your turn,” said Beelzebub.

“What do you want?”

“As little as you have the heart to give.”

“But,” said another voice, one they knew well, “we have no heart
to give at all.”

“You did not know your parts well,” said Blanche, the stranger.
“The big fellow in the blanket deserves nothing.”

“What about me?”’ asked Arthur.

“You,” answered the same voice, ‘“oh, you're a nice boy, and a
lady’s thanks are enough reward for you.”

He blushed and muttered something unintelligible.

“There’ll be the Devil to pay,” suggested Beelzebub.

“Give the Devil his dues, Nell,” said Blanche, choking again with
laughter. Nellie threw a large silver coin on the flagstone floor, but she
was nervous, and it rolled to the feet of Preston in his armchair.

‘“’Alf-a-crern!” he exclaimed, “gie ’em thrippence, an’ they’re non
worth that much.”
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This was too much for the chivalrous Saint George. He could bear
no longer to stand in the ridiculous garb before his scornful lady-love
and her laughing friend.

He snatched off his burnous and his robe, flung them over one arm,
and with the other caught back Beelzebub, who would have gone to
pick up the money. There he stood, St. George metamorphosed into a
simple young farmer, with ruffled curly black hair, a heavy frown, and
bare arms.

“Won’t you let him have it?”” asked Blanche. “Well, what do you
want?’’ she continued.

“Nothing, thanks. I'm sorry we troubled you.

“Come on,” he said, drawing the reluctant Beelzebub, and the three
made their exit. Blanche laughed and laughed again to see the discom-
fited knight tramp out, rolling down his shirt sleeves.

Nellie did not laugh. Seeing him turn, she saw him again as a child,
before her father had made money by the cattle-dealing, when she was
a poor, wild little creature. But her father had grown rich, and the
mill was a big farm, and when the old cattle dealer had died, she be-
came sole mistress. Then Preston, their chief man, came with Betty and
Sarah, to live in, and take charge of the farm.

Nellie had seen little of her old friends since then. She had stayed a
long time in town, and when she called on them after her return found
them cool and estranged. So she had not been again, and now it was
almost a year since she had spoken many words to Fred.

Her brief meditations were disturbed by a scream from Betty in
the scullery, followed by the wild rush of that damsel into the kitchen.

“What’s up?”’ asked her father.

“There’s somebody there got hold of my legs.”

Nellie felt suddenly her own loneliness. Preston struck a match and
investigated. He returned with a bunch of glittering holly, thick with
scarlet berries.

‘“Here’s yer somebody,” said he, flinging the bunch down on the
table.

“Oh, that is pretty,” exclaimed Blanche. Nellie rose, looked, then
hurried down the passage to the sitting-room, followed by her friend.
There to the consternation of Blanche, she sat down and began to cry.

“Whatever is the matter?” asked Blanche.

It was some time before she had a reply, then, “It’s so miserable and
so lonely. I do think Will and Harry and Louie and all the others were
mean not to come, then this wouldn’t have happened. It was such a
shame—such a shame.”
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““What was a shame?"’ asked Blanche.

“Why, when he had got me that holly, and come down to see...”
she ended, blushing.

“Whom do you mean—the Bedouin?”’

“And I had not seen him for months, and he will think I am just a
mean, proud thing.”

“You don’t mean to say you care for him?"’

Nellie’s tears began to flow again. “I do, and I wish this miserable
farm and bit of money had never come between us. He’ll never come
again, never, I know.”

“Then,” said Blanche, “you must go to him.”

“Yes, and I will.”

‘“Come along, then.”

In the meantime the disappointed brothers had reached home. Fred
had thrown down his Bedouin wardrobe, and put on his coat, muttering
something about having a walk up the village. Then he had gone out,
his mother’s eyes watching his exit with helpless grief, his father looking
over his spectacles in a half-surprised paternal sympathy. However,
they heard him tramp down the yard and enter the barn, and they
knew he would soon recover. Then the lads went out, and nothing was
heard in the kitchen save the beat of the clock and the rustle of the
newspaper, or the rattle of the board, as the mother rolled out paste
for the mince-pies.

In the pitch-dark barn, the rueful Bedouin told himself that he
expected no other than this, and that it was high time he ceased fooling
himself with fancies, that he was well-cured, that even if she had
invited himself to stay, how could he; she must think he wanted badly
to become master of Ramsley Mill. What a fool he had been to go—
what a fool!

“But,” he argued, “let her think what she likes, I don’t care. She
may remember if she can that I used to sole her boots with my father’s
leather, and she went home in mine. She can remember that my mother
taught her how to write and sew decently. I should say she must some-
times.” Then he admitted to himself that he was sure she did not forget.
He could feel quite well that she was wishing that this long estrange-
ment might cease.

“But,” came the question, “why doesn’t she end it? Pah, it’s only
my conceit; she thinks more of those glib, grinning fellows from the
clerks’ stools. Let her, what do I care!”

Suddenly he heard voices from the field at the back, and sat up
listening.
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“Oh, it's a regular slough,” said someone. “We can never get
through the gate. See, let us climb the stackyard fence. They’ve put
some new rails in. Can you manage, Blanche? Here, just between the
lilac bush and the stack. What a blessing they keep Chris at the front!
Mind, bend under this plum tree. Dare we go, Blanche?”

“Go on, go on,” whispered Blanche, and they crept up to the tiny
window, through which the lamplight streamed uninterrupted. Fred
stole out of the barn, and hid behind the great water-butt. He saw them
stoop and creep to the window and peep through.

In the kitchen sat the father, smoking and appearing to read, but
really staring into the fire. The mother was putting the top crusts on the
little pies, but she was interrupted by the need to wipe her eyes.

“Oh, Blanche,” whispered Nellie, “he’s gone out.”

“It looks like it,” assented the other.

“Perhaps he’s not,” resumed the former bravely. “He’s very likely
only in the parlour.”

“That’s all right, then,” said Blanche, “I thought we should have
seen him looking so miserable. But, of course, he wouldn’t let his mother
see it.”’

“Certainly not,” said Nellie.

Fred chuckled.

“But,” she continued doubtfully, “if he has gone out, whatever shall
we do? What can we tell his mother?”

“Tell her, we came up for fun.”

“But if he’s out?”’

“Stay till he comes home.”

“If it’s late?”’

“It’s Christmas Eve.”

“Perhaps he doesn’t care after all.”

“You think he does, so do I; and you're quite sure you want him?”

“You know I do, Blanche, and I always have done.”

“Let us begin, then.”

“What? Good King Wenceslas?”

The mother and father started as the two voices suddenly began to
carol outside. She would have run to the door, but her husband waved her
excitedly back. “Let them finish,” his eyes shining, *“let them finish.”

The girls had retired from the window lest they should be seen, and
stood near the water-butt. When the old carol was finished, Nellie
began the beautiful song of Giordani’s:—

Turn once again, heal thou my pain,
Parted from thee my heart is sore.
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As she sang she stood holding a bough of the old plum tree, so close
to Fred that by leaning forward he could have touched her coat.
Carried away by the sweet pathos of her song, he could hardly refrain
from rising and flinging his arms round her.

She finished; the door opened, showing a little woman holding out
her hands.

Both girls made a motion towards her, but—

“Nell, Nell,” he whispered, and caught her in his arms. She gave a
little cry of alarm and delight. Blanche stepped into the kitchen and
shut the door, laughing.

She sat in the low rocking-chair, swinging to and fro in a delighted
excitement, chattering brightly about a hundred things. And with a
keen woman’s eye she noticed the mother put her hands on her hus-
band’s as she sat on the sofa by his chair, and saw him hold the shining
stiffened hand in one of his, and stroke it with old undiminished affec-
tion.

Soon the two came in, Nellie all blushing. Without a word she ran
and kissed the little mother, lingering a moment over her before she
turned to the quiet embrace of the father. Then she took off her hat,
and brushed back the brown tendrils all curled so prettily by the damp.

Already she was at home.



A Fly in the Ointment

(A Blot)

Muriel had sent me some mauve primroses, slightly weather-beaten,
and some honeysuckle, twine threaded with grey-green rosettes, and
some timid hazel catkins. They had arrived in a forlorn little cardboard
box, just as I was rushing off to school.

“Stick ’em in water!” I said to Mrs. Williams, and I left the house.
But those mauve primroses had set my tune for the day: I was dreamy
and tender; school and the sounds of the boys were unreal, unsub-
stantial; beyond these were the realities of my poor winter—trodden
primroses, and the pale hazel catkins that Muriel had sent me. Alto-
gether the boys must have thought me a vacant fool; I regarded them
as a punishment upon me.

I rejoiced exceedingly when night came, with the evening star, and
the sky flushed dark blue, purple, over the golden pomegranates of the
lamps. I was as glad as if I had been hurrying home to Muriel, as if she
would open the door to me, would keep me a little while in the fire-
glow, with the splendid purple pall of the evening against the window,
before she laughed and drew up her head proudly and flashed on the
light over the tea-cups. But Eleanor, the girl, opened the door to me,
and I poured out my tea in solitary state.

Mrs. Williams had set out my winter posy for me on the table, and
I thought of all the beautiful things we had done, Muriel and I, at
home in the Midlands, of all the beautiful ways she had looked at me,
of all the beautiful things I had said to her—or had meant to say. I
went on imagining beautiful things to say to her looking at me with
her wonderful eyes, from among the fir boughs in the wood. Meanwhile
I talked to my landlady about the neighbours.

Although I had much work to do, and although I laboured away at
it, in the end there was nothing done. Then I felt very miserable, and
sat still and sulked. At a quarter to eleven I said to myself:

“This will never do,” and I took up my pen and wrote a letter to
Muriel.
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“It was not fair to send me those robins”—we called the purple
primroses ‘robins’, for no reason, unless that they bloomed in winter
—*“they have bewitched me. Their wicked, bleared little pinkish eyes
follow me about and I have to think of you and home, instead of do-
ing what I've got to do. All the time while I was teaching I got mixed
up with you. ‘If the interest on a certain Muriel be—’ that was arith-
metic. And I've read the miserable pieces of composition on ‘Pancakes’
over and over, and never seen them, thinking—*the primrose flowers
because it is so sheltered under the plum-trees. They are black plums,
with very_ gummy bark. She is fond of biting through a piece of hard
bright gum. Then her lips get sticky’.”

I will not say at what time I finished my letter. I can recall a sensa-
tion of being blind, dim, oblivious of everything, smiling to myself as I
sealed the envelope; putting my books and papers in their places with-
out the least knowledge of so doing, keeping the atmosphere of Strelley
Mill close round me in my London lodging. I cannot remember turning
off the electric light. The next thing of which I am conscious is pushing
at the kitchen door.

The kitchen is at the back of the house. Outside in the dark was a
little yard and a hand-breadth of garden backed up by the railway em-
bankment. I had come down the passage from my room in the front of
the house, and stood pushing at the kitchen door to get a glass for some
water. Evidently the oilcloth had turned up a little, and the edge of the
door was under it. I woke up irritably, swore a little, pushed the door
harder, and heard the oilcloth rip. Then I bent and put my hand
through the small space of the door to flatten the oilcloth.

The kitchen was in darkness save for the red embers lying low in the
stove. I started, but rather from sleepy curiosity than anything else.
Perhaps I ought to say that I opened my eyes a little. Pressing himself
flat into the corner between the stove and the wall was a fellow. I did
not feel alarmed: I was away in the Midlands still. So I stood looking
in dull curiosity.

“Why?” I said quite mildly. I think this very mildness must have
terrified him. Immediately he shrunk together, and began to dodge
about between the table and stove, whining, snarling, with an incred-
ibly mongrel sound:

“Don’t yer touch me—don’t yer come grabbin’ at me—1I'll hit yer
between the eyes with this poker—I ain’t done nothin’ to you—don’t
yer touch me, yer bloody coward.”

All the time he was writhing about in the space in which I had
him trapped, between the table and stove. I was much too amazed to
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do anything but stare. Then my blood seemed to change its quality. It
went cool and sharp with disgust. I was accustomed to displays of the
kind in school, and I felt again the old misery of contempt and disgust.
He dared not, I knew, strike, unless by trying to get hold of him I terri-
fied him to the momentary madness of such a slum rat.

“Stop your row!” I said, standing still and leaving him his room.
*“Shut your miserable row. Do you want to waken the children?”’

“Ah, but don’t yer touch me, don’t yer come no nearer!”

He had stopped writhing about, and was crouching at the defensive.
The little frenzy too, had gone out of his voice.

“Put the poker down, you fool!”’

I pointed to the corner of the stove, where the poker used to stand. I
supplied him with the definite idea of placing the poker in the corner,
and, in his crazy witless state, he could not reject it. He did as I told
him, but indefinitely, as if the action were second-hand. The poker,
loosely dropped into the corner, slid to the ground with a clatter. I
looked from it to him, feeling further contempt for the nerveless knave.
Yet my own heart had begun to beat heavily. His own indefinite clum.
siness, and the jingle of the poker on the hearth, unnerved him still
more. He crouched there abjectly.

I took a box of matches from the mantelpiece and lit the gas at the
pendant that hung in the middle of the bare little room. Then I saw
that he was a youth of nineteen or so, narrow at the temples with thin,
pinched-looking brows. He was not ugly, nor did he look ill-fed. But he
evidently came of the lowest breed. His hair had been cut close to his
skull, leaving a tussocky fringe over his forehead to provide him with a
“topping”, and to show that it was no prison crop which had bared
him.

“I wasn’t doing no harm,” he whined, resentfully, with still an
attempt at a threat in his tones. “I ’aven’t don nuffin’ to you, you
leave me alone. What harm have I done?”

“Shut up,” I said. “Do you want to wake the baby and fetch every-
body down? Keep your mouth shut!”

I went to the door and listened. No one was disturbed. Then I closed
the door, and quietly pulled down the wide-opened window which was
letting in the cold night air. As I did so I shivered, noting how chill
and dreary the mangle looked in the yard, with the moonlight on its
frosty cover.

The fellow was standing abjectly in the same place. He had evidently
been rickety as a child. I sat down in the rocking-chair.

“What did you come in here for?”’ I asked, curious.
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“Well,” he retorted insolently “an’ wouldn’t you, if you ’adn’t a
place to go to of a night like this.”

“Look here,” I said coldly. “None of your sauce.”

“Well, I only come in for a warm”’ he said, meekly.

“Nor blarney either,” I replied. “You came to pinch something, it’s
no use saying you didn’t. What should you have taken?” I asked,
curiously. He looked back at me uneasily, then at his dirty hands, then
at me again. He had brown eyes, in which low cunning floated like oil
on the top of much misery.

“I might ’a took some boots” he said simply. For the moment he
could not help speaking the truth.

“And what right have you to pinch boots from people who can’t
afford to buy any more?”’ I said.

“I ain’t never done it before! This is the first time.”

“You miserable creep!” I said. He looked at me with a flash of rat-
fury.

“Where do you live?”’ I asked.

‘“Exeter Road.”

“And do you do any work?”’

“I couldn’t never get a job—except I used to deliver laundry—"

“And they turned you off for stealing?”’

He shifted and stirred uneasily in his chair. As he was so manifestly
uncomfortable I did not press him.

“Who do you live with?”

“I live at’ome.”

““What does your father do?”

But he sat stubborn and would not answer. I thought of the gangs
of youths who stood at the corner of the mean streets near the school,
there all day long, month after month, fooling with the laundry girls,
and insulting the passers-by.

“But,” I said, “what’s going to become of you ?”

He hung his head again and fidgeted in his chair. Evidently what
little thought he gave to the subject made him uncomfortable. He could
not answer.

“Get a laundry girl to marry you and live on her?” I asked, sar-
castically.

He smiled sicklily, evidently even a little bit flattered. What was the
good of talking to him.

“You'll loaf at the street corner till you go rotten,” Isaid.

He looked at me sullenly.

“Well, I can’t get a job,” he replied, with insolence. He was not



A FLY IN THE OINTMENT 17

hopeless, but like a man born without expectations, apathetic, looking
to be provided for, sullenly allowing everything.

“But,” I said, “if a man is worthy of his hire, the hire is worthy of
aman—and I’m damned if you’re one.”

He grinned at me with sly insolence.

“It beats me that any woman 'ud let you touch her,” I said.

And then he grinned slyly to himself, ducking his head to hide the
joke. And I thought of the coloured primroses, and of Muriel’s beauti-
ful pensive face. Then of him with his dirty clothes and his nasty skin.

“Well,” I said, “you’re beyond me.”

He gave me a narrow, leering look from his soreeyes.

“You don’t know everything,” he said, in contempt.

I sat and wondered. And I knew I could not understand him, that I
had no fellow feeling with him. He was something beyond me.

“Well,” I said, helplessly, “you’d better go. But for God’s sake steal
in different streets.”

I rose, feeling he had beaten me. He could affect and alter me, I
could not affect nor alter him. He shambled off down the path. I
watched him skulk under the lamp-posts, afraid of the police. Then
I'shut the door.

In the silence of the sleeping house I stood quite still for some
minutes, up-against the impassable rock of this man, beyond which I
could not get. Then I climbed the stairs. It was like a nightmare. I
thought he was a blot, like a blot fallen on my soul, something black
and heavy which I could not decipher.

As I hung up my coat I felt Muriel’s fat letter in my pocket. It made
me a trifle sick.

“No,” I said, with a flush of rage against her perfect serene purity.
“I don’t want to think of her.”

And I wound my watch up sullenly, feeling alone and wretched.



Lessford’s Rabbits

On Tuesday mornings I have to be at school at half past eight to
administer the free breakfasts. Dinners are given in the canteen in one
of the mean streets, where the children feed in a Church Mission room
appropriately adorned by Sunday School cartoons showing the blessing
of the little ones, and the feeding of the five thousand. We serve break-
fasts, however, in school, in the wood-work room high up under the
roof.

Tuesday morning sees me rushing up the six short flights of stone
stairs, at twenty-five minutes to nine. It is my disposition to be late. I
generally find a little crowd of children waiting in the “art” room—
so called because it is surrounded with a strip of blackboard too high
for the tallest boy to reach—which is a sort of ante-room to the work-
shop where breakfast is being prepared. I hasten through the little
throng to see if things are ready. There are two big girls putting out the
basins, and another one looking in the pan to see if the milk is boiling.
The room is warm, and seems more comfortable because the windows
are high up under the beams of the slanting roof and the walls are all
panelled with ruddy gold, varnished wood. The work bench is in the
form of three sides of a square—or of an oblong—as the dining tables of
the ancients used to be, I believe. At one of the extremities are the three
vises, and at the other the great tin pan, like a fish kettle, standing on a
gas ring. When the boys’ basins are placed along the outer edge of the
bench, the girls’ on the inner, and the infants’ on the lockers against the
wall, we are ready. I look at the two rows of assorted basins, and think
of the three bears. Then I admit the thirty, who bundle to their places
and stand in position, girls on the inside facing boys on the outside, and
quaint little infants with their toes kicking the lockers along the walls.

Last week the infant mistress did not come up, so I was alone. She is
an impressive woman, who always commands the field. I stand in con-
siderable awe of her. I feel like a reckless pleasure boat with one ex-
travagant sail misbehaving myself in the track of a heavy earnest
coaster when she bears down on me. I was considerably excited to find
myself in sole charge. As I ushered in the children, the caretaker, a little
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fierce-eyed man with hollow cheeks and walrus moustache, entered with
the large basket full of chunks of bread. He glared around without bid-
ding me good morning.

“Miss Culloch not come?”” he asked.

“Asyou see,” I replied.

He grunted, and put down the basket. Then he drew himself up like
a fiery prophet, and stretching forth his hairy arm towards the opposite
door, shouted loudly to the children:

“None of you’s got to touch that other door there! You hear—
you're to leave it alone!”

The children stared at him without answering.

“A brake as I'm making for these doors,” he said confidentially to
me, thrusting forward his extraordinarily hairy lean arms, and putting
two fingers of one hand into the palm of the other, as if to explain his
invention. I bowed.

“Nasty things them swing doors’—he looked up at me with his
fierce eyes, and suddenly swished aside his right arm:

“They come to like that!” he exclaimed, “and a child’s fingers is
cut off —clean!”—he looked at me for ratification. I bowed.

“It’ll be a good thing, I think,” he concluded, considerably damped.
I bowed again. Then he left me. The chief, almost the only duty
of a caretaker, is to review the works of the head and of the staff, as a
reviewer does books: at length and according to his superior light.

I told one of the girls to give three chunks of bread to each child,
and, having fished a mysterious earwig out of the scalding milk, I filled
the large enamelled jug—such as figures and has figured in the draw-
ing lessons of every school in England, I suppose—and doled out the
portions—about three-quarters of a pint per senior, and half a pint per
infant. Everything was ready. I had to say grace. I dared not launch
into the Infant mistress’ formula, thanking the Lord for his goodness—,
“and may we eat and drink to thine everlasting glory—Amen.” I
looked at the boys, dressed in mouldering garments of remote men, at
the girls with their rat-tailed hair, and at the infants, quaint little mites
on whom I wished, but could not bring myself, to expend my handker-
chief, and I wondered what I should say. The only other grace I knew
was “For these and for all good things may the Lord make us truly
thankful.” But I wondered whom we should thank for the bad things.
I wasbecoming desperate. I plunged:

“Ready now—hands together, close eyes. ‘Let us eat, drink and be
merry, for tomorrow we die.”” I felt myself flushing with confusion—
what did I mean? But there was a universal clink of iron spoons on the
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basins, and a snuffling, slobbering sound of children feeding. They had
not noticed, so it was all right. The infants were kneeling and squalling
by the lockers, the boys were stretching wide their eyes and their
mouths at the same time, to admit the spoon. They spilled the milk on
their jackets and wiped it off with their sleeves, continuing to eat all the
time.

“Don’t slobber, lads, be decent,” I said, rebuking them from my
superior sphere. They ate more carefully, glancing up at me when the
spoon was at their mouths.

I began to count the number—nine boys, seven girls, and eleven
infants. Not many. We could never get many boys to give in their
names for free meals. I used to ask the Kelletts, who were pinched and
pared thin with poverty:

“Are you sure you don’t want either dinners or breakfasts, Kellett?”

He would look at me curiously, and say, with a peculiar small move-
ment of his thin lips,

“No Sir.”

“But have you plenty—quite plenty?”

“Yes Sir"—he was very quiet, flushing at my questions. None—or
very few—of the boys could endure to accept the meals. Not many
parents would submit to the indignity of the officer’s inquirer and the
boys, the most foolishly sensitive animals in the world, would, many of
them, prefer to go short rather than to partake of charity meals of
which all their school-mates were aware.

‘““Halket—where is Halket?” T asked.

“Please Sir, his mother’s got work,” replied Lessford, one of my own
boys, a ruddy, bonny lad—many of those at breakfast were pictures of
health. Lessford was brown-skinned and had fine dark eyes. He was a
reticent, irresponsible creature, with a radical incapacity to spell and to
read and to draw, but who sometimes scored at arithmetic. I should
think he came of a long line of unrelievedly poor people. He was skilled
in street lore, and cute at arithmetic, but blunt and blind to everything
that needed a little delicacy of perception. He had an irritating habit of
looking at me furtively, with his handsome dark eyes, glancing covertly
again and again. Yet he was not a sneak; he gave himself the appear-
ance of one. He was a well-built lad, and he looked well in the blue
jersey he wore—there were great holes at the elbows, showing the whit-
ish shirt and a brown bit of Lessford. At breakfasts he was a great eater.
He would have five solid pieces of bread, and then ask for more.

We gave them bread and milk one morning, cocoa and currant bread
the next. I happened to go one cocoa morning to take charge. Lessford,
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I noticed, did not eat by any means so much as on bread mornings. I
was surprised. I asked him if he did not care for currant loaf, but he
said he did. Feeling curious, I asked the other teachers what they
thought of him. Mr. Hayward, who took a currant bread morning, said
he was sure the boy had a breakfast before he came to school;—MTr.
Jephson, who took a milk morning, said the lad was voracious, that it
amused him to try to feed him up. I watched—turning suddenly to ask
if anyone wanted a little more milk, and glancing over the top of the
milk pan as I was emptying it.

I caught him: I saw him push a piece of bread under his jersey,
glancing furtively with a little quiver of apprehension up at me. I did
not appear to notice, but when he was going downstairs I followed him
and asked him to go into the class-room with me. I closed the door and
sat down at my table: he stood hanging his head and marking with his
foot on the floor. He came to me, very slowly, when I bade him. I put
my hand on his jersey, and felt something underneath. He did not resist
me, and I drew it out. It was his cap. He smiled, he could not help it, at
my discomfiture. Then he pulled his lips straight and looked sulky. I
tried again—and this time I found three pieces of bread in a kind of
rough pocket inside the waist of his trousers. He looked at them blackly
as I arranged them on the table before him, flushing under his brown
skin.

“What does this mean?” I asked. He hung his head, and would not
answer.

“You may as well tell me—what do you want this for?”

“Eat,” he muttered, keeping his face bent. I put my hand under his
chin and lifted up his face. He shut his eyes, and tried to move his
face aside, as if from a very strong light which hurt him.

“That is not true,” I said. “I know perfectly well it is not true. You
have a breakfast before you come. You do not come to eat. You come to
take the food away.”

“I never!” he exclaimed sulkily.

“No,” I said. “You did not take any yesterday. But the day before
you did.”

“I never, I never!!”’ he declared, more emphatically, in the tone of
one who scores again. I considered.

“Oh no—the day before was Sunday. Let me see. You took some on
Thursday—yes, that was the last time— You took four or five pieces of
bread—" I hung fire; he did not contradict; “five, I believe,” I added.
He scraped his toe on the ground. I had guessed aright. He could not
deny the definite knowledge of a number.
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But I could not get another word from him. He stood and heard all I
had to say, but he would not look up, or answer anything. I felt angry.

“Well,” I said, “if you come to breakfasts any more, you will be
reported.”

Next day, when asked why he was absent from breakfast, he said his
father had got a job.

He was a great nuisance for coming with dirty boots. Evidently he
went roaming over fields and everywhere. I concluded he must have a
strain of gipsy in him, a mongrel form common in the south of London.
Halket was his great friend. They never played together at school, and
they had no apparent common interests. Halket was a debonair, clever
lad who gave great promise of turning out a neer-do-well. He was very
lively, soon moved from tears to laughter; Lessford was an inveterate
sulker. Yet they always hung together.

One day my bread-stealer arrived at half past two, when the register
was closed. He was sweating, dishevelled, and his breast was heaving.
He gave no word of explanation, but stood near the great blackboard,
his head dropped, one leg loosely apart, panting.

“Well,” I exclaimed, “this is a nice thing! What have you to say?”
I rose from my chair.

Evidently he had nothing to say.

“Come on,” I said finally. “No foolery! Let me hear it.” He knew
he would have to speak. He looked up at me, his dark eyes blazing:

“My rabbits has all gone!” he cried, as a man would announce his
wife and children slain. I heard Halket exclaim. I looked at him. He
was half-out of the desk, his mercurial face blank with dismay.

“Who’s ’ad ’em?’’ he said, breathing the words almost in a whisper.

“Did you leave th’ door open?”’ Lessford bent forward like a serpent
about to strike as he asked this. Halket shook his head solemnly:

“No! I've not been near ’em today.”

There was a pause. It was time for me to reassume my position of
authority. I told them both to sit down, and we continued the lesson.
Halket crept near his comrade and began to whisper to him, but he
received no response. Lessford sulked fixedly, not moving his head for
more than an hour.

At playtime I began to question Halket: ““Please Sir— we had some
rabbits in a place on the allotments. We used to gather manure for a
man, and he let us have half of his tool-house in the garden—.”

““How many had you—rabbits?”

‘“Please Sir—they varied. When we had young ones we used to have
sixteen sometimes. We had two brown does and a black buck.”
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I was somewhat taken back by this.

‘“How long have you had them?”

“A long time now Sir. We’ve had six lots of young ones.”

“And what did you do with them?”

“Fatten them, Sir”—he spoke with a little triumph, but he was
reluctant to say much more.

“And what did you fatten them on?”’

The boy glanced swiftly at me. He reddened, ard for the first time
became confused.

“Green stuff, what we had given us out of the gardens, and what we
got out of the fields.”

“And bread,” I answered quietly.

He looked at me. He saw I was not angry, only ironical. For a few
moments he hesitated, whether to lie or not. Then he admitted, very
subdued:

“Yes Sir.”

“And what did you do with the rabbits?”—he did not answer—
“Come, tell me. I can find out whether or not.”

“Sold them,”—he hung his head guiltily.

“Who did the selling?”’

“I, Sir—to a greengrocer.”

“For how much?”

“Eightpence each.”

“And did your mothers know?"’

“No Sir.” He was very subdued and guilty.

“And what did you do with the money?*’

“Go to the Empire—generally.”

I asked him a day or two later if they had found the rabbits. They
had not. I asked Halket what he supposed had become of them.

‘“Please Sir—I suppose somebody must ’a stole them. The door was
not broken. You could open our padlock with a hair-pin. I suppose
somebody must have come after us last night when we’d fed them. I
think I know who it is, too, Sir.” He shook his head widely— * There’s
a place where you can get into the allotments off the field ”




A Lesson on a Tortoise

It was the last lesson on Friday afternoon, and this, with Standard
VI, was Nature Study from half-past three till half-past four. The last
lesson of the week is a weariness to teachers and scholars. It is the end;
there is no need to keep up the tension of discipline and effort any
longer, and, yielding to weariness, a teacher is spent.

But Nature Study is a pleasant lesson. I had got a big old tortoise,
who had not yet gone to sleep, though November was darkening the
early afternoon, and I knew the boys would enjoy sketching him. I put
him under the radiator to warm while I went for a large empty shell
that I had sawn in two to show the ribs of some ancient tortoise
absorbed in his bony coat. When I came back I found Joe, the old rep-
tile, stretching slowly his skinny neck, and looking with indifferent eyes
at the two intruding boys who were kneeling beside him. I was too
good-tempered to send them out again into the playground, too slack
with the great relief of Friday afternoon. So I bade them put out the
Nature books ready. I crouched to look at Joey, and stroked his horny,
blunt head with my finger. He was quite lively. He spread out his legs
and gripped the floor with his flat hand-like paws, then he slackened
again as if from a yawn, drooping his head meditatively.

I felt pleased with myself, knowing that the boys would be delighted
with the lesson. “He will not want to walk,” I said to myself, “and if
he takes a sleepy stride, they’ll be just in ecstasy, and I can easily calm
him down to his old position.” So I anticipated their entry. At the end
of playtime I went to bring them in. They were a small class of about
thirty—my own boys. A difficult, mixed class, they were, consisting of
six London Home boys, five boys from a fairly well-to-do Home for the
children of actors, and a set of commoners varying from poor lads who
hobbled to school, crippled by broken enormous boots, to boys who
brought soft, light shoes to wear in school on snowy days. The Gordons
were a difficult set; you could pick them out: crop haired, coarsely
dressed lads, distrustful, always ready to assume the defensive. They
would lie till it made my heart sick, if they were charged with offence,
but they were willing, and would respond beautifully to an appeal.
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The actors were of different fibre: some gentle, a pleasure even to look
at; others polite and obedient, but indifferent, covertly insolent and
vulgar; all of them more or less gentlemanly.

The boys crowded round the table noisily as soon as they discovered
Joe. “Is he alive?>—Look, his head’s coming out! He’ll bite you?—
He won’t!”—with much scorn—*“Please Sir, do tortoises bite?” I
hurried them off to their seats in a little group in front, and pulled the
table up to the desks. Joe kept fairly still. The boys nudged each other
excitedly, making half audible remarks concerning the poor reptile,
looking quickly from me to Joe and then to their neighbours. I set
them sketching, but in their pleasure at the novelty they could not be
still:

‘““Please Sir—shall we draw the marks on the shell? Please Sir, has
he only got four toes?”’—“Toes!” echoes somebody, covertly de-
lighted at the absurdity of calling the grains of claws ‘toes’. “Please
Sir, he’s moving—Please Sir!”

I stroked his neck and calmed him down:

“Now don’t make me wish I hadn’t brought him. That’s enough.
Miles—you shall go to the back and draw twigs if I hear you again!
Enough now—be still, get on with the drawing, it’s hard!”

I wanted peace for myself. They began to sketch diligently. I stood
and looked across at the sunset, which I could see facing me through
my window, a great gold sunset, very large and magnificent, rising up
in immense gold beauty beyond the town, that was become a low dark
strip of nothingness under the wonderful up-building of the western
sky. The light, the thick, heavy golden sunlight which is only seen in its
full dripping splendour in town, spread on the desks and the floor like
gold lacquer. I lifted my hands, to take the sunlight on them, smiling
faintly to myself, trying to shut my fingers over its tangible richness.

‘“Please Sir!”—I was interrupted—*Please Sir, can we have rub-
bers?”

The question was rather plaintive. I had said they should have rub-
bers no more. I could not keep my stock, I could not detect the thief
among them, and I was weary of the continual degradation of bullying
them to try to recover what was lost among them. But it was Friday
afternoon, very peaceful and happy. Like a bad teacher, I went back on
my word:

“Well—!”’ I said, indulgently.

My monitor, a pale, bright, erratic boy, went to the cupboard and
took out a red box.

“Please Sir!” he cried, then he stopped and counted again in the
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box. “Eleven! There’s only eleven, Sir, and there were fifteen when I
put them away on Wednesday—!”

The class stopped, every face upturned. Joe sunk, and lay flat on his
shell, his legs limp. Another of the hateful moments had come. The
sunset was smeared out, the charm of the afternoon was smashed like a
fair glass that falls to the floor. My nerves seemed to tighten, and to
vibrate with sudden tension.

“Again!” I cried, turning to the class in passion, to the upturned
faces, and the sixty watchful eyes.

“Again! I am sick of it, sick of it I am! A thieving, wretched set!—a
skulking, mean lot!"’ I was quivering with anger and distress.

“Who is it? You must know! You are all as bad as one another, you
hide it—a miserable—!"’ T looked round the class in great agitation.
The “Gordons” with their distrustful faces, were noticeable:

“Marples!” I cried to one of them, “where are those rubbers?”

“I don’t know where they are—I've never 'ad no rubbers”—he
almost shouted back, with the usual insolence of his set. I was more
angry:

“You must know! They're gone—they don’t melt into air, they
don’t fly—who took them then? Rawson, do you know anything of
them?”

““No Sir!” he cried, with impudent indignation.

“No, you intend to know nothing! Wood, have you any knowledge
of these four rubbers?”’

“No!"’ he shouted, with absolute insolence.

“Come here!” I cried, “come here! Fetch the cane, Burton. We’ll
make an end, insolence and thieving and all.”

The boy dragged himself to the front of the class, and stood slackly,
almost crouching, glaring at me. The rest of the “Gordons’ sat upright
in their desks, like animals of a pack ready to spring. There was tense
silence for a moment. Burton handed me the cane, and I turned from
the class to Wood. I liked him best among the Gordons.

“Now my lad!” I said. “I’ll cane you for impudence first.”

He turned swiftly to me; tears sprang to his eyes.

“Well,” he shouted at me, “you always pick on the Gordons—you're
always on to us—!"’ This was so manifestly untrue that my anger fell
like a bird shot in a mid-flight.

“Why!” T exclaimed, “what a disgraceful untruth! I am always
excusing you, letting you off —!"’

“But you pick on us—you start on us—you pick on Marples, an’
Rawson, an’ on me. You always begin with the Gordons.”
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“Well,” I answered, justifying myself, “isn’t it natural? Haven’t you
boys stolen—haven’t these boys stolen—several times—and been
caught?”

“That doesn’t say as we do now,” he replied.

“How am I to know? You don’t help me. How do I know? Isn’t it
natural to suspect you—?"

“Well, it’s not us. We know who it is. Everybody knows who it is—
only they won't tell.”

“Who know?” I asked.

“Why Rawson, and Maddock, ard Newling, and all of ’em.”

I asked these boys if they could tell me. Each one shook his head, and
said,* No Sir.” I went round the class. It was the same. They lied to me
every one.

“You see,” I said to Wood.

“Well—they won’t own up,” he said. “I shouldn’t ’a done if you
hadn’t ’a been goin’ to cane me.”

This frankness was painful, but I preferred it. I made them all sit
down. I asked Wood to write his knowledge on a piece of paper, and I
promised not to divulge. He would not. I asked the boys he had named,
all of them. They refused. I asked them again—I appealed to them.

“Let them all do it then!” said Wood. I tore up scraps of paper,
and gave each boy one.

“Write on it the name of the boy you suspect. He is a thief and a
sneak. He gives endless pain and trouble to us all. It is your duty.”

They wrote furtively, and quickly doubled up the papers. I collected
them in the lid of the rubber box, and sat at the table to examine them.
There was dead silence, they all watched me. Joe had withdrawn into
his shell, forgotten.

A few papers were blank; several had “I suspect nobody”—these
I threw in the paper basket; two had the name of an old thief, and
these I tore up; eleven bore the name of my assistant monitor a splen-
did, handsome boy, one of the oldest of the actors. I remembered how
deferential and polite he had been when I had asked him, how ready to
make barren suggestions; I remembered his shifty, anxious look during
the questioning; I remembered how eager he had been to do things for
me before the monitor came in the room. I knew it was he—without
remembering.

“Well!” I said, feeling very wretched when I was convinced that the
papers were right. “Go on with the drawing.”

They were very uneasy and restless, but quiet. From time to time
they watched me. Very shortly, the bell rang. I told the two monitors to
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collect up the things, and I sent the class home. We did not go into
prayers. I, and they, were in no mood for hymns and the evening prayer
of gratitude.

When the monitors had finished, and I had turned out all the lights
but one, I sent home Curwen, and kept my assistant-monitor a
moment.

““Ségar, do you know anything of my rubbers?”

“No Sir”—he had a deep, manly voice, and he spoke with earnest
protestation—flushing.

“No? Nor my pencils?—nor my two books?”

“No Sir! I know nothing about the books.”

“No? The pencils then—?”’

‘““No Sir! Nothing! I don’t know anything about them.”

‘“Nothing, Ségar?”’

“No Sir.”

He hung his head, and looked so humiliated, a fine, handsome lad,
that I gave it up. Yet I knew he would be dishonest again, when the
opportunity arrived.

“Very well! You will not help as monitor any more. You will not
come into the classroom until the class comes in—any more. You
understand ?”’

“Yes Sir”"—he was very quiet.

“Go along then.”

He went out, and silently closed the door. I turned out the last light,
tried the cupboards, and went home.

I felt very tired, and very sick. The night had come up, the clouds
were moving darkly, and the sordid streets near the school felt like
disease in the lamplight.



A Chapel among the Mountains

It is all very well trying to wander romantically in the Tyrol. Sadly I
sit on the bed, my head and shoulders emerging from the enormous
overbolster like a cherub from a cloud, writing out of sheer exaspera-
tion, whilst Anita lies on the other bed and is amused.

Two days ago it began to rain. When I think of it I wonder. The
gutter of the heavens hangs over the Tyrolese Alps.

We set off with the iridescent cloud of romance ahead, leading us
southwards from the Isar towards Italy. We haven’t got far. And the
iridescent cloud, turned into a column of endless water, still endures
around the house.

I omit the pathos of our setting forth, in the dimmery-glimmery light
of the Isar Valley, before breakfast-time, with blue chicory flowers
open like wonder on either side the road. Neither will I describe our
crawling at dinner-time along the foot of the mountains, the rain run-
ning down our necks from the flabby straw hats, and dripping cruelly
into one’s boots from the pent-house of our rucksacks. We entered
ashamed into a wayside inn, where seven ruddy, joyous peasants, three
of them handsome, made a bonfire of their hearts in honour of Anita,
whilst I sat in a corner and dripped. . ..

Yesterday I admit it was fine in the afternoon and evening. We made
tea by a waterfall among yellow-dangling noli-me-tangere flowers,
whilst an inquisitive lot of mountains poked their heads up to look, and
a great green grasshopper, armoured like Ivanhoe, took a flying leap
into eternity over a lovely, black-blue gentian. At least, I saw him no
more.

They had told us there was a footpath over the mountain, three and
a half hours to Glashiitte. There was a faint track, and a myriad of
strawberries like ruddy stars below, and a few dark bilberries. We
climbed one great steep slope, and scrambled down beyond, into a pine
wood. There it was damp and dark and depressing. But one makes the
best of things, when one sets out on foot. So we toiled on for an hour,
traversing the side of a slope, black, wet, gloomy, looking through the
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fir-trees across the gulf at another slope, black and gloomy and forbid-
ding, shutting us back. For two hours we slipped and struggled, and still
there we were, clamped between these two black slopes, listening to the
water that ran uncannily, noisily along the bottom of the trap.

We grew silent and hot with exertion and the dark monotony of
the struggle. A rucksack also has its moments of treachery, close friend
though it seems. You are quite certain of a delicate and beautiful bal-
ance on a slippery tree-root; you take the leap; then the ironic rucksack
gives you a pull from behind, and you are grovelling.

And the path had been a path. The side of the dark slope, steep as a
roof, had innumerable little bogs where waters tried to ooze out and
call themselves strearns, and could not. Across these bogs went an old
bed of fir-boughs, dancy and treacherous. So, there was a path! Sud-
denly there were no more fir-boughs, and one stood lost before the
squalor of the slope. I wiped my brow.

“You so soon lose your temper,” said Anita. So I stood aside, and
yielded her the lead.

She blundered into another little track lower down.

“You see!” she said, turning round.

I did not answer. She began to hum a little tune, because her path
descended. We slipped and struggled. Then her path vanished into the
loudly-snorting, chuckling stream, and did not emerge.

“Well?” I said.

‘“But where is it ?”’ she said with vehemence and pathos.

“You see even your road ends in nowhere,” I said.

“I hate you when you preach,” she flashed. ‘“Besides it doesn’t end
in nowhere.”

‘“Atanyrate,” I said, ““we can’t sleep on the end of it.”

I found another track, but I entered on it delicately, without
triumph. We went in silence. And it vanished into the same loudly-
snorting stream.

“Oh, don’t look like that!” cried Anita. So I followed the be-
draggled tail of her skirts once more up the wet, dark opposition of the
slope. We found another path, and once more we lost the scent in the
overjoyed stream.

“Perhaps we're supposed to go across,” I said meekly, as we stood
beside the waters.

“I—why did I take a damp match of a man like you!” she cried.
“One could scratch you for ever and you wouldn’t strike.”

I looked at her, wondering, and turned to the stream, which was
cunningly bethinking itself. There were chunks of rock, and spouts and
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combs and rattles of sly water. So I put my raincoat over my rucksack
and ventured over.

The opposite bank was very steep and high. We were swallowed in
this black gorge, swallowed to the bottom, and gazing upwards I set off
on all fours, climbing with my raincoat over my rucksack, cloakwise,
to leave me free. I scrambled and hauled and struggled.

And from below came shriek upon shriek of laughter. I reached the
top, and looked down. I could see nothing, only the whirring of laugh-
ter came up.

“What is it?”’ I called, but the sound was lost amid the cackle of the
waters. So I crawled over the edge and sat in the gloomy solitude, ex-
tinguished.

Directly I heard a shrill, frightened call:

“Where are you?”

My heart exulted and melted at the same moment.

“Come along,” I cried, satisfied that there was one spot in this
gloomy solitude to call to.

She arrived, scared with the steep climb, and the fear of loneliness in
this place.

“I might never have found you again,” she said.

“I don’t intend you should lose me,” I said. So she sat down, and
presently her head began to nod with laughter, and her bosom shook
with laughter, and she was laughing wildly without me.

“Well, what?”’ I said.

“You—you looked like a camel—with your hump——climbing up,”
she shrieked.

“We'd better be moving,” I said. She slipped and laughed and
struggled. At last we came to a beautiful savage road. It was the bed of
some stream that came no more this way, a mass of clear boulders lead-
ing up the slope through the gloom.

““We are coming out now,” said Anita, looking ahead. I also was
quite sure of it. But after an hour of climbing, we were still in the bed of
clear boulders, between dark trees, among the toes of the mountains.

Anita spied a hunter’s hut, made of bark, and she went to investigate.
Night was coming on.

“I can’t get in,” she called to me, obscurely.

“Then come,” I said.

It was too wet and cold to sleep out of doors in the woods. But in-
stead of coming, she stooped in the dark twilight for strawberries. I
waited like the shadow of wrath. But she, unconcerned, careless and
happy in her contrariety, gathered strawberries among the shadows.
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“We must find a place to sleep in,” I said. And my utter insistence
took effect.

She realized that I was lost among the mountains, as well as she,
that night and the cold and the great dark slopes were close upon us,
and we were of no avail, even being two, against the coldness and deso-
lation of the mountains.

So in silence we scrambled upwards, hand in hand. Anita was sure a
dozen times that we were coming out. At last even she got disheartened.

Then, in the darkness, we spied a hut beside a path among the thin-
ning fir-trees.

“It will be a woodman’s hut,”” she said.

“A shrine,” I answered.

I was right for once. It was a wooden hut just like a model, with a
black old wreath hanging on the door. There was a click of the latch in
the cold, watchful silence of the upper mountains, and we entered.

By the grey darkness coming in from outside we made out the tiny
chapel, candles on the altar and a whole covering of ex-voto pictures on
the walls, and four little praying-benches. It was all close and snug as a
box.

Feeling quite safe, and exalted in this rare, upper shadow, I lit the
candles, all. Point after point of flame flowed out on the night. There
were six. Then I took off my hat and my rucksack, and rejoiced, my
heart at home.

The walls of the chapel were covered close with naked little pictures,
all coloured, painted by the peasants on wood, and framed with little
frames. I glanced round, saw the cows and the horses on the green
meadows, the men on their knees in their houses, and I was happy as if
I had found myself among the angels.

“What wonderful luck!” I said to Anita.

“But what are we going to do?"’ she asked.

“Sleep on the floor—between the praying-desks. There’s just room.”

“But we can’t sleep on a wooden floor,” she said.

“What better can you find?”

“A hay hut. There must be a hay hut somewhere near. We can’t sleep
here.”

“Oh yes,” I said.

But I was bound to look at the little pictures. I climbed on to a
bench. Anita stood in the open doorway like a disconsolate, eternal
angel. The light of the six dusky tapers glimmered on her discontented
mouth. Behind her, I could see tips of fir branches just illuminated, and
then the night.
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She turned and was gone like darkness into the darkness. I heard
her boots upon the stones. Then I turned to the little pictures I loved.
Perched upon the praying-desks, I looked at one, and then another.
They were picture-writings that seemed like my own soul talking to me.
They were really little pictures for God, because horses and cows and
men and women and mountains, they are His own language. How
should He read German and English and Russian, like a schoolmaster?
The peasants could trust Him to understand their pictures: they were
not so sure that He would concern Himself with their written script.

I was looking at a pale blue picture. That was a bedroom, where a
woman lay in bed, and a baby lay in a cradle not far away. The bed
was blue, and it seemed to be falling out of the picture, so it gave me a
feeling of fear and insecurity. Also, as the distance receded, the bed-
stead got wider, uneasily. The woman lay looking straight at me, from
under the huge, blue-striped overbolster. Her pink face was round like a
penny doll’s, with the same round stare. And the baby, like a pink-faced
farthing doll, also stared roundly.

‘““Maria hat geholfen E.G.—1777.”

I looked at them. And I knew that I was the husband looking and
wondering. G., the husband, did not appear himself. It was from the
little picture on his retina that this picture was reproduced. He could
not sum it up, and explain it, this vision of his wife suffering in child-
birth, and then lying still and at peace with the baby in the cradle. He
could not make head or tail of it. But at least he could represent it, and
hang it up like a mirror before the eyes of God, giving the statement
even if he could get no explanation. And he was satisfied. And so, per-
force, was I, though my heart began to knock for knowledge.

The men never actually saw themselves unless in precarious con-
ditions. When their lives were threatened, then they had a fearful flash
of self-consciousness, which haunted them till they had represented it.
They represented themselves in all kinds of ridiculous pcstures, at the
moment when the accident occured.

Joseph Rieck, for example, was in a toppling-backward attitude
rather like a footballer giving a very high kick and losing his balance.
But on his left ankle had fallen a great grey stone, that might have
killed him, squashing out much blood, orange-coloured—or so it looked
by the candle-light—whilst the Holy Mary stood above in a bolster-
frame of clouds, holding up her hands in mild surprise.

“ Joseph Rieck
Gott sey Danck gasagt 1834.”
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It was curious that he thanked God because a stone had fallen on his
ankle. But perhaps the thanks were because it had not fallen on his
head. Or perhaps because the ankle had got better, though it looked a
nasty smash, according to the picture. It didn’t occur to him to thank
God that all the mountains of the Tyrol had not tumbled on him the
first day he was born. It doesn’t occur to any of us. We wait till a big
stone falls on our ankle. Then we paint a vivid picture and say: “In
the midst of life we are in death,” and we thank God that we’ve
escaped. All kinds of men were saying: “Gott sey Danck™; either be-
cause big stones had squashed them, or because trees had come down on
them whilst they were felling, or else because they'd tumbled over cliffs,
or got carried away in streams: all little events which caused them to
ejaculate: “God be thanked, I'm still alive”.

Then some of the women had picture prayers that were touching,
because they were prayers for other people, for their children and not
for themselves. In a sort of cell kneeled a woman, wearing a Catherine
of Russia kind of dress, opposite a kneeling man in Vicar of Wakefield
attire. Between them, on the stone wall, hung two long iron chains with
iron rings dangling at the end. Above these, framed in an oval of bol-
ster-clouds, Christ on the Cross, and above Him, a little Maria, short in
stature, something like Queen Victoria, with a very blue cloth over her
head, falling down her dumpy figure. She, the Holy Mother of heaven,
looked distressed. The woman kneeling in the cell put up her hands,

saying:
*“O Mutter Gottes von Rerelmos, Ich bitte mach mir mein Kind von
Gefangenschaft los mach im von Eissen und Bandten frey wansz des

Gottliche Willen sey.
Susanna Grillen 1783.”

I suppose Herr Grillen knew that it was not the affair of the Mutter
Gottes. Poor Susanna Grillen! It was natural and womanly in her to
identify the powers that be with the eternal powers. What I can’t see, is
whether the boy had really done anything wrong, or whether he had
merely transgressed some law of some duke or king or community. I
suppose the poor thing did not know herself how to make the distinc-
tion. But evidently the father, knowing he was in temporal difficulty,
was not very active in asking help of the eternal.

One must look up the history of the Tyrol for the 1783 period.

A few pictures were family utterances, but the voice which spoke was
always the voice of the mother. Marie Schneeberger thanked God for
healing her son. She kneeled on one side of the bedroom, with her three
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daughters behind her; Schneeberger kneeled facing her, with a space
between them, and his one son behind him. The Holy Mary floated
above the space of their thanks. The whole family united this time to
bless the heavenly powers that the bad had not been worse. And, in the
face of the divine power, the man was separate from the woman, the
daughter from the son, the sister from the brother—one set on one side,
one set on the other, separate before the eternal grace, or the eternal
fear.

The last set of pictures thanked God for the salvation of property.
One lady had six cows—all red ones—painted feeding on a meadow
with rocks behind. All the cows I have seen in these parts have been dun
or buff coloured. But these are red. And the goodwife thanks God very
sincerely for restoring to her that which was lost for five days, viz. her
six cows and the little cow-girl Kate. The little girl did not appear in
the picture nor in the thanks: she was only mentioned as having been
lost along with the cows. I do not know what became of her. Cows can
always eat grass. I suppose she milked her beasts, and perhaps cran-
berries were ripe. But five days was a long time for poor Kathel.

There were hundreds of cattle painted standing on meadows like a
child’s Noah’s Ark toys arranged in groups: a group of red cows, a
group of brown horses, a group of brown goats, a few grey sheep; as if
they had all been summoned into their classes. Then Maria in her
cloud-frame blessed them. But standing there so hieroglyphic, the ani-
mals had a symbolic power. They did not merely represent property.
They were the wonderful animal life which man must take for food.
Arrayed there in their numbers, they were almost frightening, as if they
might overthrow us, like an army.

Only one woman had had an accident. She was seen falling down-
stairs, just landing at the bottom into her peaceful kitchen where the
kitten lay asleep by the stove. The kitten slept on, but Mary in a blue
mantle appeared through the ceiling, mildly shocked and deprecating.

Alone among all the women, the women who had suffered childbirth
or had suffered through some child of their own, was this housewife
who had fallen downstairs into the kitchen where the cat slept peace-
fully. Perhaps she had not any children. However that may be, her
position was ignoble, as she bumped on the bottom stair.

There they all were, in their ex-voto pictures that I think the women
had ordered and paid for, these peasants of the valley below, pictured
in their fear. They lived under the mountains where always was fear.
Sometimes they knew it to close on a man or a woman. Then there was
no peace in the heart of this man till the fear had been pictured, till he
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was represented in the grip of terror, and till the picture had been
offered to the Deity, the dread, unnamed Deity; whose might must be
acknowledged, whilst in the same picture the milder divine succour was
represented and named and thanked. Deepest of all things, among the
mountain darknesses, was the ever-felt fear. First of all gods was the
unknown god who crushed life at any moment, and threatened it al-
ways. His shadow was over the valleys. And a tacit acknowledgment
and propitiation of Him were the ex-voto pictures, painted out of fear
and offered to Him unnamed. Whilst upon the face of them all was
Mary the divine Succour, She, who had suffered, and knew. And that
which had suffered and known, had prevailed, and was openly thanked.
But that which had neither known nor suffered, the dread unnamed,
which had aimed and missed by a little, this must be acknowledged
covertly. For his own soul's sake, man must acknowledge his own fear,
acknowledge the power beyond him.

Whilst I was reading the inscriptions high up on the wall, Anita
came back. She stood below me in her weather-beaten panama hat,
looking up dissatisfied. The light fell warm on her face. She was dis-
contented and excited.

“There’s a gorgeous hay hut a little farther on,” she said.

“Hold me a candle a minute, will you?”’ I said.

““A great hay hut full of hay, in anopen space. I climbed in

“Do you mind giving me a candle for a moment?”’

“But no—come along ”

“I just want to read this—give me a candle.” In a silence of impa-
tience, she handed me one of the tapers. I was reading a little inscrip-
tion.

“Won’t you come?” she said.

“We could sleep well here,” I said. “It is so dry and secure.”

“Why!” she cried irritably. *“Come to the hay hut and see.”

“In one moment,” I said.

She turned away.

“Isn’t this altar adorable!” she cried. ‘‘Lovely little paper roses, and
ornaments.”

She was fingering some artificial flowers, thinking to put them in her
hair. I jumped down, saying I must finish reading my pictures in the
morning. So I gathered the rucksack and examined the cash-box by
the door. It was open and contained six kreutzers. I put in forty pfen-
nigs, out of my poor pocket, to pay for the candles. Then I called Anita
away from the altar trinkets, and we closed the door, and were out in
the darkness of the mountains.

”




A Hay Hut among the Mountains

I resented being dragged out of my kapelle into the black and dismal
night. In the chapel were candles and a boarded floor. And the streams
in the mountains refuse to run anywhere but down the paths made by
man. Anita said: “You cannot imagine how lovely your chapel looked,
as I came on it from the dark, its row of candles shining, and all the in-
side warm!”’

“Then why on earth didn’t you stay there?” I said.

“But think of sleeping in a hay hut,” she cried.

*“I think a kapelle is much more soul stirring,” I insisted.

“But much harder to the bones,” she replied.

We struggled out on to a small meadow, between the mountain tops.
Anita called it a kettle. I presumed then that we had come in by the
spout and should have to get out by the lid. At any rate, the black heads
of the mountains poked up all round, and I felt tiny, like a beetle in a
basin.

The hay hut stood big and dark and solid, on the clear grass.

“I know just how to get in,” said Anita, who was full of joy now we
were going to be uncomfortably situated. “And now we must eat and
drink tea.”

“Where’s your water?”’ I asked.

She listened intently. There was a light swishing of pine-trees on the
mountain side.

“I hear it,” she said.

““Somewhere down some horrid chasm,” I answered.

“I will go and look,” she said.

“Well,” T answered, “you needn’t go hunting on a hillside where
there isn’t the faintest sign of a rut or watercourse.”

We spoke sotto voce, because of the darkness and the stillness. I led
down the meadow, nearly breaking my neck over the steepest places.
Now I was very thirsty, and we had only a very little schnapps.

“There is sure to be water in the lowest place,” I said.

She followed me stealthily and with glee. Soon we squelched in a soft
place.
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“A confounded marsh,” I said.

“But,” she answered, “I hear it trickling.”

““What’s the good of its trickling, if it’s nasty.”

“You are consoling,” she mocked.

“I suppose,” I said, “it rises here. So if we can get at the Quelle »?

I don’t know why “Quelle” was necessary, instead of ‘“‘source”,
but it was. We paddled up the wet place, and in the darkness found
where the water welled out. Having filled our can, and our boots by the
way, we trudged back. I slipped and spilled half the water.

“This,” said Anita, “makes me perfectly happy.”

“I wish it did me,” I replied.

“Don’t you like it, dear?” she said, grieved.

My feet were soddened and stone cold. Everywhere was wet, and very
dark.

“It’s all right,” I said. “But the chapel »

So we sat at the back of the hut, where the wind didn’t blow so badly,
and we made tea and ate sausage. The wind wafted the flame of the
spirit lamp about, drops of rain began to fall. In the pitch dark, we lost
our sausage and the packet of tea among the logs.

“At last I'm perfectly happy,” Anita repeated.

I found it irritating to hear her. I was looking for the tea.

Before we had finished this precious meal, the rain came pelting
down. We hurried the things into our rucksacks and bundled into the
hut. There was one little bread left for morning.

The hut was as big as a small cottage. It was made of logs laid on
top of one another, but they had not been properly notched, so there
were stripes of light all round the Egyptian darkness. And in a hay hut
one dares not strike a light.

‘““There’s the ladder to the big part,” said Anita.

The front compartment was only one-quarter occupied with hay: the
back compartnient was full nearly to the ceiling. I climbed up the lad-
der, and felt the hay, putting my hand straight into a nasty messy
place where the water had leaked in among the hay from the roof.

“That’s all puddly, and the man’ll have his whole crop rotten if he
doesn’t watch it,” I said. ““ It’s a stinkingly badly-made hay hut.”

“Listen to the rain,” whispered Anita.

It was rattling on the roof furiously. Then, although there were slots
of light, and a hundred horse-power draught tearing across the hut, I
was glad to be inside the place.

‘“Hay,” I remarked after a while, “has two disadvantages. It tickles
like all the creeping insects, and it is porous to the wind.”
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“‘Porous to the wind’,” mocked Anita.

“It 1s,” I said.

There was a great preparation. All valuables, such as hair-pins and
garters and pfennigs and hellers and trinkets and collar studs, I care-
fully collected in my hat. It was pitch dark. I laid the hat somewhere.
We took off our soddened shoes and stockings. Imagining they would
somehow generate heat and dry better, I pushed the boots into the wall
of hay. Then I hung up various draggled garments, hoping they would
dry.

“I insist on your tying up your head in a hanky, and on my spread-
ing my waistcoat for a pillow-cloth,” I said.

Anita humbly submitted. She was too full of joy to refuse. We had no
blankets, nothing but a Burberry each.

“A good large hole,” I said, “as large as a double grave. And I only
hope it won’t be one.”

“If you catch cold,” said Anita, ““I shall hate you.”

“And if you catch cold,” I answered, ‘I s’ll nurse you tenderly.”

“You dear!” she exclaimed, affectionately.

We dug like two moles at the grave.

“But see the mountains of hay that come out,” she said.

“All right,” T said, “you can amuse your German fancy by putting
them back again, and sleeping underneath them.”

“How lovely!” she cried.

“And how much lovelier a German fat bolster would be.”

“Don’t!” she implored. “ Don’t spoil it.”

“I’d sleep in a lobster-pot to please you,” I said.

“I don’t want you to please me, I want you to be pleased,” she in-
sisted.

“God help me, I will be pleased,” I promised.

At first it was pretty warm in the trough, but every minute I had to
rub my nose or my neck. This hay was the most insidious, persistent
stuff. However much I tried to fend it off, one blade tickled my nostrils,
a seed fell on my eyelid, a great stalk went down my neck. I wrestled
with it like a Hercules, to keep it at bay, but in vain. And Anita merely
laughed at my puffs and snorts.

“Evidently,” I said, *“ you have not so sensitive a skin as 1.”

“Oh no—not so delicate and fine,” she mocked.

“In fact, you can’t have,” I said, sighing. But presently, she also
sighed.

“Why,” she said, ““did you choose a waistcoat for a pillow? I've
always got my face in one of the armholes.”
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“You should arrange it better,” I said.

We sighed, and suffered the fiendish ticklings of the hay. Then I
suppose we slept, in a sort of fitful fever.

I was awakened by the cracks of thunder. Anita clutched me. It was
fearfully dark. Like a great whip clacking, the thunder cracked and
spattered over our hut, seemed to rattle backwards and forwards from
the mountain peaks.

‘“Something more for your money,” I groaned, too sleepy to live.

“Does thunder strike hay huts?”” Anita asked.

“Yes, it makes a dead set at them—simply preys on hay huts, does
thunder,” I declared.

“Now you needn’t frighten me,” she reproached.

“Go to sleep,” I commanded.

But she wouldn’t. There was Anita, there was thunder, and lightning,
then a raging wind and cataracts of rain, and the slow, persistent, evil
tickling of the hay seeds, all warring on my sleepiness. Occasionally I
got a wink. Then it began to get cold, with the icy wind rushing in
through the wide slots between the logs of the walls. The miserable hay
couldn’t even keep us warm. Through the chinks of it penetrated the
vicious wind. And Anita would not consent to be buried, she would
have her shoulders and head clear. So of course we had little protection.
It grew colder and colder, miserably cold. I burrowed deeper and
deeper. Then I felt Anita’s bare feet, and they were icy.

“Woman,” I said, “poke your wretched head in, and be covered up,
and save what modicum of animal heat you can generate.”

“I must breathe,” she answered crossly.

“The hay is quite well aerated,” I assured her.

At last it began to get dawn. Slots of grey came in place of slots of
blue-black, all round the walls. There was twilight in the crate of a hay
hut. I could distinguish the ladder and the rucksacks. Somewhere out-
side, I thought, drowsily, a boy was kicking a salmon tin down the
street; till it struck me as curious, and I remembered it was only the
sound of a cow-bell, or a goat-bell.

‘“It’s morning,” said Anita.

“Call this morning?” I groaned.

“Are you warm, dear?”

‘“Baked.”

‘““Shall we get up?”’

“Yes. At all events we can be one degree more wretched and cold.”

“I'm perfectly happy,” she persisted.

“You look it,” I said.
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Immediately she was full of fear.

“Do I look horrid?*’ she asked.

She was huddled in her coat: her tousled hair was full of hay.

I pulled on my boots and clambered through the square opening.

“But co:ne and look!” I exclaimed.

It had snowed terrifically during the night; not down at our level,
but a little higher up. We were on a grassy place, about half a mile
across, and all round us was the blackness of pine-woods, rising up.
Then suddenly in the middle air, it changed, and great peaks of snow
balanced, intensely white, in the pallid dawn. All the upper world
around us belonged to the sky; it was wonderfully white, and fresh,
and awake with joy. I felt I had only to run upwards through the
pine-trees, then I could tread the slopes that were really sky-slopes,
could walk up the sky.

“No!” cried Anita, in protest, her eyes filling with tears. *““No!”’

We had quite a solemn moment together, all because of that snow.
And the fearfully gentle way we talked and moved, as if we were the
only two people God had made, touches me to remember.

“Look!” cried Anita.

I thought at least the Archangel Gabriel was standing beside me.' But
she only meant my breath, that froze while on the air. It reminded me.

“And the cold!”’ I groaned. “It fairly reduces one to an ash.”

“Yes, my dear—we must drink tea,” she replied solicitously. I took
the can for water. Everything looked so different in the morning. I
could find the marsh, but not the water bubbling up. Anita came to
look for me. She was barefoot, because her boots were wet. Over the icy
mown meadow she came, took the can from me, and found the spring.
I went back and prepared breakfast. There was one little roll, some tea,
and some schnapps. Anita came with water, balancing it gingerly. She
had a distracted look.

“Oh, how it hurts!” she cried. “The ice-cold stubbles, like blunt icy
needles, they did hurt!”

I'looked at her bare feet and was furious with her.

“No one,” I cried, “but a lunatic, would dream of going down there
barefoot under these conditions——"’

““Under these conditions’,”” she mocked.

“It ought to have hurt you more,” I cried. “There is no crime but
stupidity.”

“‘Crime but stupidity’,” she echoed, laughing at me.

Then I went to look at her feet.

We ate the miserable knob of bread, and swallowed the tea. Then I
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bullied Anita into coming away. She performed a beautiful toilet that
I called the ‘brave Tyrolese’, and at last we set out. The snow all
above us was laughing with brightness. But the earth, and our boots,
were soddened.

“Isn’t it wonderful!” cried Anita.

“Yes—with feet of clay,” I answered. “ Wet, raw clay!”

Sobered, we squelched along an indefinite track. Then we spied a
little, dirty farm-house, and saw an uncouth-looking man go into the
cow-sheds.

“This,” I said, “is where the villains and robbers live.”

Then we saw the woman. She was wearing the blue linen trousers
that peasant women wear at work.

“Go carefully,” said Anita. ‘“Perhaps she hasn’t performed her
toilet.”

“I shouldn’t think she’s got one to perform,” I replied.

It was a deadly lonely place, high up, cold and dirty. Even in such a
frost, it stank bravely beneath the snow peaks. But I went softly.

Seeing Anita, the woman came to the door. She was dressed in blue
overalls, trousers and bodice, the trousers tight round the ankles, nearly
like the old-fashioned leg-of-mutton sleeves. She was pale, seemed
rather deadened, as if this continuous silence acted on her like a dead-
ening drug. Anita asked her the way. She came out to show us, as there
was no track, walking before us with strides like a man, but in a tired,
deadened sort of way. Her figure was not ugly, and the nape of her
neck was a woman’s, with soft wisps of hair. She pointed us the way
down.

“How old was she?”’ I asked Anita, when she had gone back.

“How old do you think?” replied Anita.

“Forty to forty-five.”

“Thirty-two or three,” answered Anita.

“How do you know, any more than I?”

“I am sure.”

I looked back. The woman was going up the steep path in a mechani-
cal, lifeless way. The brilliant snow glistened up above, in peaks. The
hollow green cup that formed the farm was utterly still. And the
woman seemed infected with all this immobility and silence. It was as
if she were gradually going dead, because she had no place there. And I
saw the man at the cow-shed door. He was thin, with sandy mous-
taches; and there was about him the same look of distance, as if silence,
loneliness, and the mountains deadened him too.

We went down between the rocks, in a cleft where a river rushed. On
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every side, streams fell and bounded down. Some, coming over the sheer
wall of a cliff, drifted dreamily down like a roving rope of mist. All
round, so white and candid, were the flowers they call Grass of Parnas-
sus, looking up at us, and the regal black-blue gentian reared them-
selves hei= and there.

[The following ending was erased.]

We ran ourselves warm, but I felt as if the fires had gone out inside
me. Down and down we raced the streams, that fell into beautiful green
pools, and fell out again with a roar. Anita actually wanted to bathe,
but I forbade it. So, after two hours’ running downhill, we came out in
the level valley at Glashiitte. It was raining now, a thick dree rain.
We pushed on to a little Gasthaus, that was really the home of a fores-
ter. There the stove was going, so we drank quantities of coffee, ale,
and went to bed.

“You spent the night in a hay hut,” said I to Anita. “And the next
day in bed.”

“But I've done it, and I loved it,” said she. “And besides, it’s rain-
ing.”

And it continued to pour. So we stayed in the house of the Jdger,
who had a good, hard wife. She made us comfortable. But she kept her
children in hand. They sat still and good, with their backs against the
stove, and watched.

“Your children are good,” I said.

“They are wild ones,” she answered, shaking her head sternly. And I
saw the boy’s black eyes sparkle.

“The boy is like his father,” I said.

She looked at him.

“Yes—yes! perhaps,” she said shortly.

But there was a proud stiffness in her neck, nevertheless. The father
was a mark-worthy man, evidently. He was away in the forests now for
a day or two. But he had photos of himself everywhere, a good-looking,
well-made, conceited Jiager, who was photographed standing with his
right foot on the shoulder of a slaughtered chamois. And soon his wife
had thawed sufficiently to tell me: “Yes, he had accompanied the
Crown Prince to shoot his first chamois.” And finally, she recited to us
this letter, from the same Crown Prince:

“Lieber Karl, Ich mdchte wissen wie und wann die letzte Gemse ge-
schossen worden ?




Once

The morning was very beautiful. White packets of mist hung over the
river, as if a great train had gone by leaving its steam idle, in a trail
down the valley. The mountains were just faint grey-blue, with the
slightest glitter of snow high up in the sunshine. They seemed to be
standing a long way off, watching me, and wondering. As I bathed in
the shaft of sunshine that came through the wide-opened window, let-
ting the water slip swiftly down my sides, my mind went wandering
through the hazy morning, very sweet and far-off and still, so that I
had hardly wit enough to dry myself. And as soon as I had got on my
dressing-gown, I lay down again idly on the bed, looking out at the
morning that still was greenish from the dawn, and thinking of Anita.

I had loved her when I was a boy. She was an aristocrat’s daughter,
but she was not rich. I was simply middle-class, then. I was much too
green and humble-minded to think of making love to her. No sooner
had she come home from school than she married an officer. He was
rather handsome, something in the Kaiser’s fashion, but stupid as an
ass. And Anita was only eighteen. When at last she accepted me as a
lover, she told me about it.

‘“The night I was married,” she said, “I lay counting the flowers on
the wall-paper, how many on a string; he bored me so.”

He was of good family, and of great repute in the Army, being a
worker. He had the tenacity of a bulldog, and rode like a centaur.
These things look well from a distance, but to live with they weary
one beyond endurance, so Anita says.

She had her first child just before she was twenty: two years after-
wards, another. Then no more. Her husband was something of a brute.
He neglected her, though not outrageously, treated her as if she were a
fine animal. To complete matters, he more than ruined himself owing
to debts, gambling and otherwise, then utterly disgraced himself by
using Government money and being caught.

“You have found a hair in your soup,” I wrote to Anita.

“Not a hair, a whole plait,” she replied.

After that, she began to have lovers. She was a splendid young
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creature, and was not going to sit down in her rather elegant flat in
Berlin, to run to seed. Her husband was officer in a crack regiment.
Anita was superb to look at. He was proud to introduce her to his
friends. Then, moreover, she had her own relatives in Berlin, aristo-
cratic but also rich, and moving in the first society. So she began to take
lovers.

Anita shows her breeding: erect, rather haughty, with a good-
humoured kind of scorn. She is tall and strong, her brown eyes are full of
scorn, and she has a downy, warm-coloured skin, brownish to match
her black hair.

At last she came to love me a little. Her soul is unspoiled. I think she
has almost the soul of a virgin. I think, perhaps, it frets her that she
never really loved. She has never had the real respect—Ehrfurcht—for
a man. And she has been here with me in the Tyrol these last ten days.
I love her, and I am not satisfied with myself. Perhaps I too shall fall
short.

“You have never loved your men?”’ I asked her.

“I loved them—but I have put them all in my pocket,” she said,
with just the faintest disappointment in her good humour. She
shrugged her shoulders at my serious gaze.

I lay wondering if I too were going into Anita’s pocket, along with
her purse and her perfume and the little sweets she loved. It would al-
most have been delicious to do so. A kind of voluptuousness urged me to
let her have me, to let her put me in her pocket. It would be so nice.
But I loved her: it would not be fair to her. I wanted to do more than
give her pleasure.

Suddenly the door opened on my musing, and Anita came into my
bedroom. Startled, I laughed in my very soul, and I adored her. She
was so natural! She was dressed in a transparent lacy chemise, that
was slipping over her shoulder, high boots, upon one of which her
string-coloured stocking had fallen. And she wore an enormous hat,
black, lined with white, and covered with a tremendous creamy-brown
feather, that streamed like a flood of brownish foam, swaying lightly. It
was an immense hat on top of her shamelessness, and the great, soft
feather seemed to spill over, fall with a sudden gush, as she put back
her head.

She looked at me, then went straight to the mirror.

“How do you like my hat?” she said.

She stood before the panel of looking-glass, conscious only of her hat,
whose great feather-strands swung in a tide. Her bare shoulder
glistened, and through the fine web of her chemise I could see all her
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body in warm silhouette, with golden reflections under the breasts and
arms. The light ran in silver up her lifted arms, and the gold shadow
stirred as she arranged her hat.

“How do you like my hat?”’ she repeated.

Then, as I did not answer, she turned to look at me. I was still lying
on the bed. She must have seen that I had looked at her, instead of at
her hat, for a quick darkness and a frown came into her eyes, cleared
instantly, as she asked, in a slightly hard tone:

“Don’t you like it?”

“It’s rather splendid,” I answered. “ Where did it come from?”’

‘“From Berlin this morning—or last evening,” she replied.

“It’s a bit huge,” I ventured.

She drew herself up.

‘“‘Indeed not!” she said, turning to the mirror.

I got up, dropped off my dressing-gown, put a silk hat quite correctly
on my head, and then, naked save for a hat and a pair of gloves, I went
forward to her.

“How do you like my hat?” I asked her.

She looked at me and went off into a fit of laughter. She dropped her
hat on to a chair, and sank on to the bed, shaking with laughter. Every
now and then she lifted her head, gave one look from her dark eyes,
then buried her face in the pillows. I stood before her clad in my hat,
feeling a good bit of a fool. She peeped up again.

“You are lovely, you are lovely!"’ she cried.

With a grave and dignified movement I prepared to remove the hat,
saying:

“And even then, I lack high-laced boots and one stocking.”

But she flew at me, kept the hat on my head, and kissed me.

“Don’t take it off,” she implored. ““ I love you for it.”

So I sat down gravely and unembarrassed on the bed.

“But don’t you like my hat?” I said in injured tones. “I bought it
in London last month.”

She looked up at me comically, and went into peals of laughter.

“Think,” she cried, *“if all those Englishmen in Piccadilly went like
that!”

That amused even me.

At last I assured her her hat was adorable, and, much to my relief, I
got rid of my silk and into a dressing-gown.

“You will cover yourself up,” she said reproachfully. “And you look
so nice with nothing on—but a hat.”

“It’s that old Apple I can’t digest,” I said.
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She was quite happy in her shift and her high boots. I lay looking at
her beautiful legs.

“How many more men have you done that to?”’ I asked.

“What?” she answered.

“Gone into their bedrooms clad in a wisp of mist, trying a new hat
on?”

She leaned over to me and kissed me.

“Not many,” she said. “I've not been quite so familiar before, I
don’t think.”

“I suppose you've forgotten,” said I. “However, it doesn’t matter.”
Perhaps the slight bitterness in my voice touched her. She said almost
indignantly:

“Do you think I want to flatter you and make you believe you are
the first that ever I really—really »

“I don’t know,” I replied. “Neither you nor I are so easily de-
luded.”

She looked at me peculiarly and steadily.

“I know all the time,” said I, “that I am pro tem., and that I shan’t
even last aslong as most.”

“You are sorry for yourself?’’ she mocked.

I shrugged my shoulders, looking into her eyes. She caused me a good
deal of agony, but I didn’t give in to her.

“I shan’t commit suicide,” I replied.

“On est mort pour si longtemps,” she said, suddenly dancing on the
bed. I loved her. She had the courage to live, almost joyously.

“When you think back over your affairs—they are numerous,
though you are only thirty-one——”

“Not numerous—only several—and you do underline the thirty-
one ,”” she laughed.

“But how do you feel, when you think of them?”’ I asked.

She knitted her eyebrows quaintly, and there was a shadow, more
puzzled than anything, on her face.

“There is something nice in all of them,” she said. “Men are really
fearfully good,” she sighed.

‘“If only they weren’t all pocket-editions,” I mocked.

She laughed, then began drawing the silk cord through the lace of
her chemise, pensively. The round caps of her shoulders gleamed like
old ivory: there was a faint brown stain towards the arm-pit.

“No,” she said, suddenly lifting her head and looking me calmly
into the eyes, “I have nothing to be ashamed of —that is—no, I have
nothing to be ashamed of!”
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“I believe you,” I said. “And I don’t suppose you’ve done anything
that even I shouldn’t be able to swallow—have you?”

I felt rather plaintive with my question. She looked at me and
shrugged her shoulders.

“I know you haven’t,” I preached. “All your affairs have been
rather decent. They’ve meant more to the men than they have to you.”

The shadows of her breasts, fine globes, shone warm through the
linen veil. She was thinking.

“Shall I tell you,” she asked, “one thing I did?”

“If you like,” I answered. “But let me get you a wrap.” I kissed her
shoulder. It had the same fine, delicious coldness of ivory.

“No—yes, you may,” she replied.

I brought her a Chinese thing of black silk with gorgeous embroi-
dered dragons, green as flame, writhing upon it.

“How white against that black silk you are,” I said, kissing the half
globe of her breast, through the linen.

“Lie there,” she commanded me. She sat in the middle of the bed,
whilst I lay looking at her. She picked up the black silk tassel of my
dressing-gown and began flattening it out like a daisy.

“Gretchen!” I said.

“‘Marguerite with one petal’,” she answered in French, laughing.
“I am ashamed of it, so you must be nice with me ”

“Have a cigarette!” I said.

She puffed wistfully for a few moments.

“You've got to hear it,” she said.

“Goon!”

“I was staying in Dresden in quite a grand hotel; which I rather
enjoy: ringing bells, dressing three times a day, feeling half a great
lady, half a cocotte. Don’t be cross with me for saying it: look at me!
The man was at a garrison a little way off. I'd have married him if I
could ?

She shrugged her brown, handsome shoulders, and puffed out a
plume of smoke.

“It began to bore me after three days. I was always alone, looking
at shops alone, going to the opera alone—where the beastly men got be-
hind their wives’ backs to look at me. In the end I got cross with my
poor man, though of course it wasn’t his fault, that he couldn’t come.”

She gave a little laugh as she took a draw at her cigarette.

“The fourth morning I came downstairs—I was feeling fearfully
good-looking and proud of myself. I know I had a sort of café au lait
coat and skirt, very pale—and its fit was a joy!”
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After a pause, she continued: “And a big black hat with a cloud of
white ospreys. I nearly jumped when a man almost ran into me. O jeh!
it was a young officer, just bursting with life, a splendid creature: the
German aristocrat at his best. He wasn’t over tall, in his dark blue uni-
form, but simply firm with life. An electric shock went through me, it
slipped down me like fire, when I looked into his eyes. O jeh! they just
flamed with consciousness of me—and they were just the same colour as
the soft-blue revers of his uniform. He looked at me—ha!—and then,
he bowed, the sort of bow a woman enjoys like a caress.

““Verzeithung, gnadiges Fraulein!’

“I just inclined my head, and we went our ways. It felt as if some-
thing mechanical shifted us, not our wills.

“I was restless that day, I could stay nowhere. Something stirred in-
side my veins. I was drinking tea on the Briihler Terasse, watching the
people go by like a sort of mechanical procession, and the broad Elbe as
a stiller background, when he stood before me, saluting, and taking a
seat, half apologetically, half devil-may-care. I was not nearly so much
surprised at him, as at the mechanical parading people. And I could see
he thought me a cocotte ”

She looked thoughtfully across the room, the past roused dangerously
in her dark eyes.

“But the game amused and excited me. He told me he had to go to
a Court ball tonight—and then he said, in his nonchalant yet plead-
ingly passionate way:

“‘And afterwards ?’
“‘And afterwards !’ I repeated.
“‘May I ?’ he asked.

“Then I told him the number of my room.

“I dawdled to the hotel, and dressed for dinner, and talked to some-
body sitting next to me, but I was an hour or two ahead, when he
would come. I arranged my silver and brushes and things, and I had
ordered a great bunch of lilies of the valley; they were in a black bowl.
There were delicate pink silk curtains, and the carpet was a cold colour,
nearly white, with a tawny pink and turquoise ravelled border, a Per-
sian thing, I should imagine. I know I liked it. And didn’t that room
feel fresh, full of expectation, like myself!

“That last half-hour of waiting—so funny—1I seemed to have no
feeling, no consciousness. I lay in the dark, holding my nice pale blue
gown of crépe de Chine against my body for comfort. There was a
fumble at the door, and I caught my breath! Quickly he came in,
locked the door, and switched on all the lights. There he stood, the
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centre of everything, the light shining on his bright brown hair. He was
holding something under his cloak. Now he came to me, and threw on
me from out of his cloak a whole armful of red and pink roses. It was
delicious! Some of them were cold, when they fell on me. He took off
his cloak. I loved his figure in its blue uniform; and then, oh jeh! he
picked me off the bed, the roses and all, and kissed me—how he kissed
me!”

She paused at the recollection.

“I could feel his mouth through my thin gown. Then, he went still
and intense. He pulled off my saut-de-lit, and looked at me. He held me
away from him, his mouth parted with wonder, and vyet, as if the gods
would envy him—wonder and adoration and pride! I liked his worship.
Then he laid me on the bed again, and covered me up gently, and put
my roses on the other side of me, a heap just near my hair, on the pil-
low.

“Quite unashamed and not the least conscious of himself, he got out
of his clothes. And he was adorable—so young, and rather spare, but
with a rich body, that simply glowed with love of me. He stood looking
at me, quite humbly; and I held out my hands to him.

“All that night we loved each other. There were crushed, crumpled
little rose-leaves on him when he sat up, almost like crimson blood! Oh,
and he was fierce, and at the same time, tender!*’

Anita’s lips trembled slightly, and she paused. Then, very slowly, she
went on:

“When I woke in the morning he was gone, and just a few passion-
ate words on his dancing-card with a gold crown, on the little table
beside me, imploring me to see him again in the Briihler Terasse in the
afternoon. But I took the morning express to Berlin ”

We both were still. The river rustled far off in the morning.

“And——?" I said.

“And I never saw him again.”

We were both still. She put her arms round her bright knee, and
caressed it, lovingly, rather plaintively, with her mouth. The brilliant
green dragons on her wrap seemed to be snarling at me.

“And you regret him?*’ I said at length.

“No,” she answered, scarcely heeding me. “‘I remember the way he
unfastened his sword-belt and trappings from his loins, flung the
whole with a jingle on the other bed ”

I was burning now with rage against Anita. Why should she love a
man for the way he unbuckled his belt!

“With him,” she mused, *everything felt so inevitable.”
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“Even your never seeing him again,” I retorted.

“Yes!” she said, quietly.

Still musing, dreaming, she continued to caress her own knees.

“He said to me: ‘We are like the two halves of a walnut’.”” And she
laughed slightly. “He said some lovely things to me—‘Tonight, you’re
an Answer’. And then: ‘Whichever bit of you I touch seems to startle
me afresh with joy’. And he said he should never forget the velvety feel
of my skin.—Lots of beautiful things he told me.”

Anita cast them over pathetically in her mind. I sat biting my finger
withrage.

“—And I made him have roses in his hair. He sat so still and good
while I trimmed him up, and was quite shy. He had a figure nearly like
yours »

Which compliment was a last insult to me.

“And he had a long gold chain, threaded with little emeralds, that
he wound round and round my knees, binding me like a prisoner, never
thinking.”

“And you wish he had kept you prisoner,” I said.

“No,” she answered. ‘He couldn’t!”

“I see! You just preserve him as the standard by which you measure
the amount of satisfaction you get from the rest of us.”

“Yes,” she said, quietly.

Then I knew she was liking to make me furious.

“But I thought you were rather ashamed of the adventure?’’ I said.

“No,” she answered, perversely.

She made me tired. One could never be on firm ground with her.
Always, one was slipping and plunging on uncertainly. I lay still,
watching the sunshine streaming white outside.

“What are you thinking?”’ she asked.

“The waiter will smile when we go down for coffee.”

“No—tell me!”

“It is half past nine.”

She fingered the string of her shift.

“What were you thinking?” she asked, very low.

“I was thinking, all you want, you get.”

“In what way?”

“Inlove.”

“And what do I want?”

“Sensation.”

“Do I?”

“Yes.”
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She sat with her head drooped down.

“Have a cigarette,” I said. “And are you going to that place for
sleighing today?”

“Why do you say I only want sensation?” she asked quietly.

“Because it’s all you'll take from a man.—You won't have a cigar-
ette?”’

“No thanks—and what else could I take [

I shrugged my shoulders.

“Nothing, I suppose,” I replied.

Still she picked pensively at her chemise string.

“Up to now, you’ve missed nothing—you haven't felt the lack of
anything—in love,” I said.

She waited awhile.

“Oh yes, I have,” she said gravely.

Hearing her say it, my heart stood still.




The Thimble

She had not seen her husband for ten months, not since her fort-
night’s honeymoon with him, and his departure for France. Then, in
those excited days of the early war, he was her comrade, her counterpart
in a sort of Bacchic revel before death. Now all that was shut off from
her mind, as by a great rent in her life.

Since then, since the honeymoon, she had lived and died and come to
life again. There had been his departure to the front. She had loved him
then,

“If you want to love your husband,” she had said to her friends,
with splendid recklessness, ‘“you should see him in khaki.” And she had
really loved him, he was so handsome in uniform, well-built, yet with a
sort of reserve and remoteness that suited the neutral khaki perfectly.

Before, as a barrister with nothing to do, he had been slack and
unconvincing, a sort of hanger-on, and she had never come to the point
of marrying him. For one thing they neither of them had enough
money.

Then came the great shock of the war, his coming to her in a new
light, as lieutenant in the artillery. And she had been carried away by
his perfect calm manliness and significance, now he was a soldier. He
seemed to have gained a fascinating importance that made her seem
quite unimportant. It was she who was insignificant and subservient, he
who was dignified, with a sort of indifferent lordliness.

So she had married him, all considerations flung to the wind, and had
known the bewildering experience of their fortnight’s honeymoon, be-
fore he left her for the front.

And she had never got over the bewilderment. She had, since then,
never thought at all, she seemed to have rushed on in a storm of acti-
vity and sensation. There was a home to make, and no money to make
it with: none to speak of. So, with the swift, business-like aptitude of a
startled woman, she had found a small flat in Mayfair, had attended
sales and bought suitable furniture, had made the place complete and
perfect. She was satisfied. It was small and insignificant, but it was a
complete unity.
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Then she had had a certain amount of war-work to do, and she had
kept up all her social activities. She had not had a moment which was
not urgently occupied.

All the while came his letters from France, and she was writing her
replies. They both sent a good deal of news to each other, they both
expressed their mutual passion.

Then suddenly, amid all this activity, she fell ill with pneumonia
and everything lapsed into delirium. And whilst she was ill, he was
wounded, his jaw smashed and his face cut up by the bursting of a shell.
So they were both laid by.

Now, they were both better, and she was waiting to see him. Since
she had been ill, whilst she had lain or sat in her room in the castle in
Scotland, she had thought, thought very much. For she was a woman
who was always trying to grasp the whole of her context, always trying
to make a complete thing of her own life.

Her illness lay between her and her previous life like a dark night,
like a great separation. She looked back, she remembered all she had
done, and she was bewildered, she had no key to the puzzle. Suddenly
she realized that she knew nothing of this man she had married, he
knew nothing of her. What she had of him, vividly, was the visual
image. She could see him, the whole of him, in her mind’s eye. She
could remember him with peculiar distinctness, as if the whole of
his body were lit up by an intense light, and the image fixed on her
mind.

But he was an impression, only a vivid impression. What her own
impression was, she knew most vividly. But what he was himself: the
very thought startled her, it was like looking into a perilous darkness.
All that she knew of him was her own affair, purely personal to her, a
subjective impression. But there must be a man, another being, some-
where in the darkness which she had never broached.

The thought frightened her exceedingly, and her soul, weak from
illness, seemed to weep. Here was a new peril, a new terror. And she
seemed to have no hope.

She could scarcely bear to think of him as she knew him. She could
scarcely bear to conjure up that vivid image of him which remained
from the days of her honeymoon. It was something false, it was some-
thing which had only to do with herself. The man himself was some-
thing quite other, something in the dark, something she dreaded, whose
coming she dreaded, as if it were a mitigation of her own being, some-
thing set over against her, something that would annul her own image
of herself.
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Nervously she twisted her long white fingers. She was a beautiful
woman, tall and loose and rather thin, with swinging limbs, one for
whom the modern fashions were perfect. Her skin was pure and clear,
like a Christmas rose, her hair was fair and heavy. She had large, slow,
unswerving eyes, that sometimes looked blue and open with a childish
candor, sometimes greenish and intent with thought, sometimes hard,
sea-like, cruel, sometimes grey and pathetic.

Now she sat in her own room, in the flat in Mayfair, and he was com-
ing to see her. She was well again: just well enough to see him. But she
was tired as she sat in the chair whilst her maid arranged her heavy, fair
hair.

She knew she was a beauty, she knew it was expected of her that she
should create an impression of modern beauty. And it pleased her, it
made her soul rather hard and proud: but also, at the bottom, it bored
her. Still; she would have her hair built high, in the fashionable mode,
she would have it modelled to the whole form of her head, her figure.
She lifted her eyes to look. They were slow, greenish, and cold like the
sea at this moment, because she was so perplexed, so heavy with trying,
all alone, always quite coldly alone, to understand, to understand and
to adjust herself. It never occurred to her to expect anything of the other
person: she was utterly self-responsible.

“No,” she said to her maid, in her slow, laconic, plangent voice,
“don’t let it swell out over the ears, lift it straight up, then twist it
under—Ilike that—so it goes clean from the side of the face. Do you
see?”’

“Yes, my lady.”

And the maid went on with the hair-dressing, and she with her slow,
cold musing.

She was getting dressed now to see her bridegroom. The phrase, with
its association in all the romances of the world, made her snigger invol-
untarily to herself. She was still like a schoolgirl, always seeing herself
in her part. She got curious satisfaction from it, too. But also she was
always humorously ironical when she found herself in these romantic
situations. If brigands and robbers had carried her off, she would have
played up to the event perfectly. In life, however, there was always a
certain painful, laborious heaviness, a weight of self-responsibility. The
event never carried her along, a helpless protagonist. She was always
responsible, in whatever situation.

Now, this morning, her husband was coming to see her, and she was
dressing to receive him. She felt heavy and inert as stone, yet inwardly
trembling convulsively. The known man, he did not affect her. Heavy
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and inert in her soul, yet amused, she would play her part in his recep-
tion. But the unknown man, what was he? Her dark, unknown soul
trembled apprehensively.

At any rate he would be different. She shuddered. The vision she
had of him, of the good-looking, lean, slightly tanned, attractive man,
ordinary and yet with odd streaks of understanding that made her pon-
der, this she must put away. They said his face was rather horribly cut
up. She shivered. How she hated it, coldly hated and loathed it, the
thought of disfigurement. Her fingers trembled, she rose to go down-
stairs. If he came he must not come into her bedroom.

So, in her fashionable but inexpensive black silk dress, wearing her
jewels, her string of opals, her big, ruby brooch, she went downstairs.
She knew how to walk, how to hold her body according to the mode.
She did it almost instinctively, so deep was her consciousness of the
impression her own appearance must create.

Entering the small drawing-room she lifted her eyes slowly and
looked at herself: a tall, loose woman in black, with fair hair raised up,
and with slow, greenish, cold eyes looking into the mirror. She turned
away with a cold, pungent sort of satisfaction. She was aware also of
the traces of weariness and illness and age, in her face. She was twenty-
seven years old.

So she sat on the little sofa by the fire. The room she had made was
satisfactory to her, with its neutral, brown-grey walls, its deep brown,
plain, velvety carpet, and the old furniture done in worn rose brocade,
which she had bought from Countess Ambersyth’s sale. She looked at
her own large feet, upon the rose-red Persian rug.

Then nervously, yet quite calm, almost static, she sat still to wait.
It was one of the moments of deepest suffering and suspense which she
had ever known. She did not want to think of his disfigurement, she
did not want to have any preconception of it. Let it come upon her.
And the man, the unknown strange man who was coming now to take
up his position over against her soul, her soul so naked and exposed
from illness, the man to whose access her soul was to be delivered up!
She could not bear it. Her face set pale, she began to lose her conscious-
ness.

Then something whispered in her:

“If I am like this, I shall be quite impervious to him, quite oblivious
of anything but the surface of him.” And an anxious sort of hope sent
her hands down onto the sofa at her side, pressed upon the worn bro-
cade, spread flat. And she remained in suspense.

But could she bear it, could she bear it? She was weak and ill in a
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sort of after-death. Now what was this that she must confront, this
other being? Her hands began to move slowly backwards and forwards
on the sofa bed, slowly, as if the friction of the silk gave her some ease.

She was unaware of what she was doing. She was always so calm, so
self-contained, so static; she was much too stoically well-bred to allow
these outward nervous agitations. But now she sat still in suspense in the
silent drawing-room, where the fire flickered over the dark brown carpet
and over the pale rose furniture and over the pale face and the black
dress and the white, sliding hands of the woman, and her hands slid
backwards and forwards, backwards and forwards like a pleading, a
hope, a tension of madness.

Her right hand came to the end of the sofa and pressed a little into
the crack, the meeting between the arm and the sofa bed. Her long
white fingers pressed into the fissure, pressed and entered rhythmically,
pressed and pressed further and further into the tight depths of the fis-
sure, between the silken firm upholstery of the old sofa, whilst her mind
was in a trance of suspense, and the fire-light flickered on the yellow
chrysanthemums that stood in a jar in the window.

The working, slow, intent fingers pressed deeper and deeper in the
fissure of the sofa, pressed and worked their way intently, to the bottom.
It was the bottom. They were there, they made sure. Making sure,
they worked all along, very gradually, along the tight depth of the
fissure.

Then they touched a little extraneous object, and a consciousness
awoke in the woman’s mind. Was it something? She touched again. It
was something hard and rough. The fingers began to ply upon it. How
firmly it was embedded in the depths of the sofa-crack. It had a thin
rim, like a ring, but it was not a ring. The fingers worked more insist-
ently. What was this little hard object?

The fingers pressed determinedly, they moved the little object. They
began to work it up to the light. It was coming, there was success. The
woman’s heart relaxed from its tension, now her aim was being
achieved. Her long, strong, white fingers brought out the little find.

It was a thimble set with brilliants; it was an old, rather heavy
thimble of tarnished gold, set round the base with little diamonds or
rubies. Perhaps it was not gold, perhaps they were only paste.

She put it on her sewing finger. The brilliants sparkled in the fire-
light. She was pleased. It was a vulgar thing, a gold thimble with ordin-
ary pin-head dents, and a belt of jewels around the base. It was large
too, big enough for her. It must have been some woman’s embroidery
thimble, some bygone woman’s, perhaps some Lady Ambersyth’s. At
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any rate, it belonged to the days when women did stitching as a usual
thing. But it was heavy, it would make one’s hand ache.

She began to rub the gold with her handkerchief. There was an
engraved monogram, an Earl’s, and then Z, Z, and a date, 15 Oct,,
1801. She was very pleased, trembling with the thought of the old
romance. What did Z. stand for? She thought of her acquaintances,
and could only think of Zouche. But he was not an Earl. Who would
give the gift of a gold thimble set with jewels, in the year 1801? Per-
haps it was a man come home from the wars: there were wars then.

The maid noiselessly opened the door and saw her mistress sitting in
the soft light of the winter day, polishing something with her handker-
chief.

“Mr. Hepburn has come, my lady.”

‘“Has he!”’ answered the laconic, slightly wounded voice of the
woman.

She collected herself and rose. Her husband was coming through the
doorway, past the maid. He came without hat or coat or gloves, like an
inmate of the house. He was an inmate of the house.

“How do you do?” she said, with stoic, plangent helplessness. And
she held out her hand.

“How are you?” he replied, rather mumbling, with a sort of
muffled voice.

“All right now, thanks,” and she sat down again, her heart beating
violently. She had not yet looked at his face. The muffled voice terrified
her so much. It mumbled rather mouthlessly.

Abstractedly, she put the thimble on her middle finger, and con-
tinued to rub it with her handkerchief. The man sat in silence oppo-
site, in an arm-chair. She was aware of his khaki trousers and his brown
shoes. But she was intent on burnishing the thimble.

Her mind was in a trance, but as if she were on the point of waking,
for the first time in her life, waking up.

“What are you doing? What have you got?” asked the mumbling,
muffled voice. A pang went through her. She looked up at the mouth
that produced the sound. It was broken in, the bottom teeth all gone,
the side of the chin battered small, whilst a deep seam, a deep, horrible
groove ran right into the middle of the cheek. But the mouth was the
worst, sunk in at the bottom, with half the lip cut away.

“It is treasure-trove,” answered the plangent, cold-sounding voice.
And she held out the thimble.

He reached to take it. His hand was white, and it trembled. His
nerves were bronken He took the thimble between his fingers.
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She sat obsessed, as if his disfigurement were photographed upon her
mind, as if she were some sensitive medium to which the thing had been
transferred. There it was, her whole consciousness was photographed
into an image of his disfigurement, the dreadful sunken mouth that was
not a mouth, which mumbled in talking to her, in a disfigurement of
speech.

It was all accident, accident had taken possession of her very being.
All she was, was purely accidental. It was like a sleep, a thin, taut, over-
filming sleep in which the wakefulness struggles like a thing as yet un-
born. She was sick in the thin, transparent membrane of her sleep, her
overlying dream-consciousness, something actual but too unreal.

‘“How treasure-trove?’’ he mumbled. She could not understand.

She felt his moment’s hesitation before he tried again, and a hot pain
pierced through her, the pain of his maimed, crippled effort.

“Treasure-trove, you said,” he repeated, with a sickening struggle to
speak distinctly.

Her mind hovered, then grasped, then caught the threads of the con-
versation.

“I found it,” she said. Her voice was clear and vibrating as bronze,
but cold. I found it just before you came in.”

There was a silence. She was aware of the purely accidental condi-
tion of her whole being. She was framed and constructed of accident,
accidental association. It was like being made up of dream-stuff, with-
out sequence or adherence to any plan or purpose. Yet within the
imprisoning film of the dream was herself, struggling unborn, strug-
gling to come to life.

It was difficult to break the inert silence that had succeeded between
them. She was afraid it would go on forever. With a strange, convulsive
struggle, she broke into communication with him.

“I found it here, in the sofa,” she said, and she lifted her eyes for the
first time to him.

His forehead was white, and his hair brushed smooth, like a sick
man’s. And his eyes were like the eyes of a child that has been ill, blue
and abstract, as if they only listened from a long way off, and did not
see any more. So far-off he looked, like a child that belongs almost more
to death than to life. And her soul divined that he was waiting vaguely
where the dark and the light divide, whether he should come in to life,
or hesitate, and pass back.

She lowered her eyelids, and for a second she sat erect like a mask,
with closed eyes, whilst a spasm of pure unconsciousness passed over
her. It departed again, and she opened her eyes. She was awake.
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She looked at him. His eyes were still abstract and without answer,
changing only to the dream-psychology of his being. She contracted as
if she were cold and afraid. They lit up now with a superficial over-
flicker of interest.

“Did you really? Why, how did it come there?”

It was the same voice, the same stupid interest in accidental things,
the same man as before. Only the enunciation of the words was all
mumbled and muffled, as if the speech itself were disintegrating.

Her heart shrank, to close again like an over-sensitive new-born thing,
that is not yet strong enough in its own being. Yet once more she lifted
her eyes, and looked at him.

He was flickering with his old, easily roused, spurious interest in the
accidentals of life. The film of separateness seemed to be coming over
her. Yet his white forehead was somewhat deathly, with its smoothly
brushed hair. He was like one dead. He was within the realm of death.
His over-flicker of interest was only extraneous.

“I suppose it had got pushed down by accident,” she said, answering
from her mechanical mind.

But her eyes were watching him who was dead, who was there like
Lazarus before her, as yet unrisen.

“How did it happen?” she said, and her voice was changed, pene-
trating with sadness and approach. He knew what she meant.

“Well, you see I was knocked clean senseless, and that was all I knew
for three days. But it seems that it was a shell fired by one of our own
fellows, and it hit me because it was faultily made.”

Her face was very still as she watched.

“And how did you feel when you came round?”’

“I felt pretty bad, as you can imagine; there was a crack on the skull
as well as this on the jaw.”

“Did you think you were going to die?”

There was a long pause, whilst the man laughed self-consciously. But
he laughed only with the upper part of his face: the maimed part re-
mained still. And though the eyes seemed to laugh, just as of old, yet
underneath them was a black, challenging darkness. She waited
whilst this superficial smile of reserve passed away.

Then came the mumbling speech, simple, in confession.

“Yes, I lay and looked at 1t.”

The darkness of his eyes was now watching her, her soul was exposed
and new-born. The triviality was gone, the dream-psychology, the self-
dependence. They were naked and new-born in soul, and depended on
each other.
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It was on the tip of her tongue to say: “And why didn’t you die?”
But instead, her soul, weak and new-born, looked helplessly at him.

“I couldn’t while you were alive,” he said.

“What?”

“Die.”

She seemed to pass away into unconsciousness. Then, as she came to,
she said, as if in protest:

“What difference should I make to you! You can’t live off me.”

He was watching her with unlighted, sightless eyes. There was a long
silence. She was thinking, it was not her consciousness of him which had
kept her alive. It was her own will.

“What did you hope for, from me?”’ she asked.

His eyes darkened, his face seemed very white, he really looked like a
dead man as he sat silent and with open, sightless eyes. Between his
slightly-trembling fingers was balanced the thimble, that sparkled
sometimes in the firelight. Watching him, a darkness seemed to come
over her. She could not see, he was only a presence near her in the
dark.

“We are both of us helpless,” she said, into the silence.

“Helpless for what?’’ answered his sightless voice.

“To live,” she said.

They seemed to be talking to each other’s souls, their eyes and minds
were sightless.

“We are helpless to live,” he repeated.

“Yes,” she said.

There was still a silence.

“I know,” he said, “we are helpless to live. I knew that when I came
round.”

“I am as helpless as you are,” she said.

“Yes,” came his slow, half-articulate voice. “I know that. You’re as
helpless as I am.”

“Well then?”

“Well then, we are helpless. We are as helpless as babies,” he said.

“And how do you like being a helpless baby,” came the ironic voice.

“And how do you like being a helpless baby?’’ he replied.

There was a long pause. Then she laughed brokenly.

“I don’t know,” she said. “A helpless baby can’t know whether it
likes being a helpless baby.”

“That’s just the same. But I feel hope, don’t you?”

Again there was an unwilling pause on her part.

‘“Hope of what?"’
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“If I am a helpless baby now, that I shall grow into a man.”

She gave a slight, amused laugh.

“And I ought to hope that I shall grow into a woman,” she said.

“Yes, of course.”

“Then what am I now?” she asked, humorously.

‘“Now, you're a helpless baby, as you said.”

It piqued her slightly. Then again, she knew it was true.

“And what was I before—when I married you?” she asked, chal-
lenging.

“Why,- then—I don’t know what you were. I've had my head
cracked and some dark let in, since then. So I don’t know what you
were, because it’s all gone, don’t you see.”

“Isee.”

There was a pause. She became aware of the room about her, of the
fire burning low and red.

“And what are we doing together?” she said.

“We're going tolove each other,” he said

“Didn’t we love each other before?*’ challenged her voice.

“No, we couldn’t. We weren’t born.”

“Neither were we dead,” she answered.

He seemed struck.

“Are we dead now?’’ he asked in fear.

“Yes, we are.”

There was a suspense of anguish, it was so true.

““Then we must be born again,” he said.

“Must we?”’ said her deliberate, laconic voice.

“Yes, we must—otherwise—’’ He did not finish.

“And do you think we've got the power to come to life again, now
we're dead?” she asked.

“I think we have,” he said.

There was a long pause.

“Resurrection?”’ she said, almost as if mocking. They looked slowly
and darkly into each other’s eyes. He rose unthinking, went over and
touched her hand.

““Touch me not, for I am not yet ascended unto the Father,’” she
quoted, in her ievel, cold-sounding voice.

“No,” he answered ; ‘it takes time.”

The incongruous plainness of his statement made her jerk with
laughter. At the same instant her face contracted and she said in a loud
voice, as if her soul was being torn from her:

“Am I going to love you?”
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Again he stretched foward and touched her hand, with the tips of his
fingers. And the touch lay still, completed there.

Then at length he noticed that the thimble was stuck on his little
finger. In the same instant she also looked at it.

“I want to throw it away,” he said.

Againshe gave a little jerk of laughter.

He rose, went to the window, and raised the sash. Then, suddenly
with a strong movement of the arm and shoulder, he threw the thimble
out into the murky street. It bounded on the pavement opposite. Then a
taxi-cab went by, and he could not see it any more.



The Mortal Coil

I

She stood motionless in the middle of the room, something tense in
her reckless bearing. Her gown of reddish stuff fell silkily about her feet;
she looked tall and splendid in the candlelight. Her dark-blond hair was
gathered loosely in a fold on top of her head, her young, blossom-fresh
face was lifted. From her throat to her feet she was clothed in the ele-
gantly-made dress of silky red stuff, the colour of red earth. She looked
complete and lovely, only love could make her such a strange, complete
blossom. Her cloak and hat were thrown across a table just in front of
her.

Quite alone, abstracted, she stood there arrested in a conflict of emo-
tions. Her hand, down against her skirt, worked irritably, the ball of the
thumb rubbing, rubbing across the tips of the fingers. There was a slight
tension between her lifted brows.

About her the room glowed softly, reflecting the candlelight from
its whitewashed walls, and from the great, bowed, whitewashed ceil-
ing curving down on either side, so that both the far walls were low.
Against one, on one side, was a single bed, opened for the night, the
white over-bolster piled back. Not far from this was the iron stove. Near
the window closest to the bed was a table with writing materials, and a
handsome cactus-plant with clear scarlet blossoms threw its bizarre
shadow on the wall. There was another table near the second window,
and opposite was the door on which hung a military cloak. Along the
far wall, were guns and fishing-tackle, and some clothes too, hung on
pegs—all men’s clothes, all military. It was evidently the room of a
man, probably a young lieutenant.

The girl, in her pure red dress that fell about her feet, so that she
looked a woman, not a girl, at last broke from her abstraction and went
aimlessly to the writing-table. Her mouth was closed down stubbornly,
perhaps in anger, perhaps in pain. She picked up a large seal made of
agate, looked at the ingraven coat of arms, then stood rubbing her
finger across the cut-out stone, time after time. At last she put the seal
down, and looked at the other things—a beautiful old beer-mug used
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as a tobacco-jar, a silver box like an urn, old and of exquisite shape, a
bowl of sealing wax. She fingered the pieces of wax. This, the dark-
green, had sealed her last letter. Ah, well! She carelessly turned over
the blotting book, which again had his arms stamped on the cover.
Then she went away to the window. There, in the window-recess, she
stood and looked out. She opened the casement and took a deep breath
of the cold night air. Ah, it was good! Far below was the street, a vague
golden milky way beneath her, its tiny black figures moving and cross-
ing and re-crossing with marionette, insect-like intentness. A small
horse-car rumbled along the lines, so belittled, it was an absurdity. So
much for the world! . . . he did not come.

She looked overhead. The stars were white and flashing, they looked
nearer than the street, more kin to her, more real. She stood pressing
her breast on her arms, her face lifted to the stars, in the long, an-
guished suspense of waiting. Noises came up small from the street, as
from some insect-world. But the great stars overhead struck white and
invincible, infallible. Her heart felt cold like the stars.

At last she started. There was a noisy knocking at the door, and a
female voice calling:

“Anybody there?”

“Come in,” replied the girl.

She turned round, shrinking from this intrusion, unable to bear it,
after the flashing stars.

There entered a thin, handsome dark girl dressed in an extravagantly-
made gown of dark purple silk and dark blue velvet. She was followed
by a small swarthy, inconspicuous lieutenant in pale-blue uniform.

“Ah you!...alone?” cried Teresa, the newcomer, advancing into
the room. “Where’s the Fritz, then?”’

The girl in red raised her shoulders in a shrug, and turned her face
aside, but did not speak.

“Not here! You don’t know where he is? Ach, the dummy, the
lout!”” Teresa swung round on her companion.

“Where is he?” she demanded.

He also lifted his shoulders in a shrug.

“He said he was coming in half an hour,’
replied.

“Ha'!—half an hour! Looks like it! How long is that ago—two
hours?”

Again the young man only shrugged. He had beautiful black eye-
lashes, and steady eyes. He stood rather deprecatingly, whilst his girl,
golden like a young panther, hung over him.

’

the young lieutenant
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“One knows where he is,” said Teresa, going and sitting on the
opened bed. A dangerous contraction came between the brows of Marta,
the girl in red, at this act.

“Wine, Women and Cards!” said Teresa, in her loud voice. ‘“But
they prefer the women on the cards.

‘My love he has four Queenies,
Four Queenies has my lo-o-ove,’ ”

she sang. Then she broke off, and turned to Podewils. ‘“Was he winning
when you left him, Karl?”

Again the young baron raised his shoulders.

“Tant pis que mal,” he replied, cryptically.

“Ah, you!” cried Teresa, “with your tant pis que mal! Are you tant
pis que mal?”’ She laughed her deep, strange laugh. ‘“Well,” she
added, “ he’ll be coming in with a fortune for you, Marta—"

There was a vague, unhappy silence.

“I know his fortunes,” said Marta.

“Yes,” said Teresa, in sudden sober irony, “he’s a horse-shoe round
your neck, is that young jockey.—But what are you going to do, Mat-
zen dearest? Youre not going to wait for him any longer?—Don’t
dream of it! The idea, waiting for that young gentleman as if you were
married to him!—Put your hat on, dearest, and come along with us. ..
Where are we going, Karl, you pillar of salt?—Eh?—Geier’s>—To
Geier’s, Marta, my dear. Come, quick, up—you’ve been martyred
enough, Marta, my martyr—haw!—haw!!—put your hat on. Up—
away!”’

Teresa sprang up like an explosion, anxious to be off.

“No, I'll wait for him,” said Marta, sullenly.

“Don’t be such a fool!” cried Teresa, in her deep voice. “Wait for
him! I'd give him wait for him. Catch this little bird waiting.” She
lifted her hand and blew a little puff across the fingers. “Choo-fly!”
she sang, as if a bird had just flown.

The young lieutenant stood silent with smiling dark eyes. Teresa was
quick, and golden as a panther.

“No, but really, Marta, you’re not going to wait any more—really!
It’s stupid for you to play Gretchen—your eyes are much too green.
Put your hat on, there’s a darling.”

“No,” said Marta, her flower-like face strangely stubborn. “I’ll wait
for him. He’ll have to come some time.”

There was a moment’s uneasy pause.

“Well,” said Teresa, holding her shoulders for her cloak, “so long
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as you don’t wait as long as Lenora-fuhr-ums-Morgenrot—! Adieu,
my dear, God be with you.”

The young lieutenant bowed a solicitous bow, and the two went out,
leaving the girl in red once more alone.

She went to the writing-table, and on a sheet of paper began writing
her name in stiff Gothic characters, time after time:

Marta Hohenest

Marta Hohenest

Marta Hohenest.

The vague sounds from the street below continued. The wind was
cold. She rose and shut the window. Then she sat down again.

At last the door opened, and a young officer entered. He was but-
toned up in a dark-blue great-coat, with large silver buttons going down
on either side of the breast. He entered quickly, glancing over the room,
at Marta, as she sat with her back to him. She was marking with a pen-
cil on paper. He closed the door. Then with fine beautiful movements
he divested himself of his coat and went to hang it up. How well Marta
knew the sound of his movements, the quick light step! But she con-
tinued mechanically making crosses on the paper, her head bent for-
ward between the candles, so that her hair made fine threads and mist
of light, very beautiful. He saw this, and it touched him. But he could
not afford to be touched any further.

“You have been waiting?”’ he said formally. The insulting futile
question! She made no sign, as if she had not heard. He was absorbed
in the tragedy of himself, and hardly heeded her.

He was a slim, good-looking youth, clear-cut and delicate in
mould. His features now were pale, there was something evasive
in his dilated, vibrating eyes. He was barely conscious of the girl,
intoxicated with his own desperation, that held him mindless and
distant.

To her, the atmosphere of the room was almost unbreathable, since
he had come in. She felt terribly bound, walled up. She rose with a sud-
den movement that tore his nerves. She looked to him tall and bright
and dangerous, as she faced round on him.

“Have you come back with a fortune?”’ she cried, in mockery, her
eyes full of dangerous light.

He was unfastening his belt, to change his tunic. She watched him
up and down, all the time. He could not answer, his lips seemed dumb.
Besides, silence was his strength.

“Have you come back with a fortune?”’ she repeated, in her strong,
clear voice of mockery.
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“No,” he said, suddenly turning. “Let it please you that—that I've
come back at all.”

He spoke desperately, and tailed off into silence. He was a man
doomed. She looked at him: he was insignificant in his doom. She
turned in ridicule. And yet she was afraid ; she loved him.

He had stood long enough exposed, in his helplessness. With dif-
ficulty he took a few steps, went and sat down at the writing-table. He
looked to her like a dog with its tail between its legs.

He saw the paper, where her name was repeatedly written. She must
find great satisfaction in her own name, he thought vaguely. Then he
picked up the seal and kept twisting it round in his fingers, doing some
little trick. And continually the seal fell on to the table with a sudden
rattle that made Marta stiffen cruelly. He was quite oblivious of her.

She stood watching as he sat bent forward in his stupefaction. The
fine cloth of his uniform showed the moulding of his back. And some-
thing tortured her as she saw him, till she could hardly bear it: the de-
sire of his finely-shaped body, the stupefaction and the abjectness of
him now, his immersion in the tragedy of himself, his being unaware
of her. All her will seemed to grip him, to bruise some manly nonchal-
ance and attention out of him.

“I suppose you're in a fury with me, for being late?” he said, with
impotent irony in his voice. Her fury over trifles, when he was lost in
calamity! How great was his real misery, how trivial her small offen-
dedness!

Something in his tone burned her, and made her soul go cold.

“I’'m not exactly pleased,” she said coldly, turning away to a win-
dow.

Still he sat bent over the table, twisting something with his fingers.
She glanced round on him. How nervy he was! He had beautiful
hands, and the big topaz signet-ring on his finger made yellow lights.
Ah, if only his hands were really dare-devil and reckless! They always
seemed so guilty, so cowardly.

“I’m done for now,” he said suddenly, as if to himself, tilting back
his chair a little. In all his physical movement he was so fine and
poised, so sensitive! Oh, and it attracted her so much!

“Why?” she said, carelessly.

An anger burned in him. She was so flippant. If he were going to be
shot, she would not be moved more than about half a pound of sweets.

“Why!” he repeated laconically. “The same unimpertant reason
as ever.”

“Debts?"" she cried, in contempt.
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“Exactly.”

Her soul burned in anger.

“What have you done now?—lost more money?”

“Three thousand marks.”

She was silent in deep wrath.

“More fool you!” she said. Then, in her anger, she was silent for
some minutes. “And so you’re done for, for three thousand marks?”
she exclaimed, jeering at him. “You go pretty cheap.”

“Three thousand—and the rest,” he said, keeping up a manly sang
froid.

“And the rest!” she repeated in contempt. “And for three thousand
—and the rest, your life is over!”

“My career,” he corrected her.

“Oh,” she mocked, “only your career! I thought it was a matter of
life and death. Only your career? Oh, only that!”

His eyes grew furious under her mockery.

“My career is my life,” he said.

“Oh, is it!—You're not a man then, you are only a career?”

“I am a gentleman.”

“Oh, are you! How amusing! How very amusing, to be a gentle-
man and not a man'!—I suppose that’s what it means, to be a gentle-
man, to have no guts outside your career?”

“Outside my honour—none.”

“And might I ask what i your honour?” She spoke in extreme
irony.

“Yes, you may ask,” he replied coolly. “But if you don’t know with-
out being told, I'm afraid I could never explain it.”

“Oh, you couldn’t! No, I believe you—you are incapable of ex-
plaining it, it wouldn’t bear explaining.” There was a long, tense pause.
“So you've made too many debts, and you're afraid they’ll kick you out
of the army, therefore your honour is gone, is it>—And what then—
what after that?”

She spoke in extreme irony. He winced again at her phrase “kick you
out of the army.” But he tilted his chair back with assumed nonchal-
ance.

“I’ve made too many debts, and I know they’ll kick me out of the
army,” he repeated, thrusting the thorn right home to the quick. “After
that—I can shoot myself. Or I might even be a waiter in a restaurant
—or possibly a clerk, with twenty-five shillings a week.”

“Really!—All those alternatives!—Well, why not, why not be a
waiter in the Germania? It might be awfully jolly.”
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“Why not?” he repeated ironically. ‘“Because it wouldn’t become
me.”

She looked at him, at his aristocratic fineness of physique, his extreme
physical sensitiveness. And all her German worship for his old, proud
family rose up in her. No, he could not be a waiter in the Germania:
she could not bear it. He was too refined and beautiful a thing.

“Ha!” she cried suddenly. “It wouldn’t come to that, either. If
they kick you out of the army, you’ll find somebody to get round—
you're like a cat, you'll land on your feet.”

But this was just what he was not. He was not like a cat. His self-
mistrust was too deep. Ultimately he had no belief in himself, as a
separate isolated being. He knew he was sufficiently clever, an aristo-
crat, good-looking, the sensitive superior of most men. The trouble was,
that apart from the social fabric he belonged to, he felt himself nothing,
a cipher. He bitterly envied the common working-men for a certain
manly aplomb, a grounded, almost stupid self-confidence he saw in
them. Himself—he could lead such men through the gates of hell—for
what did he care about danger or hurt to himself, whilst he was lead-
ing? But—cut him off from all this, and what was he? A palpitating
rag of meaningless human life.

But she, coming from the people, could not fully understand. And it
was best to leave her in the dark. The free indomitable self-sufficient
being which a man must be in his relation to a woman who loves him—
this he could pretend. But he knew he was not it. He knew that the
world of man from which he took his value was his mistress beyond any
woman. He wished, secretly, cravingly, amost cravenly, in his heart, it
was not so. But so it was.

Therefore, he heard her phrase “you’re like a cat,” with some bitter
envy.

“Whom shall I get round?—some woman, who will marry me?”
hesaid.

This was a way out. And it was almost the inevitable thing, for him.
But he felt it the last ruin of his manhood, even he.

The speech hurt her mortally, worse than death. She would rather he
died, because then her own love would not turn to ash.

“Get married, then, if you want to,” she said, in a small broken
voice.

“Naturally,” he said.

There was a long silence, a foretaste of barren hopelessness.

“Why is it so terrible to you,” she asked at length, *“to come out of the
army and trust to your own resources? Other men are strong enough.”
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“Other men are not me,” he said.

Why would she torture him? She seemed to enjoy torturing him.
The thought of his expulsion from the army was an agony to him,
really worse than death. He saw himself in the despicable civilian
clothes, engaged in some menial occupation. And he could not bear it.
It was too heavy a cross.

Who was she to talk? She was herself, an actress, daughter of a
tradesman. He was himself. How should one of them speak for the
other? It was impossible. He loved her. He loved her far better than
men usually loved their mistresses. He really cared—And he was
strangely proud of his love for her, as if it were a distinction to him ...
But there was a limit to her understanding. There was a point beyond
which she had nothing to do with him, and she had better leave him
alone. Here in this crisis, which was his crisis, his downfall, she should
not presume to talk, because she did not understand.—But she loved to
torture him, that was the truth.

“Why should it hurt you to work?” she reiterated.

He lifted his face, white and tortured, his grey eyes flaring with fear
and hate.

“Work!” he cried. “What do you think I am worth?>—Twenty-five
shillings a week, if I am lucky.”

His evident anguish penetrated her. She sat dumbfounded, looking
at him with wide eyes. He was white with misery and fear; his hand,
that lay loose on the table, was abandoned in nervous ignominy. Her
mind filled with wonder, and with deep, cold dread. Did he really care
so much? But did it really matter so much to him? When he said he
was worth twenty-five shillings a week, he was like a man whose soul is
pierced. He sat there, annihilated. She looked for him, and he was noth-
ing then. She looked for the man, the free being that loved her. And he
was not, he was gone, this blank figure remained. Something with a
blanched face sat there in the chair, staring at nothing.

His amazement deepened with intolerable dread. It was as if the
world had fallen away into chaos. Nothing remained. She seemed to
grasp the air for foothold.

He sat staring in front of him, a dull numbness settled on his brain.
He was watching the flame of the candle. And, in his detachment, he
realized the flame was a swiftly travelling flood, flowing swiftly from
the source of the wick through a white surge and on into the darkness
above. It was like a fountain suddenly foaming out, then running on
dark and smooth. Could one dam the flood? He took a piece of paper,
and cut off the flame for a second.
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The girl in red started at the pulse of the light. She seemed to come
to, from some trance. She saw his face, clear now, attentive, abstract,
absolved. He was quite absolved from his temporal self.

“It isn’t true,” she said, ““is it? It’s not so tragic, really?—It’s only
your pride is hurt, your silly little pride?”” She was rather pleading.

He looked at her with clear steady eyes.

“My pride!”’ he said. “And isn’t my pride me? What am I without
my pride?”

“You are yourself” she said. “If they take your uniform off you,
and turn-you naked into the street, you are still yourself.”

His eyes grew hot. Then he cried:

“What does it mean, myself! It means I put on ready-made civilian
clothes and do some dirty drudging elsewhere: that is what myself
amounts to.”

She knitted her brows.

“But what you are to me—that naked self which you are to me—
that is something, isn’t it>—everything,” she said.

“What is it, if it means nothing?” he said. “What 1is it, more than
a pound of chocolate dragées?—It stands for nothing—unless as you
say, a petty clerkship, at twenty-five shillings a week.”

These were all wounds to her, very deep. She looked in wonder for
a few moments.

“And what does it stand for now?” she said. “A magnificent second-
lieutenant!”

He made a gesture of dismissal with his hand.

She looked at him from under lowered brows.

“And our love!” she said. ‘It means nothing to you, nothing at
all?”

“To me as a menial clerk, what does it mean? What does love
mean! Does it mean that a man shall be no more than a dirty rag in the
world?>—What worth do you think I have in love, if in life I am a
wretched inky subordinate clerk?”

“What does it matter?”

“It matters everything.”

There wassilence for a time, then the anger flashed up in her.

“It doesn’t matter to you what I feel, whether I care or not,” she
cried, her voice rising. “They’ll take his little uniform with buttons off
him, and he’ll have to be a common little civilian, so all he can do is to
shoot himself!—It doesn’t matter that I'm there—"

He sat stubborn and silent. He thought her vulgar. And her raving
did not alter the situation in the least.
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“Don’t you see what value you put on me, you clever little man?”
she cried in fury. “I’ve loved you, loved you with all my soul, for two
years—and you’ve lied, and said you loved me. And now, what do I
get? He'll shoot himself, because his tuppenny vanity is wounded.—Abh,
fool—!"

He lifted his head and looked at her. His face was fixed and superior.

“All of which,” he said, “leaves the facts of the case quite un-
touched!”

She hated his cool little speeches.

“Then shoot yourself,” she cried, “and you’ll be worth less than
twenty-five shillings a week!”

There was a fatal silence.

“T hen there’ll be no question of worth,” he said.

“Ha!” she ejaculated in scorn.

She had finished. She had no more to say. At length, after they had
both sat motionless and silent, separate, for some time, she rose and
went across to her hat and cloak. He shrank in apprehension. Now, he
could not bear her to go. He shrank as if he were being whipped. She
put her hat on, roughly, then swung her warm plaid cloak over her
shoulders. Her hat was of black glossy silk, with a sheeny heap of cocks-
feathers, her plaid cloak was dark green and blue, it swung open above
her clear harsh-red dress. How beautiful she was, like a fiery Madonna!

“Good-bye,” she said, in her voice of mockery. “I’'m going now.”

He sat motionless, as if loaded with fetters. She hesitated, then moved
towards the door.

Suddenly, with a spring like a cat, he was confronting her, his back to
the door. His eyes were full and dilated, like a cat’s, his face seemed to
gleam at her. She quivered, as some subtle fluid ran through her nerves.

“Let me go,” she said dumbly. “I’ve had enough.” His eyes, with a
wide, dark electric pupil, like a cat’s, only watched her objectively. And
again a wave of female submissiveness went over her.

“I want to go,” she pleaded. “You know it’s no good.—You know
this is no good.”

She stood humbly before him. A flexible little grin quivered round
his mouth.

“You know you don’t want me,” she persisted. “You know you
don’t really want me.—You only do this to show your power over me—
which is a mean trick.”

But he did not answer, only his eyes narrowed in a sensual, cruel
smile. She shrank, afraid, and yet she was fascinated.

“You won’t go yet,” he said.
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She tried in vain to rouse her real opposition.

“I shall call out,” she threatened. “I shall shame you before
people.”

His eyes narrowed again in the smile of vindictive, mocking indiffer-
ence.

“Call then,” he said.

And at the sound of his still, cat-like voice, an intoxication ran over
her veins.

“T will,” she said, looking defiantly into his eyes. But the smile in the
dark, full, dilated pupils made her waver into submission again.

“Won’t you let me go?"” she pleaded sullenly.

Now the smile went openly over his face.

“Take your hat off,” he said.

And with quick, light fingers he reached up and drew out the pins of
her hat, unfastened the clasp of her cloak, and laid her things aside.

She sat down in a chair. Then she rose again, and went to the win-
dow. In the street below, the tiny figures were moving just the same.
She opened the window, and leaned out, and wept.

He looked round at her in irritation as she stood in her long, clear-red
dress in the window-recess, leaning out. She was exasperating.

“You will be cold,” he said.

She paid no heed. He guessed, by some tension in her attitude, that
she was crying. It irritated him exceedingly, like a madness. After a
few minutes of suspense, he went across to her, and took her by the arm.
His hand was subtle, soft in its touch, and yet rather cruel than gentle.

“Come away,” he said. “Don’t stand there in the air—come away.”

He drew her slowly away to the bed, she sat down, and he beside her.

“What are you crying for?” he said in his strange, penetrating
voice, that had a vibration of exultancy in it. But her tears only ran
faster.

He kissed her face, that was soft, and fresh, and yet warm, wet with
tears. He kissed her again, and again, in pleasure of the soft, wet salt-
ness of her. She turned aside and wiped her face with her handkerchief,
and blew her nose. He was disappointed—yet the way she blew her nose
pleased him.

Suddenly she slid away to the floor, and hid her face in the side of
the bed, weeping and crying loudly:

“You don’t love me—Oh, you don’t love me—I thought you did,
and you let me go on thinking it—but you don’t, no, you don’t, and I
can’t bear it.—Oh, I can’t bear it.”

He sat and listened to the strange, animal sound of her crying. His
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eyes flickered with exultancy, his body seemed full and surcharged with
power. But his brows were knitted in tension. He laid his hand softly on
her head, softly touched her face, which was buried against the bed.

She suddenly rubbed her face against the sheets, and looked up once
more.

“You've deceived me,” she said, as she sat beside him.

“Have I? Then I’ve deceived myself.” His body felt so charged
with male vigour, he was almost laughing in his strength.

“Yes,” she said enigmatically, fatally, She seemed absorbed in her
thoughts. Then her face quivered again.

“And I loved you so much,” she faltered, the tears rising. There was a
clangor of delight in his heart.

“I love you,” he said softly, softly touching her, softly kissing her, in
asort of subtle, restrained ecstasy.

She shook her head stubbornly. She tried to draw away. Then she
did break away, and turned to look at him, in fear and doubt. The
little, fascinating, fiendish lights were hovering in his eyes like laughter.

“Don’t hurt me so much,” she faltered, in a last protest.

A faint smile came on his face. He took her face between his hands
and covered it with soft, blinding kisses, like a soft, narcotic rain. He
felt himself such an unbreakable fountain-head of powerful blood. He
was trembling finely in all his limbs, with mastery.

When she lifted her face and opened her eyes, her face was wet, and
her greenish-golden eyes were shining, it was like sudden sunshine in
wet foliage. She smiled at him like a child of knowledge, through the
tears, and softly, infinitely softly he dried her tears with his mouth and
his soft young moustache.

“You’d never shoot yourself, because you're mine, aren’t you!"’ she
said, knowing the fine quivering of his body, in mastery.

“Yes,” he said.

“Quite mine?” she said, her voice rising in ecstasy.

“Yes.”

“Nobody else but mine—nothing at all—?”

“Nothing at all,”” he re-echoed.

“But me?” came her last words of ecstasy.

“Yes.”

And she seemed to be released free into the infinite of ecstasy.
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2

They slept in fulfilment through the long night. But then strange
dreams began to fill them both, strange dreams that were neither wak-
ing nor sleeping;—only, in curious weariness, through her dreams, she
heard at last a continual low rapping. She awoke with difficulty. The
rapping began again—she started violently. It was at the door—it
would be-the orderly rapping for Friedeburg. Everything seemed wild
and unearthly. She put her hand on the shoulder of the sleeping man,
and pulled him roughly, waited a moment, then pushed him, almost
violently, to awake him. He woke with a sense of resentment at her vio-
lent handling. Then he heard the knocking of the orderly. He gathered
his senses.

“Yes, Heinrich!” he said.

Strange, the sound of a voice! It seemed a far-off tearing sound.
Then came the muffled voice of the servant.

“Half-past four, Sir.”

“Right!” said Friedeburg, and automatically he got up and made a
light. She was suddenly as wide awake as if it were daylight. But it
was a strange, false day, like a delirium. She saw him put down the
match, she saw him moving about, rapidly dressing. And the movement
in the room was a trouble to her. He himself was vague and unreal, a
thing seen but not comprehended. She watched all the acts of his toilet,
saw all the motions, but never saw him. There was only a disturbance
about her, which fretted her, she was not aware of any presence. Her
mind, in its strange, hectic clarity, wanted to consider things in absolute
detachment. For instance, she wanted to consider the cactus plant. It
was a curious object with pure scarlet blossoms. Now, how did these
scarlet blossoms come to pass, upon that earthly-looking unliving
creature? Scarlet blossoms! How wonderful they were! What were
they, then, how could one lay hold on their being? Her mind turned to
him. Him, too, how could one lay hold on him, to have him? Where
was he, what was he? She seemed to grasp at the air.

He was dipping his face in the cold water—the slight shock was good
for him. He felt as if someone had stolen away his being in the night,
he was moving about a light, quick shell, with all his meaning absent.
His body was quick and active, but all his deep understanding, his
soul was gone. He tried to rub it back into his face. He was quite dim,
as if his spirit had left his body.



THE MORTAL COIL 77

“Come and kiss me,” sounded the voice from the bed. He went over
to her automatically. She put her arms round him, and looked into his
face with her clear brilliant, grey-green eyes, as if she too were looking
for his soul.

“How are you?” came her meaningless words.

“All right.”

“Kiss me.”

He bent down and kissed her.

And still her clear, rather frightening eyes seemed to be searching for
him inside himself. He was like a bird transfixed by her pellucid, grey-
green, wonderful eyes. She put her hands into his soft, thick, fine hair,
and gripped her hands full of his hair. He wondered with fear at her
sudden painful clutching.

“I shall be late,” he said.

“Yes,” she answered. And she let him go.

As he fastened his tunic he glanced out of the window. It was still
night: a night that must have lasted since eternity. There was a moon
in the sky. In the streets below the yellow street-lamps burned small at
intervals. This was the night of eternity.

There came a knock at the door, and the orderly’s voice.

“Coffee, Sir.”

“Leave it there.”

They heard the faint jingle of the tray as it was set down outside.

Friedeburg sat down to put on his boots. Then, with a man’s solid
tread, he went and took in the tray. He felt properly heavy and secure
now in his accoutrement. But he was always aware of her two wonder-
ful, clear, unfolded eyes, looking on his heart, out of her uncanny
silence.

There was a strong smell of coffee in the room.

“Have some coffee?”’ His eyes could not meet hers.

“No, thank you.”

“Just a drop?”

“No, thank you.”

Her voice sounded quite gay. She watched him dipping his bread in
the coffee and eating quickly, absently. He did not know what he was
doing, and yet the dipped bread and hot coffee gave him pleasure. He
gulped down the remainder of his drink, and rose to his feet.

“I must go,” he said.

There was a curious, poignant smile in her eyes. Her eyes drew him
to her. How beautiful she was, and dazzling, and frightening, with this
look of brilliant tenderness seeming to glitter from her face. She
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drew his head down to her bosom, and held it fast prisoner there, mur-
muring with tender, triumphant delight: “Dear! Dear!”

At last she let him lift his head, and he looked into her eyes, that
seemed to concentrate in a dancing, golden point of vision in which he
felt himself perish.

“Dear!” she murmured. *“You love me, don’t you?”

“Yes,” he said mechanically.

The golden point of vision seemed to leap to him from her eyes, de-
manding something. He sat slackly, as if spellbound. Her hand pushed
him a little.

“Mustn’t you go?” she said.

He rose. She watched him fastening the belt round his body, that
seemned soft under the fine clothes. He pulled on his greatcoat, and put
on his peaked cap. He was again a young officer.

But he had forgotten his watch. It lay on the table near the bed. She
watched him slinging it on his chain. He looked down at her. How
beautiful she was, with her luminous face and her fine, stray hair! But
he felt far away.

“Anything I can do for you?’’ he asked.

“No, thank you—T’ll sleep,” she replied, smiling. And the strange
golden spark danced on her eyes again, again he felt as if his heart were
gone, destroyed out of him. There was a fine pathos too in her vivid,
dangerous face.

He kissed her for the last time, saying:

“I’ll blow the candles out, then?”’

“Yes, my love—and I'll sleep.”

“Yes—sleep as long as you like.”

The golden spark of her eyes seemed to dance on him like a destruc-
tion, she was beautiful, and pathetic. He touched her tenderly with his
finger-tips, then suddenly blew out the candles, and walked across in
the faint moonlight to the door.

He was gone. She heard his boots click on the stone stairs—she heard
the far below tread of his feet on the pavemnent. Then he was gone. She
lay quite still, in a swoon of deathly peace. She never wanted to move
any more. It was finished. She lay quite still, utterly, utterly aban-
doned.

But again she was disturbed. There was a little tap at the door,
then Teresa’s voice saying, with a shuddering sound because of the
cold:

“Ugh!—I'm coming to you, Marta my dear. I can’t stand being left
alone.”



THE MORTAL COIL 79

“T’ll make a light,” said Marta, sitting up and reaching for the
candle. “Lock the door, will you, Resie, and then nobody can bother
us.”

She saw Teresa, loosely wrapped in her cloak, two thick ropes of hair
hanging untidily. Teresa looked voluptuously sleepy and easy, like a
cat running home to the warmth.

“Ugh!” she said, “it’s cold!”

And she ran to the stove. Marta heard the chink of the little shovel, a
stirring of coals, then a clink of the iron door. Then Teresa came run-
ning to the bed, with a shuddering little run, she puffed out the light
and slid in beside her friend.

“So cold!*’ she said, with a delicious shudder at the warmth. Marta
made place for her, and they settled down.

“Aren’t you glad you’re not them?” said Resie, with a little shudder
at the thought. “Ugh!—poor devils!”

“I am,” said Marta.

“Ah, sleep—sleep, how lovely!” said Teresa, with deep content.
“Ah, it’s so good!”

“Yes,” said Marta.

‘“Good morning, good night, my dear,” said Teresa, already sleepily.

“Good night,” responded Marta.

Her mind flickered a little. Then she sank unconsciously to sleep. The
room was silent.

Outside, the setting moon made peaked shadows of the high-roofed
houses; from twin towers that stood like two dark, companion giants in
the sky, the hour trembled out over the sleeping town. But the footsteps
of hastening officers and cowering soldiers rang on the frozen pave-
ments. Then a lantern appeared in the distance, accompanied by the
rattle of a bullock wagon. By the light of the lantern on the wagon-
pole could be seen the delicately moving feet and the pale, swinging
dewlaps of the oxen. They drew slowly on, with a rattle of heavy
wheels, the banded heads of the slow beasts swung rhythmically.

Ah, this was life! How sweet, sweet each tiny incident was! How
sweet to Friedeburg, to give his orders ringingly on the frosty air, to see
his men like bears shambling and shuffling into their places, with little
dancing movements of uncouth playfulness and resentment, because of
the pure cold.

Sweet, sweet it was to be marching beside his men, sweet to hear the
great thresh-thresh of their heavy boots in the unblemished silence,
sweet to feel the immense mass of living bodies co-ordinated into one-
ness near him, to catch the hot waft of their closeness, their breathing.
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Freideburg was like a man condemned to die, catching at every impres-
sion as at an inestimable treasure.

Sweet it was to pass through the gates of the town, the scanty, loose
suburb, into the open darkness and space of the country. This was
almost best of all. It was like emerging in the open plains of eternal
freedom.

They saw a dark figure hobbling along under the dark side of a shed.
As they passed, through the open door of the shed, in the golden light
were seen the low rafters, the pale, silken sides of the cows, evanescent.
And a woman with a red kerchief bound round her head lifted her face
from the flank of the beast she was milking, to look at the soldiers
threshing like multitudes of heavy ghosts down the darkness. Some of -
the men called to her, cheerfully, impudently. Ah, the miraculous
beauty and sweetness of the merest trifles like these!

They tramped on down a frozen, rutty road, under lines of bare trees.
Beautiful trees! Beautiful frozen ruts in the road! Ah, even, in one of
the ruts there was a silver of ice and of moon-glimpse. He heard ice
tinkle as a passing soldier purposely put his toe in it. What a sweet
noise!

But there was a vague uneasiness. He heard the men arguing as to
whether dawn were coming. There was the silver moon, still riding
on the high seas of the sky. A lovely thing she was, a jewel! But was
there any blemish of day? He shrank a little from the rawness of the
day to come. This night of morning was so rare and free.

Yes, he was sure. He saw a colourless paleness on the horizon. The
earth began to look hard, like a great, concrete shadow. He shrank into
himself. Glancing at the ranks of his men, he could see them like a com-
pany of rhythmic ghosts. The pallor was actually reflected on their
livid faces. This was the coming day! It frightened him.

The dawn came. He saw the rosiness of it hang trembling with light,
above the east. Then a strange glamour of scarlet passed over the land.
At his feet, glints of ice flashed scarlet, even the hands of the men were
red as they swung, sinister, heavy, reddened.

The sun surged up, her rim appeared, swimming with fire, hesitat-
ing, surging up. Suddenly there were shadows from trees and ruts, and
grass was hoar and ice was gold against the ebony shadow. The faces
of the men were alight, kindled with life. Ah, it was magical, it was all
too marvellous! If only it were always like this!

When they stopped at the inn for breakfast, at nine o’clock, the smell
of the inn went raw and ugly to his heart: beer and yesterday’s
tobacco!
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He went to the door to look at the men biting huge bites from their
hunks of grey bread, or cutting off pieces with their clasp-knives. This
made him still happy. Women were going to the fountain for water, the
soldiers were chaffing them coarsely. He liked all this.

But the magic was going, inevitably, the crystal delight was thawing
to desolation in his heart, his heart was cold, cold mud. Ah, it was
awful. His face contracted, he almost wept with cold, stark despair.

Still he had the work, the day’s hard activity with the men. Whilst
this lasted, he could live. But when this was over, and he had to face the
horror of his own cold-thawing mud of despair: ah, it was not to be
thought of. Still, he was happy at work with the men: the wild desolate
place, the hard activity of mock warfare. Would to God it were real:
war, with the prize of death!

By afternoon the sky had gone one dead, livid level of grey. It
seemed low down, and oppressive. He was tired, the men were tired,
and this let the heavy cold soak in to them like despair. Life could not
keep it out.

And now, when his heart was so heavy it could sink no more, he
must glance at his own situation again. He must remember what a fool
he was, his new debts like half thawed mud in his heart. He knew, with
the cold misery of hopelessness, that he would be turned out of the
army. What then?—what then but death? After all, death was the solu-
tion for him. Let it be so.

They marched on and on, stumbling with fatigue under a great
leaden sky, over a frozen dead country. The men were silent with weari-
ness, the heavy motion of their marching was like an oppression. Friede-
burg was tired too, and deadened, as his face was deadened by the cold
air. He did not think any more; the misery of his soul was like a frost
inside him.

He heard someone say it was going to snow. But the words had no
meaning for him. He marched as a clock ticks, with the same mono-
tony, everything numb and cold-soddened.

They were drawing near to the town. In the gloom of the afternoon
he felt it ahead, as unbearable oppression on him. Ah the hideous
suburb! What was his life, how did it come to pass that life was lived
in a formless, hideous grey structure of hell! What did it all mean?
Pale, sulphur-yellow lights spotted the livid air, and people, like sod-
dened shadows, passed in front of the shops that were lit up ghastly in
the early twilight. Out of the colourless space, crumbs of snow came
and bounced animatedly off the breast of his coat.

At length he turned away home, to his room, to change and get warm
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and renewed, for he felt as cold-soddened as the grey, cold, heavy bread
which felt hostile in the mouths of the soldiers. His life was to him like
this dead, cold bread in his mouth.

As he neared his own house, the snow was peppering thinly down. He
became aware of some unusual stir about the house-door. He looked—
a strange, closed-in wagon, people, police. The sword of Damocles that
had hung over his heart, fell. O God, a new shame, some new shame,
some new torture! His body moved on. So it would move on through
misery upon misery, as is our fate. There was no emergence, only this
progress through misery unto misery, till the end. Strange, that human
life was so tenacious! Strange, that men had made of life a long, slow
process of torture to the soul. Strange, that it was no other than this!
Strange, that but for man, this misery would not exist. For it was not
God’s misery, but the misery of the world of man.

He saw two officials push something white and heavy into the cart,
shut the doors behind with a bang, turn the silver handle, and run
round to the front of the wagon. It moved off. But still most of the
people lingered. Friedeburg drifted near in that inevitable motion
which carries us through all our shame and torture. He knew the people
talked about him. He went up the steps and into the square hall.

There stood a police-officer, with a note-book in his hand, talking to
Herr Kapell, the housemaster. As Friedeburg entered through the swing
door, the housemaster, whose brow was wrinkled in anxiety and pertur-
bation, made a gesture with his hand, as if to point out a criminal.

“Ah!—the Herr Baron von Friedeburg!® he said, in self-exculpa-
tion.

The police-officer turned, saluted politely, and said, with the
polite, intolerable suffisance of officialdom:

“Good evening! Trouble here!”’

“Yes?” said Friedeburg.

He was so frightened, his sensitive constitution was so lacerated, that
something broke in him, he was a subservient, murmuring ruin.

“Two young ladies found dead in your room,” said the police-
official, making an official statement. But under this cold impartiality
of officialdom, what obscene unction! Ah, what obscene exposures
now!

“Dead!” ejaculated Friedeburg, with the wide eyes of a child. He
became quite child-like, the official had him completely in his power.
He could torture him as much as he liked.

“Yes.” He referred to his note-book. “Asphyxiated by fumes from
the stove.”
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Friedeburg could only stand wide-eyed and meaningless.

‘“Please—will you go upstairs?”’

The police-official marshalled Friedeburg in front of himself. The
youth slowly mounted the stairs, feeling as if transfixed through the
base of the spine, as if he would lose the use of his legs. The official fol-
lowed close on his heels.

They reached the bedroom. The policeman unlocked the door. The
housekeeper followed with a lamp. Then the official examination
began.

“A young lady slept here last night?”’

“Yes.”

“Name, please?”

““Marta Hohenest.”

‘“H-o-h-e-n-e-s-t,” spelled the official. *“—And address?”’

Friedeburg continued to answer. This was the end of him. The quick
of him was pierced and killed. The living dead answered the living dead
in obscene antiphony. Question and answer continued, the note-book
worked as the hand of the old dead wrote in it the replies of the young
who was dead.

The room was unchanged from the night before. There was her heap
of clothing, the lustrous, pure-red dress lying soft where she had care-
lessly dropped it. Even, on the edge of the chair-back, her crimson silk
garters hung looped.

But do not look, do not see. It is the business of the dead to bury
their dead. Let the young dead bury their own dead, as the old dead
have buried theirs. How can the dead remember, they being dead?
Only the living can remember, and are at peace with their living who
have passed away.



Delilah and Mr. Bircumshaw

“He looked,” said Mrs. Bircumshaw to Mrs. Gillatt, “he looked like
a positive saint: one of the noble sort, you know, that will suffer with
head up and with dreamy eyes. I nearly died of laughing.”

She spoke of Mr. Bircumshaw, who darted a look at his wife’s friend.
Mrs. Gillatt broke into an almost derisive laugh. Bircumshaw shut tight
his mouth, and set his large, square jaw. Frowning, he lowered his face
out of sight.

Mrs. Bircumshaw seemed to glitter in the twilight. She was like a
little, uncanny machine, working unheard and unknown, but occasion-
ally snapping a spark. A small woman, very quiet in her manner, it was
surprising that people should so often say of her, “She’s very viva-
cious.” It was her eyes: they were brown, very wide-open, very swift
and ironic. As a rule she said little. This evening, her words and her
looks were quick and brilliant. She had been married four years.

“I was thankful, I can tell you, that you didn’t go,” she continued
to Mrs. Gillatt. “For a church pageant, it was the most astonishing
show. People blossomed out so differently. I never knew what a fine
apostle was lost in Harry. When I saw him, I thought I should scream.”

“You looked sober enough every time I noticed you,” blurted Harry,
in deep bass.

“You were much too rapt to notice me,” his wife laughed gaily.
Nevertheless, her small head was lifted and alert, like a fighting bird’s.
Mrs. Gillatt fell instinctively into rank with her, unconscious of the
thrill of battle that moved her.

Mr. Bircumshaw, bowing forward, rested his arms on his knees, and
whistled silently as he contemnplated his feet. Also, he listened acutely
to the women. He was a large-limbed, clean, powerful man, and a bank
clerk. Son ot a country clergyman, he had a good deal of vague, sen-
suous, religious feeling, but he lacked a Faith. He would have been a
fine man to support a cause, but he had no cause. Even had he been
forced to work hard and unremittingly, he would have remained
healthy in spirit. As it was, he was a bank clerk, with a quantity of un-
spent energy turning sour in his veins, and a fair amount of barren
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leisure torturing his soul. He was degenerating: and now his wife
turned upon him.

She had been a schoolteacher. He had had the money and the posi-
tion. He was inclined to bully her, when he was not suited: which was
fairly often.

“Harry was one of the ‘Three Wise Men.” You should have seen
him, Mrs. Gillatt. With his face coming out of that white forehead
band, and the cloth that hung over his ears, he looked a picture.
Imagine him—!"’

Mrs. Gillatt looked at Bircumshaw, imagining him. Then she threw
up her hands and laughed aloud. It was ludicrous to think of Bircum-
shaw, a hulking, frequently churlish man, as one of the Magi. Mrs. Gil-
latt was a rather beautiful woman of forty, almost too full in blossom.
Better off than the Bircumshaws, she assumed the manner of patron
and protector.

“Oh,” she cried, “I can see him—I can see him looking great and
grand—Abraham! Oh, he’s got that grand cut of face, and plenty of
size.”

She laughed rather derisively. She was a man’s woman, by instinct
serving flattery with mockery.

“That’s it!” cried the little wife, deferentially. “Abraham setting
out to sacrifice. He marched—his march was splendid.”

The two women laughed together. Mrs. Gillatt drew herself up
superbly, laughing, then coming to rest.

“And usually, you know,” the wife broke off, “there’s a good deal of
the whipped schoolboy about his walk.”

“There is, Harry,” laughed Mrs. Gillatt, shaking her white and
jewelled hand at him. “You just remember that for the next time, my
lad.” She was his senior by some eight years. He grinned sickly.

“But now,” Mrs. Bircumshaw continued, ‘“he marched like a young
Magi. You could see a look of the Star in his eyes.”

“Oh,” cried Mrs. Gillatt. “ Oh! the look of the Star—!”’

“Oftener the look of the Great Bear, isn’t it?”’ queried Mrs. Bircum-
shaw.

“That is quite true, Harry,” said the elder woman, laughing.

Bircumshaw cracked his strong fingers, brutally.

“Well, he came on,” continued the wife, “with the light of the Star
in his eyes, his mouth fairly sweet with Christian resignation—"

“Oh!” cried Mrs. Gillatt, “oh—and he beats the baby. Christian
resignation!” She laughed aloud. “Let me hear of you beating that
child again, Harry Bircumshaw, and I’ll Christian-resignation you—"
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Suddenly she remembered that this might implicate her friend. ‘I
came in yesterday,” she explained, ‘“‘at dinner. ‘What’s the matter,
baby?’ I said, ‘what are you crying for?’ ‘Dadda beat baby—naughty
baby.’ It was a good thing you had gone back to business, my lad, I can
tell you. ...”

Mrs. Bircumshaw glanced swiftly at her husband. He had ducked his
head and was breaking his knuckles tensely. She turned her head with
a quick, thrilled movement, more than ever like a fighting bird.

“And you know his nose,” she said, blithely resuming her narrative,
as if it were some bit of gossip. “You know it usually looks a sort of
‘Mind your own business or you’ll get a hit in the jaw’ nose?”

“Yes,” cried Mrs. Gillatt, “it does—"’ and she seemed unable to con-
tain her laughter. Then she dropped her fine head, pretending to be an
angry buffalo glaring under bent brows, seeking whom he shall de-
vour, in imitation of Harry’s nose.

Mrs. Bircumshaw bubbled with laughter.

“Ah!” said Mrs. Gillatt, and she winked at her friend as she
sweetened Harry’s pill, “I know him—-I know him.” Then: “And what
did his nose look like? "’ she asked of the wife.

“Like Sir Galahad on horseback,” said Ethel Bircumshaw, spending
her last shot.

Mrs. Gillatt drew her hand down her own nose, which was straight,
with thin, flexible nostrils.

““How does it feel, Harry,” she asked, ‘“‘to stroke Galahad on horse-
back?”

“I don’t know, I'm sure,” he said icily.

“Then stroke it, man, and tell me,” cried the elder woman: with
which her last shot was sped. There was a moment of painful silence.

“And the way the others acted—it was screamingly funny,” the wife
started. Then the two women, with one accord, began to make mock of
the other actors in the pageant, pecple they knew, ridiculing them,
however, only for blemishes that Harry had not, pulling the others to
pieces in places where Harry was solid, thus leaving their man erect like
a hero among the litter of his acquaintances.

This did not mollify him: it only persuaded him he was a fine figure,
not to be carped at.

Suddenly, before the women had gone far, Bircumshaw jumped up.
Mrs. Gillatt started. She got a glimpse of his strict form, in its blue
serge, passing before her, then the door banged behind him.

Mrs. Gillatt was really astonished. She had helped in clipping this
ignoble Samson, all unawares, from instinct. She had no idea of what
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she had been doing. She sat erect and superb, the picture of astonish-
ment that is merging towards contempt.

“Is it someone at the door?” she asked, listening.

Mrs. Bircumshaw, with alert, listening eyes, shook her head quickly,
with a meaning look of contempt.

“Is he mad?” whispered the elder woman. Her friend nodded. Then
Mrs. Gillatt’s eyes dilated, and her face hardened with scorn. Mrs. Bir-
cumshaw had not ceased to listen. She bent forward.

“Praise him,” she whispered, making a quick gesture that they
should play a bit of fiction. They rose with zest to the game. “Praise
him,” whispered the wife. Then she herself began. Every woman is a
first-rate actress in private. She leaned forward, and in a slightly
lowered yet very distinct voice, screened as if for privacy, yet penetrat-
ing clearly to the ears of her husband—he had lingered in the hall, she
could hear—she said:

“You know Harry really acted splendidly.”

“I know,” said Mrs. Gillatt eagerly. “I know. I know he’s a really
good actor.”

‘“He is. The others did look paltry beside him, I have to confess.”

Harry’s pride was soothed, but his wrath was not appeased.

“Yes,” he heard the screened voice of his wife say. “But for all that,
I don'’t care to see him on the stage. It’s not manly, somehow. It seems
unworthy of a man with any character, somehow. Of course it’s all
right for strangers—but for anyone you care for—anyone very near to
you—"

Mrs. Gillatt chuckled to herself: this was a thing well done. The two
women, however, had not praised very long—and the wife’s praise was
sincere by the time she had finished her first sentence—before they were
startled by a loud “Thud!” on the floor above their heads. Both star-
ted. It was dark, nearly nine o’clock. They listened in silence. Then
came another “ Thud!”

Mrs. Bircumshaw gave a little spurt of bitter-contemptuous laugh-
ter.

‘“He’s not—?"’ began Mrs. Gillatt.

‘“He’s gone to bed, and announces the fact by dropping his boots as
he takes them off,” said the young wife bitterly.

Mrs. Gillatt was wide-eyed with amazement. “You don’t mean it!”
she exclaimed.

Childless, married to an uxorious man whom she loved, this state
of affairs was monstrous to her. Neither of the women spoke for a
while. It was dark in the room. Then Mrs. Gillatt began, sotto voce:
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“Well, I could never have believed it, no, not if you'd told me for-
ever. He’s always so fussy—"

So she went on. Mrs. Bircumshaw let her continue. A restrained
woman herself, the other’s outburst relieved her own tension. When she
had sufficiently overcome her own emotion, and when she knew her
husband to be in bed, she rose.

“Come into the kitchen, we can talk there,” she said. There was a
new hardness in her voice. She had not “talked” before to anyone, had
never mentioned her husband in blame.

The kitchen was bare, with drab walls glistening to the naked gas-jet.
The tiled floor was uncovered, cold and damp. Everything was clean,
stark, and cheerless. The large stove, littered with old paper, was black,
black-cold. There was a baby’s high chair in one corner, and a teddy-
bear, and a tin pigeon. Mrs. Bircumshaw threw a cloth on the table
that was pushed up under the drab-blinded window, against the
great, black stove, which radiated coldness since it could not radiate
warmth.

“Will you stay to supper?” asked Mrs. Bircumshaw.

“What have you got?” was the frank reply.

“I’m afraid there’s only bread and cheese.”

“No thanks then. I don’t eat bread and cheese for supper, Ethel,
and you ought not.”

They talked—or rather Mrs. Gillatt held forth for a few minutes, on
suppers. Then there was a silence.

“I never knew such a thing in my life,” began Mrs. Gillatt, rather
awkwardly, as a tentative: she wanted her friend to unbosom. *“Is he
often like it?"’ she persisted.

“Oh yes.”

“Well, I can see now,” Mrs. Gillatt declared, “I can understand
now. Often have I come in and seen you with your eyes all red: but
you’ve not said anything, so I haven’t liked to. But I know now. Just
fancy—the brute!—and will he be all right when you go to bed?”

“Ohno.”

“Will he keep it up tomorrow?”’ Mrs. Gillatt's tone expressed noth-
ing short of amazed horror.

“Oh vyes, and very likely for two or three days.”

“Oh the brute! the brute!! Well, this has opened my eyes. I've been
watching a few of these men lately, and I tell you—. You’ll not sleep
with him tonight, shall you?”

“It would only make it worse.”

‘““Worse or not worse, I wouldn’t. You've got another bed aired—you
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had visitors till yesterday—there’s the bed—take baby and sleep
there.”

“It would only make it worse,’
Mrs. Gillatt was silent a moment.

“Well—you're better to him than I should be, I can tell you,” she
said. “Ah, the brute, to think he should always be so fair and fussy to
my face, and I think him so nice. But let him touch that child again—!
Haven't I seen her with her little arms red? ‘Gentlemanly’—so fond of
quoting his ‘gentlemanly’! Eh, but this has opened my eyes, Ethel.
Only let him touch that child again, to my knowledge. I only wish he
would.”

Mrs. Bircumshaw listened to this threat in silence. Yet she did wish
she could see the mean bully in her husband matched by this spoiled,
arrogant, generous woman.

“But tell him, Ethel,” said Mrs. Gillatt, bending from her handsome
height, and speaking in considerate tones, ‘“tell him that I saw nothing
—nothing. Tell him I thought he had suddenly been called to the door:
tell him that—and that I thought he’d gone down the ‘Drive’ with a
caller—-say that—you can do it, it’s perfectly true—I did think so. So
tell him—the brute!”

Mrs. Bircumshaw listened patiently, occasionally smiling to herself.
She would tell her husband nothing, would never mention the affair to
him. Moreover, she intended her husband to think he had made a fool
of himself before this handsome woman whom he admired so much.

Bircumshaw heard his wife’s friend take her leave. He had been in
torment while the two women were together in the far-off kitchen. Now
the brute in him felt more sure, more triumphant. He was afraid of
two women: he could cow one. He felt he had something to punish:
that he had his own dignity and authority to assert: and he was going
to punish, was going to assert.

“I should think,” said Mrs. Gillatt in departing, *“that you won’t
take him any supper.”

Mrs. Bircumshaw felt a sudden blaze of anger against him. But she
laughed deprecatingly.

“You are a silly thing if you do,” cried the other. “My word, I'd
starve him if I had him.”

“But you see you haven’t got him,” said the wife quietly.

“No, I'm thankful to say. But if I had—the brute!”

He heard her go, and was relieved. Now he could lie in bed and sulk
to his heart’s content, and inflict penalties of ill-humour on his insolent
wife. He was such a lusty, emotional man—and he had nothing to do.

said Mrs. Bircumshaw, weariedly.
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What was his work to him? Scarcely more than nothing. And what was
to fill the rest of his life—nothing. He wanted something to do, and he
thought he wanted more done for him. So he got into this irritable, sore
state of moral debility. A man cannot respect himself unless he does
something. But he can do without his own positive self-respect, so long
as his wife respects him. But when the man who has no foothold for
self-esteem sees his wife and his wife’s friend despise him, it is hell: he
fights for very life. So Bircumshaw lay in bed in this state of ignoble
misery. His wife had striven for a long time to pretend he was still her
hero: but he had tried her patience too far. Now he was confounding
heroism, mastery, with brute tyranny. He would be a tyrant, if not a
hero.

She, downstairs, occasionally smiled to herself. This time she had
given him his dues. Though her heart was pained and anxious, still she
smiled: she had clipped a large lock from her Samson. Her smile rose
from the deep of her woman’s nature.

After having eaten a very little supper, she worked about the house
till ten o’clock. Her face had regained that close impassivity which
many women wear when alone. Still impassive, at the end of her little
tasks she fetched the dinner joint and made him four sandwiches, care-
fully seasoned and trimmed. Pouring him a glass of milk, she went up-
stairs with the tray, which looked fresh and tempting.

He had been listening acutely to her last movements. As she entered,
however, he lay well under the bedclothes, breathing steadily, pretend-
ing to sleep. She came in quite calmly.

“Here is your supper,” she said, in a quiet, indifferent tone, ignor-
ing the fact that he was supposed to be asleep. Another lock fell from
his strength. He felt virtue depart from him, felt weak and watery in
spirit, anc he hated her. He made no reply, but kept up his pretence of
sleep.

She bent over the cot of the sleeping baby, a bonny child of three.
The little one was flushed in her sleep. Her fist was clenched in a tangle
of hair over her small round ear, whilst even in sleep she pouted in her
wilful, imperious way. With very gentle fingers the mother loosened
the bright hair and put it back from the full, small brow, that reminded
one of the brow of a little Virgin by Memling. The father felt that he
was left out, ignored. He would have wished to whisper a word to his
wife, and so bring himself into the trinity, had he not been so wroth. He
retired further into his manly bulk, felt weaker and more miserably in-
significant, at the same time more enraged.

Mrs. Bircumshaw slipped into bed quietly, settling to rest at once, as



DELILAH AND MR. BIRCUMSHAW g1

far as possible from the broad form of her husband. Both lay quite still,
although, as each knew, neither slept. The man felt he wanted to move,
but his will was so weak and shrinking, he could not rouse his muscles.
He lay tense, paralyzed with self-conscious shrinking, yet bursting to
move. She nestled herself down quite at ease. She did not care, this
evening, how he felt or thought: for once she let herself rest in indiffer-
ence.

Towards one o’clock in the morning, just as she was drifting into
sleep, her eyes flew open. She did not start or stir; she was merely wide
awake. A match had been struck.

Her husband was sitting up in bed, leaning forward to the plate on
the chair. Very carefully, she turned her head just enough to see him.
His big back bulked above her. He was leaning forward to the chair. The
candle, which he had set on the floor, so that its light should not pene-
trate the sleep of his wife, threw strange shadows on the ceiling, and
lighted his throat and underneath his strong chin. Through the arch of
his arm, she could see his jaw and his throat working. For some strange
reason, he felt that he could not eat in the dark. Occasionally she could
see his cheek bulged with food. He ate rapidly, almost voraciously,
leaning over the edge of the bed and taking care of the crumbs. She
noticed the weight of his shoulder muscles at rest upon the arm on
which he leaned.

“The strange animal!”’ she said to herself, and she laughed, laughed
heartily within herself.

“Are they nice?” she longed to say, slyly.

“Are they nice?"’—she must say it—‘‘are they nice?"’ The tempta-
tion was almost too great. But she was afraid of this lusty animal
startled at his feeding. She dared not twit him.

He took the milk, leaned back, almost arching backwards over her as
he drank. She shrank with a little fear, a little repulsion, which was
nevertheless half pleasurable. Cowering under his shadow, she shrugged
with contempt, yet her eyes widened with a small, excited smile. This
vanished, and a real scorn hardened her lips: when he was sulky his
blood was cold as water, nothing could rouse it to passion; he resisted
caresses as if he had thin acid in his veins. ““Mean in the blood,” she
said to herself.

He finished the food and milk, licked his lips, nipped out the candle,
then stealthily lay down. He seemed to sink right into a grateful sleep.

“Nothing on earth is so vital to him as a meal,” she thought.

She lay a long time thinking, before she fell asleep.



Prologue to Women in Love

The acquaintance between the two men was slight and insignificant.
Yet there was a subtle bond that connected them.

They had met four years ago, brought together by a common friend,
Hosken, a naval man. The three, Rupert Birkin, William Hosken, and
Gerald Crich had then spent a week in the Tyrol together, mountain-
climbing.

Birkin and Gerald Crich felt take place between them, the moment
they saw each other, that sudden connection which sometimes springs
up between men who are very different in temper. There had been a
subterranean kindling in each man. Each looked towards the other, and
knew the trembling nearness.

Yet they had maintained complete reserve, their relations had been,
to all knowledge, entirely casual and trivial. Because of the inward
kindled connection, they were even more distant and slight than men
usually are, one towards the other.

There was, however, a certain tenderness in their politeness, an
almost uncomfortable understanding lurked under their formal, reserved
behaviour. They were vividly aware of each other’s presence, and each
was just as vividly aware of himself, in presence of the other.

The week of mountain-climbing passed like an intense brief lifetime.
The three men were very close together, and lifted into an abstract iso-
lation, among the upper rocks and the snow. The world that lay below,
the whole field of human activity, was sunk and subordinated, they had
trespassed into the upper silence and loneliness. The three of them had
reached another state of being, they were enkindled in the upper sil-
ences into a rare, unspoken intimacy, an intimacy that took no expres-
sion, but which was between them like a transfiguration. As if thrown
into the strange fire of abstraction, up in the mountains, they knew and
were known to each other. It was another world, another life, trans-
figured, and yet most vividly corporeal, the senses all raised till each
felt his own body, and the presence of his companions, like an essential
flame, they radiated to one enkindled, transcendent fire, in the upper
world.

Then had come the sudden falling down to earth, the sudden ex-
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tinction. At Innsbruck they had parted, Birkin to go to Munich, Gerald
Crich and Hosken to take the train for Paris and London. On the
station they shook hands, and went asunder, having spoken no word
and given no sign of the transcendent intimacy which had roused them
beyond the everyday life. They shook hands and took leave casually, as
mere acquaintances going their separate ways. Yet there remained
always, for Birkin and for Gerald Crich, the absolute recognition that
had passed between them then, the knowledge that was in their eyes
as they met at the moment of parting. They knew they loved each
other, that each would die for the other.

Yet all this knowledge was kept submerged in the soul of the two
men. Outwardly they would have none of it. Outwardly they only
stiffened themselves away from it. They took leave from each other
even more coldly and casually than is usual.

And for a year they had seen nothing of each other, neither had they
exchanged any word. They passed away from each other, and, super-
ficially, forgot.

But when they met again, in a country house in Derbyshire, the en-
kindled sensitiveness sprang up again like a strange, embarrassing fire.
They scarcely knew each other, yet here was this strange, unacknow-
ledged, inflammable intimacy between them. It made them uneasy.

Rupert Birkin, however, strongly centred in himself, never gave way
in his soul, to anyone. He remained in the last issue detached, self-
responsible, having no communion with any other soul. Therefore
Gerald Crich remained intact in his own form.

The two men were very different. Gerald Crich was the fair, keen-
eyed Englishman of medium stature, hard in his muscles and full of
energy as a machire. He was a hunter, a traveller, a soldier, always
active, always moving vigorously, and giving orders to some subordinate.

Birkin on the other hand was quiet and unobtrusive. In stature he
was long and very thin, and yet not bony, close-knit, flexible, and full
of repose, like a steel wire. His energy was not evident, he seemed
almost weak, passive, insignificant. He was delicate in health. His face
was pale and rather ugly, his hair dun-coloured, his eyes were of a yel-
lowish-grey, full of life and warmth. They were the only noticeable
thing about him, to the ordinary observer, being very warm and sudden
and attractive, alive like fires. But this chief attraction of Birkin’s was
a false one. Those that knew him best knew that his lovable eyes were,
in the last issue, estranged and unsoftening like the eyes of a wolf. In
the last issue he was callous, and without feeling, confident, just as
Gerald Crich in the last issue was wavering and lost.
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The two men were staying in the house of Sir Charles Roddice,
Gerald Crich as friend of the host, Rupert Birkin as friend of his host’s
daughter, Hermione* Roddice. Sir Charles would have been glad for
Gerald Crich to marry the daughter of the house, because this young
man was a well-set young Englishman of strong conservative tempera-
ment, and heir to considerable wealth. But Gerald Crich did not care
for Hermione Roddice, and Hermione Roddice disliked Gerald Crich.

She was a rather beautiful woman of twenty-five, fair, tall, slender,
graceful, and of some learning. She had known Rupert Birkin in Ox-
ford. He was a year her senior. He was a fellow of Magdalen College,
and had been, at twenty-one, one of the young lights of the place, a
coming somebody. His essays on Education were brilliant, and he be-
came an inspector of schools.

Hermione Roddice loved him. When she had listened to his passion-
ate declamations, in his rooms in the Blackhorse Road, and when she
had heard the respect with which he was spoken of, five years ago, she
being a girl of twenty, reading political economy, and he a youth of
twenty-one, holding forth against Nietzsche, then she devoted herself to
his name and fame. She added herself to his mental and spiritual flame.

Sir Charles thought they would marry. He considered that Birkin,
hanging on year after year, was spoiling all his daughter’s chances, and
without pledging himself in the least. It irked the soldierly knight con-
siderably. But he was somewhat afraid of the quiet, always-civil Birkin.
And Hermione, when Sir Charles mentioned that he thought of speak-
ing to the young man, in order to know his intentions, fell into such a
white and overweening, contemptuous passion, that her father was non-
plussed and reduced to irritated silence.

“How vulgar you are!” cried the young woman. “You are not to
dare to say a word to him. It is a friendship, and it is not to be broken-in
upon in this fashion. Why should you want to rush me into marriage?
I am more than happy as I am.”

Her liquid grey eyes swamn dark with fury and pain and resentment,
her beautiful face was convulsed. She seemed like a prophetess violated.
Her father withdrew, cold and huffed.

So the relationship between the young woman and Birkin continued.
He was an inspector of schools, she studied Education. He wrote also
harsh, jarring poetry, very real and painful, under which she suffered;
and sometimes, shallower, gentle lyrics, which she treasured as drops of
manna. Like a priestess she kept his records and his oracles, he was like
a god who would be nothing if his worship were neglected.

* Lawrence substituted the name Hermione in place of the name Ethel.
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Hermione could not understand the affection between the two men.
They would sit together in the hall, at evening, and talk without any
depth. What did Rupert find to take him up, in Gerald Crich’s conver-
sation? She, Hermione, was only rather bored, and puzzled. Yet the two
men seemed happy, holding their commonplace discussion. Hermione
was impatient. She knew that Birkin was, as usual, belittling his own
mind and talent, for the sake of something that she felt unworthy. Some
common correspondence which she knew demeaned and belied him.
Why would he always come down so eagerly to the level of common
people, why was he always so anxious to vulgarize and betray himself?
She bit her lip in torment. It was as if he were anxious to deny all that
was fine and rare in himself.

Birkin knew what she was feeling and thinking. Yet he continued
almost spitefully against her. He did want to betray the heights and
depths of nearly religious intercourse which he had with her. He, the
God, turned round upon his priestess, and became the common vulgar
man who turned her to scorn. He performed some strange metamor-
phosis of soul, and from being a pure, incandescent spirit burning
intense with the presence of God, he became a lustful, shallow, insigni-
ficant fellow running in all the common ruts. Even there was some
vindictiveness in him now, something jeering and spiteful and low, un-
endurable. It drove her mad. She had given him all her trembling,
naked soul, and now he turned mongrel, and triumphed in his own
degeneration. It was his deep desire, to be common, vulgar, a little
gross. She could not bear the look of almost sordid jeering with which
he turned on her, when she reached out her hand, imploring. It was as
if some rat bit her, she felt she was going insane. And he jeered at her,
at the spiritual woman who waited at the tomb, in her sandals and
her mourning robes. He jeered at her horribly, knowing her secrets.
And she was insane, she knew she was going mad.

But he plunged on triumphant into intimacy with Gerald Crich, ex-
cluding the woman, tormenting her. He knew how to pitch himself into
tune with another person. He could adjust his mind, his consciousness,
almost perfectly to that of Gerald Crich, lighting up the edge of the
other man’s limitation with a glimmering light that was the essence of
exquisite adventure and liberation to the confined intelligence. The two
men talked together for hours, Birkin watching the hard limbs and the
rather stiff face of the traveller in unknown countries, Gerald Crich
catching the pale, luminous face opposite him, lit up over the edge of
the unknown regions of the soul, trembling into new being, quivering
with new intelligence.
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To Hermione, it was insupportable degradation that Rupert Birkin
should maintain this correspondence, prostituting his mind and his
understanding to the coarser stupidity of the other man. She felt con-
fusion gathering upon her, she was unanchored on the edge of madness.
Why did he do it? Why was he, whom she knew as her leader, star-
like and pure, why was he the lowest betrayer and the ugliest of blas-
phemers? She held her temples, feeling herself reel towards the bottom-
less pit.

For Birkin did get a greater satisfaction, at least for the time being,
from his intercourse with the other man, than from his spiritual relation
with her. It satisfied him to have to do with Gerald Crich, it fulfilled
him to have this other man, this hard-limbed traveller and sportsman,
following implicitly, held as it were consurmmated within the spell of
a more powerful understanding. Birkin felt a passion of desire for
Gerald Crich, for the clumsier, cruder intelligence and the limited soul,
and for the striving, unlightened body of his friend. And Gerald Crich,
not understanding, was transfused with pleasure. He did not even know
he loved Birkin. He thought him marvellous in understanding, almost
unnatural, and on the other hand pitiful and delicate in body. He felt
a great tenderness towards him, of superior physical strength, and at
the same time some reverence for his delicacy and fineness of being.

All the same, there was no profession of friendship, no open mark of
intimacy. They remained to all intents and purposes distant, mere
acquaintances. It was in the other world of the subconsciousness that
the interplay took place, the interchange of spiritual and physical rich-
ness, the relieving of physical and spiritual poverty, without any intrinsic
change of state in either man.

Hermione could not understand it at all. She was mortified and in
despair. In his lapses, she despised and revolted from Birkin. Her mis-
trust of him pierced to the quick of her soul. If his intense and pure
flame of spirituality only sank to this guttering prostration, a low, de-
graded heat, servile to a clumsy Gerald Crich, fawning on a coarse,
unsusceptible being, such as was Gerald Crich and all the multitudes
of Gerald Criches of this world, then nothing was anything. The trans-
cendent star of one evening was the putrescent phosphorescence of the
next, and gloty and corruptibility were interchangeable. Her soul was
convulsed with cynicism. She despised her God and her angel. Yet
she could not do without him. She believed in herself as a priestess, and
that was all. Though there were no God to serve, still she was a priest-
ess. Yet having no altar to kindle, no sacrifice to burn, she would be
barren and useless. So she adhered to her God in him, which she
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claimed almost violently, whilst her soul turned in bitter cynicism from
the prostitute man in him. She did not believe in him, she only believed
in that which she could gather from him, as one gathers silk from the
corrupt worm. She was the maker of gods.

So, after a few days, Gerald Crich went away and Birkin was left to
Hermione Roddice. It is true, Crich said to Birkin: “Come and see us,
if ever you are near enough, will you?”, and Birkin had said yes. But
for some reason, it was concluded beforehand that this visit would never
be made, deliberately.

Sick, helpless, Birkin swung back to Hermione. In the garden, at
evening, looking over the silvery hills, he sat near to her, or lay with his
head on her bosom, while the moonlight came gently upon the trees,
and they talked, quietly, gently as dew distilling, their two disembodied
voices distilled in the silvery air, two voices moving and ceasing like
ghosts, like spirits. And they talked of life, and of death, but chiefly of
death, his words turning strange and phosphorescent, like dark water
suddenly shaken alight, whilst she held his head against her breast, in-
finitely satisfied and completed by its weight upon her, and her hand
travelled gently, finely, oh, with such exquisite quivering adjustment,
over his hair. The pain of tenderness he felt for her was almost unen-
durable, as her hand fluttered and came near, scarcely touching him, so
light and sensitive it was, as it passed over his hair, rhythmically. And
still his voice moved and thrilled through her like the keenest pangs of
embrace, she remained possessed by him, possessed by the spirit. And
the sense of beauty and perfect, blade-keen ecstasy was balanced to
perfection, she passed away, was transported.

After these nights of superfine ecstasy of beauty, after all was con-
sumed in the silver fire of moonlight, all the soul caught up in the uni-
versal chill-blazing bonfire of the moonlit night, there came the morn-
ing, and the ash, when his body was grey and consumed, and his soul
ill. Why should the sun shine, and hot gay flowers come out, when the
kingdom of reality was the silver-cold night of death, lovely and per-
fect.

She, like a priestess, was fulfilled and rich. But he became more
hollow and ghastly to look at. There was no escape, they penetrated
further and further into the regions of death, and soon the connection
with life would be broken.

Then came his revulsion against her. After he loved her with a ten-
derness that was anguish, a love that was all pain, or else transcendent
white ecstasy, he turned upon her savagely, like a maddened dog. And
like a priestess who is rended for sacrifice, she submitted and endurcd.
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She would serve the God she possessed, even though he should turn
periodically into a fierce dog, to rend her.

So he went away, to his duties, and his work. He had made a pas-
sionate study of education, only to come, gradually, to the knowledge
that education is nothing but the process of building up, gradually, a
complete unit of consciousness. And each unit of consciousness is the
living unit of that great social, religious, philosophic idea towards which
mankind, like an organism seeking its final form, is laboriously growing.
But if there be no great philosophic idea, if, for the time being, man-
kind, instead of going through a period of growth, is going through a
corresponding process of decay and decomposition from some old, ful-
filled, obsolete idea, then what is the good of educating? Decay and
decomposition will take their own way. It is impossible to educate for
this end, impossible to teach the world how to die away from its
achieved, nullified form. The autumn must take place in every indi-
vidual soul, as well as in all the people, all must die, individually and
socially. But education is a process of striving to a new, unanimous be-
ing, a whole organic form. But when winter has set in, when the frosts
are strangling the leaves off the trees and the birds are silent knots of
darkness, how can there be a unanimous movement towards a whole
summer of florescence? There can be none of this, only submission to
the death of this nature, in the winter that has come upon mankind,
and a cherishing of the unknown that is unknown for many a day vyet,
buds that may not open till a far off season comes, when the season of
death has passed away.

And Birkin was just coming to a knowledge of the essential futility of
all attempt at social unanimity in constructiveness. In the winter, there
can only be unanimity of disintegration, the leaves fall unanimously,
the plants die down, each creature is a soft-slumbering grave, as the
adder and the dormouse in winter are the soft tombs of the adder and
the dormouse, which slip about like rays of brindled darkness, in sum-
mer.

How to get away from this process of reduction, how escape this
phosphorescent passage into the tomb, which was universal though un-
acknowledged, this was the unconscious problem which tortured Birkin
day and night. He came to Hermione, and found with her the pure,
translucent regions of death itself, of ecstasy. In the world the autumn
was setting in. What should a man add himself on to?—to science, to
social reform, to aestheticism, to sensationalism? The whole world’s
constructive activity was a fiction, a lie, to hide the great process of de-
composition, which had set in. What then to adhere to?
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He ran about from death to death. Work was terrible, horrible be-
cause he did not believe in it. It was almost a horror to him, to think of
going from school to school, making reports and giving suggestions,
when the whole process to his soul was pure futility, a process of mech-
anical activity entirely purposeless, sham growth which was entirely
rootless. Nowhere more than in education did a man feel the horror of
false, rootless, spasmodic activity more acutely. The whole business was
like dementia. It created in him a feeling of nausea and horror. He re-
coiled from it. And yet, where should a man repair, what should he
do?

In his private life the same horror of futility and wrongness dogged
him. Leaving alone all ideas, religious or philosophic, all of which are
mere sounds, old repetitions, or else novel, dexterous, sham permuta-
tions and combinations of old repetitions, leaving alone all the things of
the mind and the consciousness, what remained in a man’s life? There
is his emotional and his sensuous activity, is not this enough?

Birkin started with madness from this question, for it touched the
quick of torture. There was his love for Hermione, a love based entirely
on ecstasy and on pain, and ultimate death. He knew he did not love
her with any living, creative love. He did not even desire her: he had no
passion for her, there was no hot impulse of growth between them, only
this terrible reducing activity of phosphorescent consciousness, the con-
sciousness ever liberated more and more into the void, at the expense of
the flesh, which was burnt down like dead grey ash.

He did not call this love. Yet he was bound to her, and it was agony
to leave her. And he did not love anyone else. He did not love any
woman. He wanted to love. But between wanting to love, and loving,
is the whole difference between life and death.

The incapacity to love, the incapacity to desire any woman, posi-
tively, with body and soul, this was a real torture, a deep torture indeed.
Never to be able to love spontaneously, never to be moved by a power
greater than oneself, but always to be within one’s own control, de-
liberate, having the choice, this was horrifying, more deadly than death.
Yet how was one to escape? How could a man escape from being de-
liberate and unloving, except a greater power, an impersonal, impera-
tive love should take hold of him? And if the greater power should not
take hold of him, what could he do but continue in his deliberateness,
without any fundamental spontaneity?

He did not love Hermione, he did not desire her. But he wanted to
force himself to love her and to desire her. He was consumed by sexual
desire, and he wanted to be fulfilled. Yet he did not desire Hermione.
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She repelled him rather. Yet he would have this physical fulfilment, he
would have the sexual activity. So he forced himself towards her.

She was hopeless from the start. Yet she resigned herself to him. In
her soul, she knew this was not the way. And yet even she was ashamed,
as of some physical deficiency. She did not want him either. But with
all her soul, she wanted to want him. She would do anything to give
him what he wanted, that which he was raging for, this physical fulfil-
ment he insisted on. She was wise; she thought for the best. She pre-
pared herself like a perfect sacrifice to him. She offered herself gladly
to him, gave herself into his will.

And oh, it was all such a cruel failure, just a failure. This last act of
love which he had demanded of her was the keenest grief of all, it was
so insignificant, so null. He had no pleasure of her, only some mortifi-
cation. And her heart almost broke with grief.

She wanted him to take her. She wanted him to take her, to break her
with his passion, to destroy her with his desire, so long as he got satis-
faction. She looked forward, tremulous, to a kind of death at his hands,
she gave herself up. She would be broken and dying, destroyed, if only
he would rise fulfilled.

But he was not capable of it, he failed. He could not take her and
destroy her. He could not forget her. They had too rare a spiritual inti-
macy, he could not now tear himself away from all this, and come like a
brute to take its satisfaction. He was too much aware of her, and of her
fear, and of her writhing torment, as she lay in sacrifice. He had too
much deference for her feeling. He could not, as she madly wanted,
destroy her, trample her, and crush a satisfaction from her. He was not
experienced enough, not hardened enough. He was always aware of
her feelings, so that he had none of his own. Which made this last
love-making between them an ignominious failure, very, very cruel to
bear.

And it was this failure which broke the love between them. He hated
her, for her incapacity in love, for her lack of desire for him, her com-
plete and almost perfect lack of any physical desire towards him. Her
desire was all spiritual, all in the consciousness. She wanted him all, all
through the consciousness, never through the senses.

And she hated him, and despised him, for his incapacity to wreak his
desire upon her, his lack of strength to crush his satisfaction from her.
If only he could have taken her, destroyed her, used her all up, and
been satisfied, she would be at last free. She might be killed, but it
would be the death which gave her consummation.

It was a failure, a bitter, final failure. He could not take from her
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what he wanted, because he could not, bare-handed, destroy her. And
she despised him that he could not destroy her.

Still, though they had failed, finally, they did not go apart. Their
relation was too deep-established. He was by this time twenty-eight
years old, and she twenty-seven. Still, for his spiritual delight, for a
companion in his conscious life, for someone to share and heighten his
joy in thinking, or in reading, or in feeling beautiful things, or in know-
ing landscape intimately and poignantly, he turned to her. For all these
things, she was still with him, she made up the greater part of his life.
And he, she knew to her anguish and mortification, he was still the
master-key to almost all life, for her. She wanted it not to be so, she
wanted to be free of him, of the strange, terrible bondage of his domi-
nation. But as yet, she could not free herself from him.

He went to other women, to women of purely sensual, sensational
attraction, he prostituted his spirit with them. And he got some satis-
faction. She watched him go, sadly, and yet not without a measure of
relief. For he would torment her less, now.

She knew he would come back to her. She knew, inevitably as the
dawn would rise, he would come back to her, half-exultant and trium-
phant over her, half-bitter against her for letting him go and wanting
her now, wanting the communion with her. It was as if he went to the
other, the dark, sensual, almost bestial woman thoroughly and fully to
degrade himself. He despised himself, essentially, in his attempts at sen-
suality, she knew that. So she let him be. It was only his rather vulgar
arrogance of a sinner that she found hard to bear. For before her, he
wore his sins with braggadocio, flaunted them a little in front of her.
And this alone drove her to exasperation to the point of uttering her
contempt for his childishness and his instability.

But as yet, she forbore, because of the deference he still felt towards
her. Intrinsically, in his spirit, he still served her. And this service she
cherished.

But he was becoming gnawed and bitter, a little mad. His whole sys-
tem was inflamed to a pitch of mad irritability, he became blind, un-
conscious to the greater half of life, only a few things he saw with fever-
ish acuteness. And she, she kept the key to him, all the while.

The only thing she dreaded was his making up his mind. She dreaded
his way of seeing some particular things vividly and feverishly, and of
his acting upon this special sight. For once he decided a thing, it be-
came a reigning universal truth to him, and he was completely in-
human.

He was, in his own way, quite honest with himself. But every man
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has his own truths, and is honest with himself according to them. The
terrible thing about Birkin, for Hermione, was that when once he deci-
ded upon a truth, he acted upon it, cost what it might. If he decided
that his eye did really offend him, he would in truth pluck it out. And
this seemed to her so inhuman, so abstract, that it chilled her to the
depths of her soul, and made him seem to her inhuman, something be-
tween a monster and a complete fool. For might not she herself easily
be found to be this eye which must needs be plucked out?

He had stuck fast over this question of love and of physical fulfilment
in love, till it had become like a monomania. All his thought turned
upon it. For he wanted to keep his integrity of being, he would not
consent to sacrifice one half of himself to the other. He would not sacri-
fice the sensual to the spiritual half of himself, and he could not sacrifice
the spiritual to the sensual half. Neither could he obtain fulfilment in
both, the two halves always reacted from each other. To be spiritual, he
must have a Hermione, completely without desire: to be sensual, he
must have a slightly bestial woman, the very scent of whose skin soon
disgusted him, whose manners nauseated him beyond bearing, so that
Hermione, always chaste and always stretching out her hands for
beauty, seemed to him the purest and most desirable thing on earth.

He knew he obtained no real fulfilment in sensuality, he became dis-
gusted and despised the whole process as if it were dirty. And he knew
that he had no real fulfilment in his spiritual and aesthetic intercourse
with Hermione. That process he also despised, with considerable cyni-
cism.

And he recognized that he was on the point either of breaking, be-
coming a thing, losing his integral being, or else of becoming insane.
He was now nothing but a series of reactions from dark to light, from
light to dark, almost mechanical, without unity or meaning.

This was the most insufferable bondage, the most tormenting afflic-
tion, that he could not save himself from these extreme reactions, the
vibration between two poles, one of which was Hermione, the centre of
social virtue, the other of which was a prostitute, anti-social, almost
criminal. He knew that in the end, subject to this extreme vibration, he
would be shattered, would die, or else, worse still, would become a mere
disordered set of processes, without purpose or integral being. He knew
this, and dreaded it. Yet he could not save himself.

To save himself, he must unite the two halves of himself, spiritual and
sensual. And this is what no man can do at once, deliberately. It must
happen to him. Birkin willed to be sensual, as well as spiritual, with
ermione. He might will it, he might act according to his will, but he
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did not bring to pass that which he willed. A man cannot create desire
in himself, nor cease at will from desiring. Desire, in any shape or form,
is primal, whereas the will is secondary, derived. The will can destroy,
but it cannot create.

So the more he tried with his will, to force his senses towards Her-
mione, the greater misery he produced. On the other hand his pride
never ceased to contemnn his profligate intercourse elsewhere. After all,
it was not that which he wanted. He did not want libertine pleasures,
not fundamentally. His fundamental desire was, to be able to love com-
pletely, in one and the same act: both body and soul at once, struck
into a complete oneness in contact with a complete woman.

And he failed in this desire. It was always a case of one or the other,
of spirit or of senses, and each, alone, was deadly. All history, almost
all art, seemed the story of this deadly half-love: either passion, like
Cleopatra, or else spirit, like Mary of Bethany or Vittoria Colonna.

He pondered on the subject endlessly, and knew himself in his reac-
tions. But self-knowledge is not everything. No man, by taking thought,
can add one cubit to his stature. He can but know his own height and
limitation.

He knew that he loved no woman, that in nothing was he really
complete, really himself. In his most passionate moments of spiritual
enlightenment, when like a saviour of mankind he would pour out his
soul for the world, there was in him a capacity to jeer at all his own
righteousness and spirituality, justly and sincerely to make a mock of
it all. And the mockery was so true, it bit to the very core of his
righteousness, and showed it rotten, shining with phosphorescence. But
at the same time, whilst quivering in the climax-thrill of sensual pangs,
some cold voice could say in him: “You are not really moved; you
could rise up and go away from this pleasure quite coldly and calmly;
it is not radical, your enjoyment.”

He knew he had not loved, could not love. The only thing then was
to make the best of it, have the two things separate, and over them all,
a calm detached mind. But to this he would not acquiesce. “I should
be like a Neckan,” he said to himself, “like a sea-water being, I should
have no soul.” And he pondered the stories of the wistful, limpid
creatures who watched ceaselessly, hoping to gain a soul.

So the trouble went on, he became more hollow and deathly, more
like a spectre with hollow bones. He knew that he was not very far from
dissolution.

All the time, he recognized that, although he was always drawn to
women, feeling more at home with a woman than with a man, yet it
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was for men that he felt the hot, flushing, roused attraction which a
man is supposed to feel for the other sex. Although nearly all his living
interchange went on with one woman or another, although he was
always terribly intimate with at least one woman, and practically never
intimate with a man, yet the male physique had a fascination for him,
and for the female physique he felt only a fondness, a sort of sacred
love, as for a sister.

In the street, it was the men who roused him by their flesh and their
manly, vigorous movement, quite apart from all the individual
character; whilst he studied the women as sisters, knowing their mean-
ing and their intents. It was the men’s physique which held the passion
and the mystery to him. The women he seemed to be kin to, he looked
for the soul in them. The soul of a woman and the physique of a man,
these were the two things he watched for, in the street.

And this was a new torture to him. Why did not the face of a woman
move him in the same manner, with the same sense of handsome
desirability, as the face of a man? Why was a man’s beauty, the beauté
maile, so vivid and intoxicating a thing to him, whilst female beauty
was something quite unsubstantial, consisting all of look and gesture
and revelation of intuitive intelligence? He thought women beautiful
purely because of their expression. But it was plastic form that fasci-
nated him in men, the contour and movement of the flesh itself.

He wanted all the time to love women. He wanted all the while to
feel this kindled, loving attraction towards a beautiful woman, that he
would often feel towards a handsome man. But he could not. Whenever
it was a case of a woman, there entered in too much spiritual, sisterly
love; or else, in reaction, there was only a brutal, callous sort of lust.

This was an entanglement from which there seemed no escape. How
can a man create his own feelings? He cannot. It is only in his power
to suppress them, to bind them in the chain of the will. And what is
suppression but a mere negation of life, and of living.

He had several friendships wherein this passion entered, friendships
with men of no very great intelligence, but of pleasant appearance:
ruddy, well-nourished fellows, good-natured and easy, who protected
him in his delicate health more gently than a woman would protect
him. He loved his friend, the beauty of whose manly limbs made him
tremble with pleasure. He wanted to caress him.

But reserve, which was as strong as a chain of iron in him, kept him
from any demonstration. And if he were away for any length of time
from the man he loved so hotly, then he forgot him, the flame which
invested the beloved like a transfiguration passed away, and Birkin
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remembered his friend as tedious. He could not go back to him, to talk
as tediously as he would have to talk, to take such a level of intelligence
as he would have to take. He forgot his men friends completely, as one
forgets the candle one has blown out. They remained as quite extran-
eous and uninteresting persons living their life in their own sphere, and
having not the slightest relation to himself, even though they themselves
maintained a real warmth of affection, almost of love for him. He paid
not the slightest heed to this love which was constant to him, he felt it
sincerely to be just nothing, valueless.

So he left his old friends completely, even those to whom he had been
attached passionately, like David to Jonathan. Men whose presence he
had waited for cravingly, the touch of whose shoulder suffused him
with a vibration of physical love, became to him mere figures, as non-
existent as is the waiter who sets the table in a restaurant.

He wondered very slightly at this, but dismissed it with hardly a
thought. Yet, every now and again, would come over him the same
passionate desire to have near him some man he saw, to exchange inti-
macy, to unburden himself of love to this new beloved.

It might be any man, a policeman who suddenly looked up at him,
as he inquired the way, or a soldier who sat next to him in a railway
carriage. How vividly, months afterwards, he would recall the soldier
who had sat pressed up close to him on a journey from Charing Cross to
Westerham; the shapely, motionless body, the large, dumb, coarsely-
beautiful hands that rested helpless upon the strong knees, the dark
brown eyes, vulnerable in the erect body. Or a young man in flannels
on the sands at Margate, flaxen and ruddy, like a Viking of twenty-
three, with clean, rounded contours, pure as the contours of snow, play-
ing with some young children, building a castle in sand, intent and
abstract, like a seagull or a keen white bear.

In his mind was a small gallery of such men: men whom he had
never spoken to, but who had flashed themselves upon his senses unfor-
gettably, men whom he apprehended intoxicatingly in his blood. They
divided themselves roughly into two classes: these white-skinned, keen-
limbed men with eyes like blue-flashing ice and hair like crystals of
winter sunshine, the northmen, inhuman as sharp-crying gulls, distinct
like splinters of ice, like crystals, isolated, individual; and then the men
with dark eyes that one can enter and plunge into, bathe in, as in a
liquid darkness, dark-skinned, supple, night-smelling men, who are the
living substance of the viscous, universal heavy darkness.

His senses surged towards these men, towards the perfect and beauti-
ful representatives of these two halves. And he knew them, by seeing
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themn and by apprehending them sensuously, he knew their very blood,
its weight and savour; the blood of the northmen sharp and red and
light, tending to be keenly acrid, like cranberries, the blood of the
dark-limbed men heavy and luscious, and in the end nauseating,
revolting.

He asked himself, often, as he grew older, and more unea:rthly, when
he was twenty-eight and twenty-nine years old, would "e ever be
appeased, would he ever cease to desire these two sorts of men. And a
wan kind of hopelessness would come over him, as if he would never
escape from this attraction, which was a bondage.

For he would never acquiesce to it. He could never acquiesce to his
own feelings, to his own passion. He could never grant that it should be
so, that it was well for him to feel this keen desire to have and to possess
the bodies of such men, the passion to bathe in the very substance of
such men, the substance of livjng, eternal light, like eternal snow, and
the flux of heavy, rank-smelling darkness.

He wanted to cast out these desires, he wanted not to know them. Yet
a man can no more slay a living desire in him, than he can prevent his
body from feeling heat and cold. He can put himself into bondage, to
prevent the fulfilment of the desire, that is all. But the desire is there,
as the travelling of the blood itself is there, until it is fulfilled or until
the body is dead.

So he went on, month after month, year after year, divided against
himself, striving for the day when the beauty of men should not be so
acutely attractive to him, when the beauty of woman should move him
instead.

But that day came no nearer, rather it went further away. His deep
dread was that it would always be so, that he would never be free. His
life would have been one long torture of struggle against his own innate
desire, his own innate being. But to be so divided against oneself, this is
terrible, a nullification of all being.

He went into violent excess with a mistress whom, in a rather anti-
social, ashamed spirit, he loved. And so for a long time he forgot about
this attraction that men had for him. He forgot about it entirely. And
then he grew stronger, surer.

But then, inevitably, it would recur again. There would come into a
restaurant a strange Cornish type of man, with dark eyes like holes in
his head, or like the eyes of a rat, and with dark, fine, rather stiff hair,
and full, heavy, softly-strong limbs. Then again Birkin would feel the
desire spring up in him, the desire to know this man, to have him, as it
were to eat him, to take the very substance of him. And watching the
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strange, rather furtive, rabbit-like way in which the strong, softly-built
man ate, Birkin would feel the rousedness burning in his own breast, as
if this were what he wanted, as if the satisfaction of his desire lay in the
body of the young, strong man opposite.

And then in his soul would succeed a sort of despair, because this
passion fc - a man had recurred in him. It was a deep misery to him.
And it would seem as if he had always loved men, always and only
loved men. And this was the greatest suffering to him.

But it was not so, that he always loved men. For weeks it would be
all gone from him, this passionate admiration of the rich body of a
man. For weeks he was free, active, and living. But he had such a dread
of his own feelings and desires, that when they recurred again, the
interval vanished, and it seemed the bondage and the torment had been
continuous.

This was the one and only secret he kept to himself, this secret of his
passionate and sudden, spasmodic affinity for men he saw. He kept this
secret even from himself. He knew what he felt, but he always kept the
knowledge at bay. His a priori were: “I should not feel like this,” and
“It is the ultimate mark of my own deficiency, that I feel like this.”
Therefore, though he admitted everything, he never really faced the
question. He never accepted the desire, and received it as part of him-
self. He always tried to keep it expelled from him.*

Gerald Crich was the one towards whom Birkin felt most strongly
that immediate, roused attraction which transfigured the person of the
attracter with such a glow and such a desirable beauty. The two men
had met once or twice, and then Gerald Crich went abroad, to South
America. Birkin forgot him, all connection died down. But it was not
finally dead. In both men were the seeds of a strong, inflammable
affinity.

Therefore, when Birkin found himself pledged to act as best man at
the wedding of Hosken, the friend of the mountain-climbing holiday,
and of Laura Crich, sister of Gerald, the old affection sprang awake in
a moment. He wondered what Gerald would be like now.

Hermione, knowing of Hosken’s request to Birkin, at once secured
for herself the position of bridesmaid to Laura Crich. It was inevitable.
She and Rupert Birkin were running to the end of their friendship. He
was now thirty years of age, and she twenty-nine. His feeling of hos-
tility towards Hermione had grown now to an almost constant dislike.

* At one time the Prologue chapter ended here, for the next page of the
manuscript is headed Chapter II The Wedding. This heading is cancelled and
the direction “Run on” is twice inserted.
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Still she held him in her power. But the hold became weaker and
weaker. “If he breaks loose,” she said, ‘‘he will fall into the abyss.”

Nevertheless he was bound to break loose, because his reaction
against Hermione was the strongest movement in his life, now. He was
thrusting her off, fighting her off all the while, thrusting himself clear,
although he had no other foothold, although he was breaking away
from her, his one rock, to fall into a bottornless sea.



Mr. Noon

1. ATTACK ON MR. NOON

Her very stillness, as she sat bent upon her book, gradually made him
uncomfortable. He twisted over, sprawling in his armchair, and pre-
tended to go on with his perusal of the New Age. But neither Mr. Orage
nor Miss Tina could carry him on the wings of the spirit this afternoon.
He kept glancing at his wife, whose intensified stillness would have told
a cuter man that she knew he was fidgeting, and then glancing at the
window and round the room. It was a rainy, dark Sunday afternoon.
He ought to be very cosy, in the quiet by the roasting fire. But he was
bored, and he wanted to be amused.

He perched his pince-nez on his nose and looked with an intellectual
eye on his paper once more. Perhaps the light was fading. He twisted
to look at the window. The aspidistras and ferns were not inspiring; it
was still far from nightfall. He twisted the other way, to look at the
little round clock on the mantelpiece. No use suggesting a meal, yet. He
gave a heavy sigh, and rattled the leaves of the New Age.

But no response! no response! The little red metal devils frisked as
ever on the mantelpiece, his own pet devils. Having gone back on the
Lord, he signified his revolt by establishing a little company of scarlet,
tail-flourishing gentry on his sitting-room mantelpiece. But it was only
half-past three, and there was nothing to be done. He would not insult
himself by nodding off to sleep. So again he perched his pince-nez on
his nose, and began to have a grudge against his wife. After all, what
was she so absorbed in?

She was a woman of about forty, stoutish, with very dark glossy
brown hair coiled on her head. She sat sunk deep in a chair, with her
feet on a little footstool, and her spectacles right away on the tip of
her nose. He, of course, did not observe that she never turned the page of
her absorbing book.

His blue eyes strayed petulantly to the fire. Ah-ha! Here he was in
demand. In the well of the grate a mass of fire glowed scarlet like his
devils, with a dark, half-burnt coal resting above. He crouched before
the curb and took the poker with satisfaction. Biff! A well-aimed
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blow; he could congratulate himself on it. The excellent coal burst like
magic into a bunch of flames.

“That’s better!” he said heartily.

And he remained crouching before the fire, in his loose homespun
clothes. He was handsome, with a high forehead and a small beard; a
socialist; something like Shakespeare’s bust to look at, but more refined.
He had an attractive, boyish nape of the neck, for a man of forty-five,
no longer thin.

So he crouched gazing into the hot, spurting, glowing fire. He was a
pure idealist, something of a Christ, but with an intruding touch of the
goat. His eyelids dropped oddly, goat-like, as he remained abstracted
before the fire.

His wife roused, and cleared her throat.

“Were you sleeping, Missis?”’ he asked her in a jocular manner of
accusation, screwing round to look at her. She had a full, soft, ivory-
pale face, and dark eyes with heavy shadows under them. She took her
spectacles off her nose-tip.

“No,” she said, in the same sparring humour. “I was not.”

“May I ask you what was the last sentence you read?”’

“You may ask. But you mayn’t expect me to answer.”

“I’ll bet not,” he laughed. “It would be the tail-end of a dream, if
youdid.”

“No, it would not,” she said. “Not even a day-dream.”

“What, were you as sound as all that?” he said.

But she began rustling her book, rather ostentatiously. He crouched,
watching her. The coil of hair was rust-brown on her dark, glossy
head. Her hair became reddish towards the ends. It piqued him still,
after twenty years of marriage. But since the top of her head was all she
showed him, he went back to his big chair, and screwed himself in with
his legs underneath him, though he was a biggish man, and once again
settled his pince-nez. In a man who doesn’t smoke or drink, an eye-glass
or a pair of pince-nez can become a vice.

“Ay-y-y!” he sighed to himself, as he tried to find excitement in the
well-filled pages of the New Statesman. He kept his quick ears attentive
to the outside. The church clock sounded four. Some people passed,
voices chattering. He got up to look. Girls going by. He would have
liked a chat, or a bit of fun with them. With a longing, half-leering eye
he looked down from the window.

“It’s about lighting-up time, Mrs. Goddard, isn’t it?”’ he said to his
wife.

“Yes, I suppose it is,” she said abstractedly.
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He bustled round with the matches, lit three gas-jets, drew the cur-
tains, and rocked on his heels with his hands in his pockets and his back
to the fire. This was the precious Sunday afternoon. Every week-day he
was at the office. Sunday was a treasure-day to the two of them. They
were socialists and vegetarians. So, in fine weather, they tramped off
into the country. In bad weather they got up late, had a substantial
meal towards the end of the morning, and another in the early evening.
None of the horrors of Sunday joints.

Lewis rocked on his heels on the hearth, with his back to the fire and
his hands in his pockets, whistling faintly.

“You might chop some wood,” said Patty.

“I was just thinking so,” he said, with rather a resentful cheerfulness
in his acquiescence.

However, off he went to the back yard, and Patty could hear him
letting off some of his steam on the wood, whilst he kept up all the time
a brilliant whistling. It wouldn’t be Lewis if he didn’t make himself
heard wherever he was.

She mused on, in the brilliantly-lighted, hot room. She seemed very
still, like a cat. Yet the dark lines under her eyes were marked. Her skin
was of that peculiar transparency often noticed in vegetarians and
idealists. Her husband’s was the same; as if the blood were lighter, more
limpid, nearer to acid in the veins. All the time, she heard her husband
so plainly. He always sounded in her universe: always. And she was
tired; just tired. They were an ideal married couple, she and he. But
something was getting on her nerves.

He appeared after a time.

“Can’t see any more,” he said. ‘‘Beastly rain still. The Unco Guid
will want their just umbrellas tonight. I'm afraid there’ll be a fair
amount of pew-timber showing beneath the reverend eyes, moreover.
There’s nothing parsons hate more than the sight of bare pew-timber.
They don’t mind a bare bread-board half as much. That reminds me,
Mrs. Goddard, what about tea?”

“What about it?”’ she answered, screwing up her face at him
slightly, in a sort of smile. He looked down at her from under his eye-
lids.

“Is that intended as a piece of cheek?” he asked.

“Yes, it might be,” she said.

“I won’t stand it.”

“I wouldn’t. I wouldn’t. No man ever does,” she quizzed.

“When a woman begins to give her husband cheek—"

“Go and put the kettle on.”



112 STORIES AND SKETCHES

“I've got to go and get the tea, have I?” he asked.

“Yes, if you want it so early, you have. It’s only five o’clock.”

“The wiles and circumventions of a woman’s heart, not to mention
her tongue, would cheat ten Esaus out of ten birthrights a day.”

“All right, then put the kettle on.”

“You have any more of your impudence, Patty Goddard, and [
won’t, so I tell you straight.”

“I’m dumb,” she said.

“My word, then I'll make haste and clear out, while the victory is
yet mine:”

So he retreated to the kitchen, and his brilliant whistling kept her
fully informed of his existence down the long length of the passage.
Nay, even if he went out of actual earshot, he seemed to be ringing her
up all the time on some viewless telephone. The man was marvellous.
His voice could speak to her across a hundred miles of space; if he went
to America, verily, she would hear him invisibly as if he was in the back
kitchen. The connection between a mother and her infant was as noth-
ing compared to the organic or telepathic connection between her and
Lewis. It was a connection which simply was never broken. And not a
peaceful, quiet unison. But unquiet, as if he was always talking, always
slightly forcing her attention, as now by his whistling in the kitchen.
When he was right away from her, he still could make some sort of
soundless noise which she was forced to hear and attend to. Lewis,
Lewis, her soul sounded with the noise of him as a shell with the sea.
It excited her, it pleased her, it saved her from ever feeling lonely. She
loved it, she felt immensely pleased and flattered. But the dark lines
came under her eyes, and she felt sometimes as if she would go mad
with irritation.

He was fumbling at the door, and she knew he was balancing the
full tray on his knee whilst he turned the door-handle. She listened. He
was very clever at these tricks, but she must listen, for fear.

“Well, of all the idle scawd-rags!”* he said as he entered with the tray.

“I'm the idlest, I know it,” she said, laughing. She had in fact known
that she ought to spread the cloth in readiness for his coming. But today
a kind of inertia held her.

“How much does that admission cost you?” bantered Lewis, as
he flapped the white cloth on to the round table.

“Less than the effort of getting up and laying the cloth,” she
laughed.

“Ay, such a lot,” he said. He liked doing things, really, on these days
when the work-woman was absent.
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There were buttered eggs in little casseroles; there was a Stilton
cheese, a salad, a pudding of chestnuts and cream, celery, cakes, pastry,
jam, and preserved ginger; there were delicate blue Nankin cups, and
berries and leaves in a jar. It had never ceased to be a delightful picnic
a deux. It was so this evening, still. But there was an underneath
strain, unaccountable, that made them both listen for some relief.

They had passed the eggs and cheese and pudding stage, and reached
thelittle cakes and tarts, when they heard the front gate bang.

“Who’s this?”” said Lewis, rising quickly and going to light the hall
lamp. The bell pinged.

Patty listened with her ears buttoned back.

“I wondered if you'd be at home . . .” a man’s bass voice.

“Ay, we're at home. Come in.” Lewis’s voice, heartily. He was noth-
ing if not hospitable. Patty could tell he did not know who his visitor
was.

“Oh, Mr. Noon, is it you? Glad to see you. Take your coat off. Ay?
Are you wet? Have you walked? You've just come right for a cup of
tea. Ay, come in.”

Mr. Noon! Patty had risen hastily, hearing the name. She stood in
the sitting-room doorway in her soft dress of dark-brown poplin
trimmed with silk brocade in orange and brown. She was waiting. The
visitor came forward.

“How nice of you to come,” she said. ‘“Where have you been for so
long? We haven’t seen you for ages. You're sure your feet aren’t wet?
Let Lewis give you a pair of slippers.”

“Ay, come on,” said Lewis heartily.

Mr. Noon, in a bass voice, said he had come on the motor-bicycle,
and that he had left his overalls at the Sun. He was a young man of
twenty-five or twenty-six, with broad, rather stiff shoulders and a dark
head somewhat too small for these shoulders. His face was fresh, his
mouth full and pursed, his eye also rather full, dark-blue, and abstrac-
ted. His appearance was correct enough, black coat and a dark-blue
tie tied in a bow. He did not look like a socialist.

The whole character of the room was now changed. It was evident
the Goddards were pleased, rather flattered to entertain their visitor.
Yet his hands were red, and his voice rather uncouth. But there was a
considerable force in him. He ate the food they gave him as if he liked it.

“Now tell us,” said Patty, “what brings you to Woodhouse on a
night like this.”

“Not any desire to sit at the feet of one of our famous administers
of the gospel, I'll warrant,” said Lewis.
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“No,” said Noon. “I'd got an appointment and was here a bit too
soon, so I wondered if you’d mind if I called.”

“Ah!” exclaimed Patty. His answer was hardly flattering. “Of
course, of course! You may just as well wait here as at a street-corner,
or in a public-house.”

“The public-houses, my dear Patty, don’t open till half-past six, so
that they shan’t get an unfair start on the House of the Lord,” said
Lewis.

“No, of course,” said Patty. “But you won’t have to hurry away at
once, I hope?”’ she added, to Gilbert Noon.

“I can stop till about half-past seven,” said that gentleman.

“Till chapel comes out,” said Lewis drily.

‘“Ha-a-a!” laughed Patty, half-scornfully, half-bitterly, as if she
had found him out.

“That’s it,” said Mr. Noon, getting rather red.

“Which of the tabernacles is it, then?"’ asked Lewis. “We’d better
know, to start you off in good time. Pentecost is half an hour earlier
than the others, and Church is about ten minutes before the Congrega-
tional. Wesleyan is the last, because the Reverend Mr. Flewitt is newly
arrived on the circuit, and wants to sweep the chapel very clean of sin,
being a new broom.”

“Congregational,” said Mr. Noon.

“Ha-ha! Ha-ha!” said Patty teasingly. She was really rather chag-
rined. “You're quite sure the fair flame will have come out on such a
night?”

“No, I’m not sure,” said Mr. Noon, rather awkwardly.

“Many waters cannot quench love, Patty Goddard,” said Lewis.

“They can put a considerable damper on it,” replied Patty.

Gilbert Noon laughed.

“They can that,” he replied.

“You speak as if you knew,” laughed Patty, knitting her brows.

But Gilbert only shook his head.

“Ah, well,” said Patty, looking at the clock. “We can just clear
away and settle down for an hour’s talk, anyhow. I've a lot of things to
ask you. Do smoke, if you care to.”

Lewis, a non-smoker, hurried up with a box of cigarettes. But the
young man preferred a pipe. They were soon all seated round the fire.

The reason the Goddards made so much of Gilbert Noon was because
he was so clever. His father owned a woodyard in Whetstone, six miles
away, and was comfortably well-off, but stingy. Gilbert, the only son,
had started his career as an elementary school-teacher, but had proved
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so sharp at mathematics, music and science that he had won several
scholarships, had gone up to Cambridge, and might have had a Fellow-
ship if only he had stayed and worked. But he would neither work nor
stay at the University, although he was accounted one of the most
brilliant of the young mathematicians. He came back to Whetstone
with his degree, and started the old round of Whetstone life, carousing
in common public-houses, playing his violin for vulgar dances—
“hops,” as they were called—and altogether demeaning himself. He
had a post as Science Master in Haysfall Technical School, another five
miles from Whetstone, and, so far, Haysfall shut its ears to Whetstone
misdemeanours. Gilbert’s native town, a raw industrial place, was
notorious for its roughs. N

Occasionally Mr. Noon, being somewhat of a celebrity in the country-
side, would give popular lectures on scientific subjects. Lewis Goddard
was secretary for the Woodhouse Literary Society, and as such had had
much pride in securing Gilbert on several occasions. Gilbert’s lectures
to the people were really excellent: so simple, and so entertaining. His
account of Mars, with lantern-slides, thrilled Woodhouse to the marrow.
And particularly it thrilled Patty. Mars, its canals, and its inhabitants
and its what-not: ah, how wonderful it was! And how wonderful was
Mr. Noon, with his rough bass voice, roughly and laconically and yet
with such magic and power landing her on another planet. Mephisto-
pheles himself, in a good-natured mood, could not have been more
fascinating than the rough young man who stood on the rostrum and
pointed at the lantern sheet with a long wand, whose ruddy face was lit
up by his dark-lantern, as he glanced at his notes.

So had started the Noon-Goddard acquaintance, which had not as
yet ripened into a friendship. The Goddards warmly invited Gilbert,
but he rarely came. And his social uncouthness, though acceptable
in the Midlands as a sign of manliness, was rather annoying sometimes
toa woman.

He sat now with a big pipe in his fist, smoking clouds of smoke and
staring abstractedly into the fire. He wore a ring with a big red stone on
one finger. Patty wondered at him, really. He made no effort to be
pleasant, so his hostess fluttered her two neat little feet on her footstool,
settled herself deep in her chair, and lifted her sewing from under a
cushion. She perched her spectacles away on the slope of her nose, then
looked up at Gilbert from under her dark eyebrows.

“You won’t be shocked if I stitch on the Sabbath, and sew clothes
for the devil?” she asked.

“Me?" said Gilbert. “ Better the day, better the deed.”
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“So they say,” retorted Patty sarcastically. But it was lost on him.

“I’d rather clothe the devil than those up aloft,” said Lewis. “He
stands more need. Why, he’s never a rag to his back. Not even a pair of
bathing-drawers, much less an immortal mantle. Funny thing that.”

‘“Beauty is best unadorned,” said Patty.

“Then the angels and the Lord must be pretty unbeautiful, under
all their robes and sp.ingles,” said Lewis.

But Mr. Noon was not attentive. Patty called a sort of hush. From
the midst of it she inquired in a small, searching voice:

“And what are you doing with yourself these days, Mr. Noon?”

‘“Me? Making stinks at Haysfall.”

“Chemical, I hope, not moral,” said Lewis.

“And what are you doing at Whetstone?”’ asked Patty.

Gilbert took his pipe from his mouth and looked at her.

“Pretty much as usual,” he said.

She laughed quickly.

“And what is that?” she said. “‘Are you working at anything?”

Hereached forward and knocked his pipe on the fire-bar.

“I’'m doing a bit,” he said.

“Of what?” she asked.

*“Oh—thesis for my M.A.—maths.—And composing a bit as well.”

‘“Composing music? But how splendid! What is it?”

““A violin concerto.”

“Mayn’t we hear it?”

“It wouldn’t mean anything to you—too absiract.”

“But mayn’t we hear it?”

“Ay—ryou might, sometime—when I can arrange it.”

“Do arrange it! Do!”

“Yes, do,” putin Lewis.

“It’s not finished,” said Gilbert.

“But when it is,” said Patty. *“You will finish it, won’t you?”

“I hope so, some day.”

She stuck her needle in her sewing, and looked up, and mused.

“I think of all the wonderful things to create,” she said, “‘music is
the most difficult. I can never understand how you begin. And do you
prefer music to your mathematics?”

“They run into one another—they’re nearly the same thing,” he
said. “Besides, it isn’t any good. It’s too abstract and dry for anybody
but me, what I write.”

“Can’t you make it less abstract?” she said.

He looked at her.
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“Somehow I can’t,” he said; and she saw a flutter of trouble in him.

“Why?” she asked.

“I don’t know, I'm sure. I know it hasn’t got the right touch. It’s
more a musical exercise than a new piece of work. I only do it for a bit
of pastime. It’ll never amount to anything.”

“Oh, surely not. You who have such talents .. .”

“Who?” said Gilbert scoffingly.

“You. You have wonderful talents.”

“I’'m glad to hear it. Where are they?” asked Gilbert.

“In your head, I suppose.”

“Ay, and there they can stop, for all they’re worth.”

“Nay, now . ..” began Lewis.

“But why? But why?" rushed in Patty. “Don’t you want to make
anything of your life? Don’t you want to produce something that will
help us poor mortals out of the slough?”

“Slough?” said Gilbert. “What I should do would only make the
slough deeper.”

“Oh, come! Come! Think of the joy I got out of your lecture.”

He looked at her, smiling faintly.

“A pack of lies,” he said.

“What?” she cried. “Didn’t I get joy out of 1t?”

He had got his pipe between his pouting lips again, and had closed
his brow.

““What is lies?”’ she persisted.

“Mars,” he said. “A nice little fairy-tale. You only like it better than
‘Arabian Nights’.”

“Oh, come . .. !” she cried in distress.

“Ay, we like it better than ‘Arabian Nights,’”’ said Lewis.

“I know you do,” said Gilbert. “I'll tell you another, some time.”

“Oh, but come!—come!” said Patty. “Is nothing real? Is nothing
true?”’

“Not that I know of,” said Gilbert. “In that line.”

“Why, dear me, how surprising!” said Patty, puzzled. “Surely you
believe in your own work?”

“Yes, I believe in mathematics.”

“Well, then . . .” she said.

He took his pipe from his mouth, and looked at her.

“There isn’t any well then,” he said.

“Why not?”

“Mathematics is mathematics, the plane of abstraction and perfec-
tion. Life is life, and is neither abstraction nor perfection.”
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“But it has to do with both,” she protested.

“Art has. Life hasn’t.”

“Life doesn’t matter to you then?”

““No. Why should it?”

The answer staggered her.

“How can anything matter, if life doesn’t matter?”’ she said.

‘“How could anything matter, if life mattered?” he replied. “Life is
incompatible with perfection, or with infinity, or with eternity. You've
got to turn to mathematics, or to art.”

She was completely bewildered.

“I can't believe it,” she cried.

“Ay, well,” he retorted, knocking out his pipe.

“You're young yet. You'll find that life matters before you’ve
done,” she said.

“I’'m quite willing,” he said.

“No,” she said, “you’re not.” Suddenly her ivory face flushed red.
‘““Indeed you’re not willing. When do you ever give life a chance?”

“Me?” hesaid. “Always.”

“No, you don’t. Excuse my contradicting you. You never give life a
chance. Look how you treat women!”’

He looked round at her in wonder.

“How do I?” he said. “What women?”

“Yes, how do you!” She stumbled, and hesitated. ‘“Confess it’s a
girl you're going to meet tonight,” she continued, plunging. “I'm old
enough to be able to speak. You've never really had a mother. You
don’t know how you treat women. Confess you're going to meet a girl.”

“Yes—what by that?”

“And confess she’s not your equal.”

“Nay, I don’t see it.”

“Yes, you do. Yes, you do. How do you look on her? Do you look on
her as you do on your mathematics? Ha!—you know what a difference
there is.”

“Bound to be,” he said. “Bound to be a difference.”

“Yes, bound to be. And the girl bound to be an inferior—a mere
plaything—not as serious as your chemical apparatus, even.”

“Different,” protested Gilbert. “All the difference in the world.”

“Of course,” said Patty. “And who sinks down in the scale of differ-
ence? Who does? The girl...I won’t ask you who the girl is—I know
nothing about her. But what is she to you? A trivial Sunday-night bit
of fun! Isn’t she?—isn’t she, now?”

“Ay, she’s good fun, if I must say it.”
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“She is! Exactly! She’s good fun,” cried Patty bitterly. “Good fun,
and nothing else. What a humiliation for her, poor thing!”

“I don’t think she finds it so,” said Gilbert.

“No, I'll bet she doesn’t,” laughed Lewis, with his goat’s laugh.

“She doesn’t. She doesn’t,” cried Patty. “But how cruel that she
doesn’t! How cruel for her!”

“I don’t see it at all. She’s on the look-out for me as much as I am
for her,” said Gilbert.

“Yes, probably. Probably. And perhaps even more. And what is her
life going to be afterwards? And you, what is your life going to be?
What are you going to find in it, when you get tired of your bit of fun,
and all women are trivial or dirty amusements to you? What then?”

“Nay, I'll tell you when I know,” he answered.

“You won’t. You won’t. By that time you’ll be as stale as they are,
and you’ll have lost everything but your mathematics and science—
even if you've not lost them. I pity you. I pity you. You may well des-
pise life. But I pity you. Life will despise you, and you’ll know it.”

“Why, where am I wrong?’’ asked Gilbert awkwardly.

“Where! For shame! Isn’t a woman a human being? And isn’t a
human being more than your science and stuff?”

“Not to me, you know,” he said. “Except in one way.”

“Ay,” laughed Lewis. “‘There’s always the exception, my boy.”
There was a moment’s pause.

“Well,” said Patty, resuming her sewing. “For your mother’s sake,
I'm glad she can never hear you, never know. If she was a woman, it
would break her heart.”

But Gilbert could not see it. He smoked obstinately until Lewis re-
minded him that he must depart for his rendezvous.

Patty smiled at him as she shook hands, but rather constrainedly.

“Come in whenever you are near, and you feel like it,”’she said.

“Thank you.”

Lewis sped his parting guest, and had full sympathy with him, saying:

“I'm all for a bit of fun, you know.”

2. SPOON

Patty stitched on in silence, angry and bitter. Lewis fidgeted and
whistled.
‘“He’s got his human side to him right enough,” he said, to make a
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breach in Patty’s silence, which buzzed inaudibly and angrily on the
atmosphere.

“Human!” she repeated. “Yes, call it human! A yellow dog on the
streets has more humanity.”

“Nay—nay,” said Lewis testily. “Don’t get your hair off, Mrs. God-
dard. We aren’t angels yet, thank heaven. Besides, there’s no harm in it.
A young chap goes out on Sunday night for a bit of a spoon. What is it
but natural?”

He rocked easily and fussily on the hearth-rug, his legs apart. She
looked up, quite greenish in her waxen pallor, with anger.

“You think it natural, do you?’’ she retorted. “Then I’'m sorry for
you. Spoon! A bit of a spoon!”” She uttered the word as if it was full of
castor-oil.

Her husband looked down on her with a touch of the old goat’s leer.

“Don’t forget you've been spoony enough in your day, Patty God-
dard,” he said.

She became suddenly still, musing.

“I suppose I have. I suppose I have,” she mused, with disgust. “And
I can’t bear myself when I think of it.”

“Oh, really!” said her husband sarcastically. “It’s hard lines on
you, all of a sudden, my dear.” He knew that if she had been spoony
with anybody, it was with him.

But, yellow-waxy with distaste, she put aside her sewing and went
out. He listened, and followed her in a few minutes down to the kit-
chen, hearing dishes clink.

“What are you doing?” he asked her.

“Washing-up.”

“Won’t Mrs. Prince do it tomorrow?”’

And to show his anger, he went away without drying the pots for
her.

Spoon! “You've been spoony enough in your day, Patty Goddard!”
Spoony! Spooning! The very mental sound of the word turned her
stomach acid. In her anger she felt she could throw all her past, with
the dish-water, down the sink. But, after all, if Gilbert Noon had been
spooning with her instead of with some girl, some bit of fluff, she might
not have felt such gall in her veins.

She knew all about it, as Lewis had said. She knew exactly what
Sunday night meant, in the dark, wintry, rainy Midlands. It meant all
the young damsels coming out of chapel or of church, brazen young
things from fifteen upwards, and being accompanied or met by young
louts who would touch their exaggerated caps awkwardly; it meant
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strolling off to some dark and sheltered corner, passage, entry, porch,
shop-door, shed, anywhere where two creatures might stand and
squeeze together and spoon. Yes, spoon. Not even kiss and cuddle,
merely: spoon. Spooning was a fine art, whereas kissing and cuddling
are calf-processes.

Mr. Gilbert had gone off for his Sunday-night’s spoon, and her
veins, the veins of a woman of forty, tingled with rage against him. She
knew so much more.

But Sunday night, oh Sunday night; how she loathed it! There was
a sort of Last Day suspense about it. Monday and Monday morning’s
work-day grip was very near. The iron hand was open to seize its sub-
jects. And the emotional luxury and repletion of Sunday deepened into
a sort of desperation as the hour of sleep and Monday approached.
There must be a climax—there must be a consummation. Chapel did
not finish it off sufficiently. The elder men dashed off for a drink, the
women went to each other’s houses for an intense gossip and a bit of
supper, the young people went off for a spoon. It was the recognized
thing to do—only very stiff-necked parents found any fault. The iron
grip of Monday was closing. Meanwhile, dear young things, while the
frisson of approaching captivity goes through you, to add an intenser
sting to your bliss, spoon, dears, spoon.

Mr. Noon waited on the edge of the kerb, on the side of the road
opposite the chapel. They were late coming out. The big but rather
flimsy stained-glass window shed its colours on the muddy road, and
Gilbert impassively contemplated the paucity of the geometric design
of the tracery. He had contemplated it before. He contemplated it
again as he stood in the rain with his coat-collar turned up and listened
to the emotional moan of the vesper-verse which closed the last prayer.
He objected to the raspberry-juice aerated-water melody and harmony,
but had heard it before. Other louts were lurking in the shelter like
spiders, down theroad, ready to pounce on the emerging female flies.

Yes, the congregation was beginning to filter out; the spider-youths
who scorned to go to chapel emerged from their lairs. Their cigarette-
ends, before only smellable, now became visible. The young dogs waited
to snap up their fluffy rabbits.

People oozed through the chapel gateway, expanded into umbrellas,
and said of the rain: “Well, I never! It’s as hard as ever!”’ and called
“Good-night, then. So long! See you soon! Too-ra-loo! Keep smil-
ing!”—and so on. Brave young dogs of fellows sniffed across the road.
Sanctioned young hussies seized the arm of the “boy” who had his cap
over his nose, his cigarette under his nose, and his coat-collar turned up;
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and they set off down the road. Trickling dark streams of worshippers
ebbed in opposite directions down the rainy night.

Mr. Noon was a stranger, and really too old for this business of wait-
ing at the chapel gates. But since he had never got fixed up with a per-
manent girl, what was he to do? And he had the appointment. So,
feeling rather self-conscious, he loitered like a pale ghost on the edge of
the chapel stream.

She did not appear. It suddenly occurred to him that young people
were emerging from the darkness of the tiny gateway at the other end
of the chapel shrubbery, where there was no light. Sure enough,
through that needle’s eye the choir were being threaded out, and he
remembered she was in the choir. He strolled along on the pavement
opposite.

Of course he heard her voice.

“It’s fair sickening. You’d think the Lord liked rain, for it pours
every blessed Sunday. There comes Freddy! Oh, Agatha, you are short-
sighted—can’t see your own boy! Hello, Fred.”

A tall youth in a bowler hat had stalked up to the two girls, who
were dim under the trees on the wet pavement.

“Hellow, you two. How’s things?”

“Oh, swimming,”” came Emmie’s voice.

“You don’t mean to say you’re on the shelf tonight, Emmie?”
sounded the young man’s resonant voice.

“’Pears as if I am; though it’s not the oven-shelf this time, my lad.
What?”

“But aren’t you expecting anybody ?”’

“Shut up. Well, good-night, Agatha—see you Wednesday. Good-
night, Freddy. Lovely night for ducks.”

“Ay, an’ tadpoles,” came Freddy’s guffaw. “So long.”

She had caught sight of Gilbert on the opposite pavement, and came
prancing across the muddy road to him, saying in a guarded voice:

“Hello! Thought you hadn’t come.”

“Yes, I'm here.”

“Hold on a minute.”

She darted from him and went to speak to another girl. In a moment
she was back zt his side.

“Come on,” she said. ‘I don’t want our Dad to see me. I just said to
our Sis I was going to Hackett’s for a book. Come on.”

She tripped swiftly along the pavement. She was a little thing, in a
mackintosh and a black velvet cap. A lamp’s light showed her escaping
fair hair, which curled more in the wet. She carried an umbrella.
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“Coming under?”’ she said to him, half raking him in with the um-
brella. He avoided her.

“No. I don’t want it all down my neck.”

“All right. Stop where you are. Goodness, aren’t we late! I thought
father Dixon was never going to dry up. Have you been waiting long?”’

“No. I went to Lewis Goddard’s.”

“Did you? Isn’t he soft? But I like Lewis.”

They passed along the pavement for two hundred yards, till they
came to the big dark windows of the Co-operative Stores. In the midst
of the range of dark buildings was a great closed doorway, where on
week-days the drays entered to the yard and the storehouse.

Emmie put down her umbrella, and glanced along the road.

‘“Half a tick,” she said.

She went to the big doors, and pushed her finger through a round
hole. A latch clicked, and she opened a sort of little wicket in the big
doors. It was left open for the bakers.

“Come on,” she said.

And stepping through, she disappeared in the darkness. He stepped
after her, and she closed the door behind him.

“All right here,” she whispered, drawing him on.

He found himself in the wide passage or archway between the two
departments of the stores, where the vans unloaded. Beyond was rainy
darkness, brilliant lights of a smallish building in the near distance,
down the yard, lights which emanated and revealed ghosts of old pack-
ing-cases and crates in the yard’s chaos. Inside the passage it was
very dark. Emmie piloted him to the further end, then she climbed a
step into a doorway recess.

“Come up,” she said, tugging his arm.

He came up, and they stowed themselves in the doorway recess for
the spoon.

He realized, whilst she was stuffing her velvet cap in her pocket, that
there were other couples in the entry—he became aware of muffled,
small sounds, and then of bits of paleness and deeper darkness in the
dark corners and doorway recesses. They were not alone in their spoon-
ing, he and Emmie. Lucky they had found an empty corner. He liked
the invisible other presences, with their fa*1t, ruffling sounds. The out-
side light from the street-lamps showed faintly under the great doors,
there was a continuous echo of passing feet. Away in the yard, the wind
blew the rain, and sometimes the broken packing-cases rattled hollowly,
and sometimes a wet puff caught him and Emmie. There were sounds
from the brilliantly-lighted bakery in the small distance.
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Emmie, in her wet mackintosh, cuddled into his arms. He was
famous as a spooner, and she was famous as a sport. They had known
each other, off and on, for years. She was a school-teacher, three years
his junior; he had seen her first at the Pupil Teacher’s Centre. Both
having a sort of reputation to keep up, they were a little bit excited.

A small, wriggling little thing, she nestled up to him in the darkness,
and felt his warm breath on her wet frizzy hair. She gave a convulsive
little movement, and subsided in his embrace. He was slowly, softly
kissing her, with prefatory kisses. Yes, his reputation as a spoon would
not belie him. He had lovely lips for kissing; soft, hardly touching you,
and yet melting you. She quivered with epicurean anticipation.

As a matter of fact, he had that pouting mouth which is shown in
Shelley’s early portraits, and of which the poet, apparently, was rather
proud.

He was continually touching her brow with his mouth, then lifting
his face sharply, as a horse does when flies tease it, putting aside her
rainy, fine bits of hair. Soft, soft came his mouth towards her brow, then
quick he switched his face, as the springy curls tickled him.

“Half a mo,” she said suddenly.

She unfastened his wet overcoat, and thrust her hands under his
warm jacket. He likewise unfastened her mackintosh, and held her warm
and tender. Then his kisses began again, wandering along the roots of
her hair, on her forehead, his mouth slowly moving forward in a
browsing kind of fashion. She sighed with happiness, and seemed to
melt nearer and nearer to him. He settled her in his arms, whilst she
clung dreamily to the warmth of his shoulders, like a drowsy fly on the
November window-pane.

Since the spoon is one of the essential mysteries of modern love,
particularly English modern love, let us clasp our hands before its grail-
like effulgence. For although all readers belonging to the upper classes
—and what reader doesn’t belong to the upper classes>—will deny any
acquaintance with any spoon but the metallic object, we regret to have
to implicate the whole of the English race, from princes downwards, in
the mystic business.

Dear reader, have we not all left off believing in positive evil? And
therefore is it not true that the seducer, invaluable to fiction, is dead?
The seducer and the innocent maid are no more. We live in better days.

There are only spooners now, a worldful of spoons. Those wicked
young society people, those fast young aristocrats, ah! how soft as
butter their souls are really, tender as melted butter their sinfulness, in
our improved age. Don’t talk of lust; it isn’t fair. How can such creamy
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feelings be lustful? And those Oxfordly young men with their chorus-
girls—ah! God, how wistful their hearts and pure their faces, really!—
not to speak of their minds. Then look at young colliers and factory-
lasses, they fairly reek with proper sentiment.

It doesn’t matter what you do—only how you do it. Isn’t that the
sincerest of modern maxims?—And don’t we all do it nicely and con
molto espressione? You know we do. So little grossness nowadays, and
so much dear reciprocal old-beaniness! How can there be any real
wrong in it? Old wives’ tales! There is no wrong in it. We are all so
perfectly sweet about it all; and on such a sympathetic plane.

Why bother about spades being spades any more? It isn’t the point.
Adam no more delves that Eve spins, in our day. Nous avons changé
tout cela. Call a spoon a spoon, if you like. But don’t drag in garden
implements. It’s almost as bad as the Greeks with their horrid plough
metaphor.

Ah, dear reader, you don’t need me to tell you how to sip love with
a spoon, to get the juice out of it. You know well enough. But you will
be obliged to me, I am sure, if I pull down that weary old scarecrow of
a dark designing seducer, and the alpaca bogey of lust. There is no
harm in us any more, is there now? Our ways are so improved; so
spiritualized, really. What harm is there in a bit of a spoon? And if it
goes rather far; even very far; well, what by that? As we said before,
it depends how you go, not where you go. And there is nothing low
about our goings, even if we go to great lengths. A spoon isn’t a spade,
thank goodness. As for a plough—don’t mention it! No, let us keep
the spoon of England bright, between us.

Mr. Noon was a first-rate spoon—the rhyme is unfortunate, though,
in truth, to be a first-rate spoon a man must be something of a poet.
With his mouth he softly moved back the hair from her brow, in
slow, dreamy movements, most faintly touching her forehead with the
red of his lips, hardly perceptible, and then drawing aside her hair with
his firmer mouth, slowly, with a long movement. She thrilled delicately,
softly tuning up, in the dim, continuous, negligent caress. Innumerable
pleasant flushes passed along her arms and breasts, melting her into a
sweet ripeness.

Let us mention that this melting and ripening capacity is one of the
first qualities for a good modern daughter of Venus, a perfect sweetness
in a love-making girl, the affectionate comradeship of a dear girl deep-
ening to a voluptuous enveloping warmth, a bath for the soft Narcissus,
into which he slips with voluptuous innocence.

His mouth wandered, wandered, almost touched her ear. She felt
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the first deep flame run over her. But no—he went away again; over
her brow, through the si.:rp roughness of her brows, to her eyes. He
closed her eves, he kissed her eyes shut. She felt her eyes closing, closing,
she felt herself falling, falling, as one falls asleep. Only she was falling
deeper, deeper than sleep. He was kissing her eyes slowly, drowsily,
deeply, soft, deep, deep kisses. And she was sinking backward, and
swaying, sinking deep, deep into the depths beyond vision; and sway-
ing, swaying, as a stone sways as it sinks through deep water. And it was
delicious; she knew how delicious it was. She was sunk below vision, she
swayed suspended in the depths, like a stone that can sink o more.

He was kissing her, she hardly knew where. But in her depths she
quivered anew, for a new leap, or a deeper plunge. He had found the
soft down that lay back beyond her cheeks, near the roots of her ears.
And his mouth stirred it delicately, as infernal angels stir the fires with
glass rods, or a dog on the scent stirs the grass till the game starts from
cover.

A little shudder ran through her, and she seemed to leap nearer to
him, and then to melt in a new fusion. Slowly, slowly she was fusing
once more, deeper and deeper, enveloping him all the while with her
arms as if she were some iridescent sphere of flame half-enclosing him;
a sort of Watts picture.

A deep pulse-beat, a pulse of expectation. She was waiting, waiting
for him to kiss her ears. Ah, how she waited for it! Only that. Only let
him kiss her ears, and it was a consummation.

But no! He had left her, and wandered away to the soft little kiss-
curls in the nape of her neck; the soft, warm, sweet little fibrils of her
hair. She contracted with a sharp convulsion, like tickling. Delicious
thrills ran down her spine, before he gave her the full assurance, and
kissed her soft, deep, full among the fine curls centred in the nape of her
neck. She seemed to be lifted into the air as a bit of paper lifts itself up
to a piece of warm amber. Her hands fluttered, fluttered on his shoul-
ders; she was rising up on the air like Simon Magus. Let us hope Mr
Noon will not let her down too sharp.

No! No! Even as she rose in the air she felt his breath running warm
at the gates of her ears. Her lips came apart; she panted with acute
anticipation. Ah!'—Ah!—and softly came his full, fathomless kiss;
softly her ear was quenched in darkness. He took the small, fine con-
tours subtly between his lips, he closed deeper, and with a second reel-
ing swoon she reeled down again and fell, fell through a deeper, darker
sea. Depth doubled on depth, darkness on darkness. She had sunk back
to the root-stream, beyond sight and hearing.
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Now surely it was finished. Occultists tell us that hearing is the most
radical of all the senses; that, at a crisis, all sensation can be summed up
in the perfected sensation of sound. Surely then it was accomplished. At
each new phase she felt she had melted, had sunk to the very bottom.
And every time, oh, bliss of it, came a new crisis, and she swooned
downwards, down a deeper depth, to a new, fathomless, oscillating rest.
Oscillating at the deeps of intoxication, as now.

Yet still there was a tiny core of unquenched desire. She seemed to
melt and become tinier; and yet she swung in an immeasurable, hungry
rhythm, like a meteorite that has fallen through worlds of space, yet
still swings, not yet burnt out, caught in some unstable equilibrium be-
tween the forces of the planets. So she hung and quivered in immeasur-
able space.

For sometimes it seemed to her drunken consciousness that she was
high, high in space, yet not beyond all worlds, the net of the stars. And
sometimes it seemed she was sunk, sunk to immeasurable depths, yet
not quite to extinction.

His mouth was coming slowly nearer to her mouth; and yet not
approaching. Approaching without disclosing its direction. Loitering,
circumventing, and then suddenly taking the breath from her nostrils.
For a second she died in the strange sweetness and anguish of suffoca-
tion. He had closed her nostrils for ever with a kiss and she was sleep-
ing, dying in sweet fathomless insentience. Death, and the before-birth
sleep.

Yet, not quite. Even now, not quite. One spark persisted and waited
in her. Frail little breaths came through her parted lips. It was the
brink of ecstasy and extinction. She cleaved to him beyond measure, as
if she would reach beyond herself. With a sudden lacerating motion she
tore her face from his, aside. She held it back, her mouth unclosed. And
obedient down came his mouth on her unclosed mouth, darkness closed
on darkness, so she melted completely, fused, and was gone.

She sank, sank with him, right away. Or rising, he lifted her into the
oneness with him, up, up, and beyond, into the infinite. It seemed to
him she was the heavier, rounded breath which he enwreathed in the
perfected bubble flame of himself. So they floated as a perfect bubble,
beyond the reach even of space. Beyond height and depth, beyond
gravitation. Out in the beyond, suspended in the perfection.

Who knows if they breathed, if they lived?

But all the time, of course, each of them had a secondary mundane
consciousness. Each of them was aware of the entry, the other spooners,
and the passers-by outside. Each of them attended minutely when one
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pair of spooners crept through the gap in the big doors, to go home.
They were all there, mark you. None of your bestial loss of facul-
ties.

We have risen to great heights, dear reader, and sunk to great depths.
Yet we have hardly fathomed the heights and depths of the spoon in
the Co-op. entry. Don’t you wish you were as good at it as Noon and
Emmie! Practise, then; and you too may swing suspended in the
heights, or depths, of infinity, like the popular picture we used to see
over the railway bookstalls, winged spooners mid-heaven in the blue
ether. Ah, we are all so clean, nowadays; fine clean young men, infin-
itely spoony, and clean young spoony maidens to match. Nothing
earthy; not we. All in mid-air, our goings-on.

Till her mouth fell away and her head fell aside. He turned his face
aside from her, and they breathed their slow, inert breaths apart. They
kept their faces apart from each other. And gradually conscious sight
returned into the open mirrors of her eyes, gradually wakeful discrimi-
nation busied itself in the re-echoing cavities of her ears. Noises which
she had heard all the time she now admitted into her audience. Gradu-
ally. It could not be done, or should not be done, all in a smack.

Ah, the spoon, the perfect spoon! In its mystic bowl all men are one,
and so are all women. Champagne and shoulders, poetry and long
scarves, loftiness, altruism, souls, hard work, conscience, sacrifice, all
fuse into perfect oneness in the spoon. All Whitman’s Songs of Himself
and Other People lie in the hollow of a spoon. If you seek the Infinite
and the Nirvana, look not to death nor the after-life, nor yet to pure
abstraction; but into the hollow spoon.

Gilbert was staring down the opposite direction under lifted, Mephis-
tophelian brows. And seeing, of course, the ghostly chaos of packing-
cases in the rain, and the strong beams from the bakery windows.

The small sound of church chimes in the night! Emmie broke away
from him abruptly.

“I s’ll have to be going. I s’ll cop it from my Dad.”

He lost his balance and stepped down from the step of the doorway
embrasure with a jerk, cramped. He felt rather vague and uncomfort-
able.

She was pushing at her hair, and pulling her cap on. There was a
flutter and rustle of her mackintosh. She stepped down from the step,
and shook herself. He. would move towards the door.

“My gamp!” she said quickly, snatching the article out of a corner
in the recess. Then briskly she went forward to the dark wall of the
doors. The little round hole showed. In an instant he saw a framed
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picture of wet pavements and passers-by, and a scarlet cart, which he
knew carried the mail, splashing phantom through the mud.

Ah, dear reader, I hope you are not feeling horribly superior. You
would never call an umbrella a brolly, much less a gamp. And you have
never so much as seen a Co-op. entry. But don’t on this small account
sniff at Emmie. No; in that notorious hour when a woman is alone with
her own heart, really enjoying herself, ask yourself if your spoon is
brighter than Emmie’s, if your spooner is better than Gilbert. Nay, if
you prefer love and lover, say love and lover to yourself. It all amounts
to the same. But in communion with your naked heart, say whether you
have reached Gilbertian heights and Emmelian profundities of the
human kiss—or whether you have something to learn even from our
poor pair.

3. GILBERT LICKS THE SPOON

Let none complain that I pry indecently into the privacies of the
spoon. A spoon is an open mirror, necessarily a public concern. I do but
walk down the public road, past the Co-op. entry, and see Emmie and
Mr. Noon stepping guiltlessly forth through the aperture in the big
doors, as integral a part of the Sunday night as is the darkness itself, or
me in my after-service expansion of soul, and since all is told to me, in
the innocent act of slipping through the Co-op. aperture, I tell all
again including the innocence.

Neither let the experts and raffinés of the spoon object that my
account is but the bare outline of what actually is. I insist that this is
the summary and essence of all that is above-board in spooning. There
are variations on the spoon. There are tricks, dear reader. In the old
days, wicked black silk bed-sheets, for example. Ah, but mere inter-
larded tricks. Different seasoning, the soup is the same. I have heard,
too, of Frenchy, and even of Neopolitan spooning, which I should not
like to speak of from hearsay. There are all kinds of kissings. Every
nation, every city, every individual introduces a special and individual
touch. There are dodges and peculiarities which I leave to experience
and to other novelists. I concern myself with the essential English kiss,
within the spoon. Yes, and with the basis of the essential; in short, the
radical Co-op. entry spoon of the common people, that has neither
champagne nor shoulders, nor yet cocktails and fard to embellish it and
to obscure its pure simplicity. I am no dealer in abnormalities. Far
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from it. I take the thing at its best, as one should. I speak of the spoon
pure and simple, the spoon of our clean-minded age, from which we sip
love’s limpidest sweets. Ah, infinite spoon moments! dear spoon-
memories!

Mr. Noon, however, was in no such complacent mood as ours.

“It’s not raining so much; I shan’t bother with the brolly,” said
Emmie, turning her Noon-kissed face to the dim moist heavens. “That
was half-past I heard strike. I s’ll be in a row with our Dad if I don’t
hop it.”

She spoke rather breathlessly as she tripped along.

“Why, what’s the matter with him?” asked Gilbert irritably, turn-
ing traitor to the spoon-grail in the very moment when he had quaffed
his dose.

“Because he’s a wire-whiskered nuisance, and I've got to be in by
quarter to ten, because he’s on night-duty.”

““What would he do if you weren’t in by quarter to ten?”

“Ah, you ask me! Make my life a blooming hell—Oh!” and she
stopped for a second in the road. “Now I haven’t got a book, and I told
our Sis I was calling for one. Little fool! Little fool I am! Drat!”
And she stamped her foot. “You haven’t got a book on you? He’s sure
to twig. Oh, what a bally nuisance!”’

Gilbert fortunately had in his pocket a volume on Conic Sections,
and this Emmie at once appropriated, hugging it under her arm.

She ran tripping forward, Gilbert strode beside her. She lived down
in the valley, about a mile out of Woodhouse. She was uneasy now be-
cause of her father, and had almost forgotten Mr. Noon at her side.

He, however, had not forgotten her. A black vindictiveness had come
over him.

“What time does your father go to work?” he asked. He knew that
Mr. Bostock had a job on the railway.

“Ten. He’s on duty at ten; and it takes him quarter of an hour to
get there, or he says so. It would take me about five minutes. Like him
to make a mountain of it.”

“Come out a bit after he’s gone,” suggested Gilbert.

“Go on!”’ said Emmie, with a suggestive sharpness.

Now this was not the first of Emmie’s spoons—even with Gilbert.
And she was quite prepared for after-spoon developments—even
naughty ones. So that when she said “Go on!” she was merely non-
committal.

She knew that young men would frequently follow up a nice inno-
cent lovely spoon with a certain half-tiresome persistence in going
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further. Half-tiresome, because it is the last step which may cost. And
yet rather wickedly nice, you know. Remember that Emmie is a sport,
and that in defiance of father and stone tablets there is also bliss. And
moreover the man who is a true and faithful spoon makes this ultimate
so dear, such a last clean sweep in sympathy! Ah, talk of grossness in
this soft and sympathising conjunction! Don’t you agree, dear reader?

“You’ll come, won’t you?” said Gilbert.

“Let’s see how the land lies, first,” she replied. “You needn’t wait if
I don’t come out and cooey.”

By Cooey she meant call a soft, lurking Coo-ey! to him.

Gilbert was behaving in the accepted way—or one of the ways—of
after-spoon, and she took no alarm. He was quiet, and seemed persua-
sive. His silence came suggestive and rather pleading to her, as they
hurried down the hill. She was a sport—and liked a man who could
come on; one who pressed on, a Galahad of sentiment, to the bitter end.
Bitter? Well, bitter-sweet. Oh, gentle joust of ultimate sentiment, oh,
last sweet throw of love, wherein we fall, spoon-overthrown! Shall I be
Minnesinger of the spoon?

But, alas, there is a fly in the ointment. There is a snake in the grass.
It is in Gilbert’s mood. Alas, poor Emmie. She is mistaken about his
soft, sweet, sinful coming-on. Instead of being in the melting stage, just
ready to melt right down with her, the final fuse within the spoon, he is
horrid. Ah, in the last coming-on, how gentle is the Galahad of kisses,
how subtle his encroachment to the goal! But Gilbert was a snake in
the grass. He was irritable, in a temper, and would not let her go
though he did not really want her. Why he was in a temper, and why
he hated her he did not know. Doubtful if he ever knew his own state
of feelings. Beware, gentle reader! For if in the course of soft and kissy
love you once get out of the melting spoon-mood, there is hell to pay,
both for you and for her.

Emmie’s garden-gate opened from a little path between two hedges
that led from the high-road between cottage gardens to the field stile.
The two arrived at the bottom of the hill and crossed the road to where
the path, called a twitchel, opened between thick hedges.

“Don’t come down the twitchel,” she said to him in a low tone. “TI’ll
bet he’s watching. If I can slip out when he’s gone I shall cooey. Au
revoy.”

She disappeared between the dark hedges of the twitchel, and
shortly he heard her gate clash. He loitered about again, and was in a
temper because he was kept waiting. He was in a rage with himself, so
turned his wrath against circumstance.
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He was in a rage. He did really like women—so he put it to himself.
There was nothing he liked better than to have one in his arms—his
own phraseology again. And Emmie was a regular little sport, a regular
little sport. He admired her. And he fidgeted about in a temper waiting
for her. Black devils frisked in his veins, and pricked him with their
barbed tails. He was full of little devils. Alas, he had fallen from the
white election of the spoon. He plunged into the twitchel, saw the row
of cottages, of which hers was the end one; saw the lighted window,
heard voices, heard a man’s voice from the back premises, from the
back door, and plunged on. He clambered over the stile and went for-
ward from the black muddy field-path towards the canal. No good
going very far, however.

He heard a step behind him, and listened. Her father, ten to one. He
loitered on the dark, open field. The man came nearer. Glancing round,
Gilbert saw the dark whiskers on the pallid face, and sent out a wave
of hatred. He loitered whilst her father strode past him, on into the
night. Then he turned back towards the cottage.

He had been in a similar situation more than once. Nay, for the
young fellows of the colliery-places like Whetstone and Woodhouse, for
the young bloods who had a bit of dash of warmth about them, the
situation was almost traditional. Bostock, Emmie’s father, had done the
same, and worse, many a time in his day. So had old Noon, Gilbert’s
father. Gilbert was but keeping up a human tradition. And yet he was
in a temper about it. He sort of felt himself in a ready-made circum-
stance, going through a ready-made act, and he was thoroughly
annoyed with everything. Yes, he was, in Woodhouse phraseology, a
womanizer; and he knew it; and he meant to be a womanizer. So why
make any bones about his present situation? But his temper mounted.
Yes, he would be a womanizer. He prided himself on it. Wasn’t “Down
Among the Dead Men”’ one of his favourite songs? A fine tune, too.

And may Confusion still pursue
The senseless woman-hating crew . ..

Alas, he would be a womanizer. Yet he kicked with fury against the
universal spoon. He fought like a fly in oil.

Meanwhile Emmie indoors was going through her own little act. She
enjoyed play-acting. She had lied like a little trooper to her father, hav-
ing a sulky, innocence-suspected look which he exacted, and a pert
tongue which he threatened with extraction. For Alf Bostock had been
a womanizer both before and after his marriage to his mild, lax Jinny;
and him a man with a swarm of little children. She had no resy time of
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it. Till he got kicked out of his job, and suddenly became religious,
with all the ferocity of narrow-pathdom. His poor Jinny was always
wax, but his own offspring tended to bristle. And Emmie, who was
perhaps his favourite—a pretty, taking, sharp-answering little thing,
with a way of her own—she was his special enemy as she grew up. A
roaming bitch, he called her in his wrath. And it was curiously appro-
priate, for she had the alert, inquisitive, tail-in-the-air appearance of a
bitch who has run away and finds the world an adventure, as she
tripped the streets.

Once the tyrant was gone, Emmie was quite equal to any occa-
sion. She had retreated upstairs, as if to bed, before his departure. Now
down she came again.

“Hoy, our mother, I’ll have my supper now in peace,” she said, tak-
ing a knife and going into the pantry for bread and cheese and cake.

“There’s a bit of apple-pie if you’d like it,” said her indulgent, easy
mother.

Emmie walked out with the pie-dish, and sat scraping it with a
spoon.

“I've got my lessons to do yet,” she said cheerfully.

“Be ashamed,” said her mother. *“ Last minute.”

‘““Make use of my fag-ends of time,” said Emmie.

“Ay, fag-ends,” said her mother.

Emmie spread her books on the table under the lamp, to write the
Compulsory notes for the morrow’s lessons. She pulled her hair untidy
on her brow as she did so.

“Go to bed, Mother Bostock,” she said to her mother. “Don’t sit
dropping off in that chair. How do you think anybody can make notes,
when they have to watch for your head dropping on to the floor? Get
up. Go on.”

“Ay,” said her mother amiably. ‘““How long shall you be?”

“About twenty minutes, I should think. Go on now—go to bed. You
know you’ll get a crick in your neck.”

“Ay, you’d like to think so,” said her mother, weakly, rising and
obeying. “I shall listen for you, now,” she added from the foot of the
stairs.

“Go on—I shan’t be a minute, if you leave me in peace.”

And Mrs. Bostock slowly mounted the creaky stairs.

Emmie scribbled away in her flighty fashion for some time, pausing
occasionally to listen. At length she shut her books and stretched her
arms. Then with startling suddenness she blew out the lamp. After
which she stood in the darkness and listened.
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All seemed quiet. She slipped to the back door and pushed away the
bar. Closing the door behind her, she sauntered down the front path
with all her leisurely assurance and bravado. The sense of danger was
salt to her. The rain was now only very slight. Glancing over the hedge
on the left, she could see, through the clearing darkness, the far-off
lamps of the station and the junction sidings where her father would by
now be safely occupied. So much for him.

She reached the gate and peered down the dark twitchel.

“Coo-ee!” she called, very softly.

And the dark shadow of Gilbert was approaching.

“Think I was never coming?*’ she said.

“Iwondered,” he answered.

They stood for a moment with the gate between them.

““How are you feeling?” she asked.

“All right. Coming out?”’

“No; you come in.” And she opened the gate for him to enter the
dark garden.

“Ma’s put her light out. Sleeping the sleep of the nagged by now, I
bet. My Dad’s gone.”

“I’m not going in the house,” said Gilbert suspiciously.

“Nobody asked you.”

She led him down the little winding side-path, in the wintry garden,
between the currant-bushes, to a little greenhouse. The door was
locked, but the key was on the nail. She knew the greenhouse of old. It
was pretty small, but she knew how to move the plants and arrange
things. Luckily there were not many plants to move.

“Hold on a bit,” she whispered to Gilbert, who hung in the doorway
whilst she made a place.

Meanwhile, we are sorry to say, the enemy was on their tracks. Alf
Bostock should not have been a railwayman, but a policeman. Now that
he was a reformed character, the policeman in him had no rest. Before
Emmie arrived home, at a quarter to ten, he had been in the back yard
listening for her. He had heard her voice speaking to Mr. Noon, though
he had not caught what she said. But he had smelled a rat. And he was
a very keen rat-catcher these days.

Therefore he did nothing that could betray his suspicions, and he se
off to work a few minutes earlier than he need in order that he might
turn back and do a bit of spying. When he passed the more-than-
doubtful figure of Mr. Noon in the field the smell of the rat was ver
hot in his nostrils. Like the wicked, he exulted, and said Ha-ha! He le
Gilbert return towards the cottage.
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And then the reformed parent swerved from his way to his work,
made a bend over the sodden field in the black darkness, and came to
the big hedge at the bottom of his garden, near the summer house.
There, among the old nettle-stalks he crouched and watched. He heard
Gilbert champing in the twitchel and away on the high-road, and pre-
pared the net for the bird. He saw his wife’s candle go upstairs, and at
once supposed that she, poor thing, was conniving at her daughter’s
shame. He saw his wife’s candle go out—heard Mr. Gilbert champ and
chafe and light a pipe—and at last, ah-ha!—saw the kitchen go sud-
denly dark.

Yes, there she was, the little bitch, prancing her shadowy, leisurely
way towards the gate, and staring at the hedge where he crouched as if
she too could smell a rat. He ducked low and watched.

“Coo-ee!”

He heard it, and his veins tingled. He’d give her Coo-ee, else his
name wasn’t Alfred.

Up comes the Johnny to the gate. Who could he be? But wait a bit.
Wait a bit. He'd follow soon and find out.

Hush! He strained his ears in vain to hear what they were murmur-
ing. He rose to his feet, and cracked a stick. He would stalk them.
Then all at once he ducked again under the hedge. Inside the garden,
they were coming towards him. His nerves were keen on the alert, to
gather if they had heard him.

But they, poor darlings, were all unsuspecting. Alf Bostock crouched
on his heels. His greenhouse! His little glasshouse! She was opening the
door with the key. Well, of all the evil, low little bitches, if she wasn’t
a sly one! For a second his mind reverted to youthful escapades, and
thegirls he despised so much for escapading with him. For it is a peculi-
arity of his type that the more they run after sin, the more contempt
they feel for their partner in sinning, the more insufferably superior
they rise in their own esteem. Till nowadays, he would spoon with no-
body but his Saviour. In religion he was, still, oh, so spoony. So spoony,
listening to the sermon, so spoony saying his prayers. Ah, such relish!
With women he had always been rather gross. No wonder he hated
Emmie for bringing it home to him again, now that his higher nature
had triumphed.

He’d kill her. He’d flay her. He'd torture her. Wouldn’t he! My
word, wouldn’t he! What? Was she going to shame him, her father?
Was he going to be shamed and disgraced by her? His indignation rose
lo an inquisitional pitch. At the thought of the shame and disgrace he
might incur through her he could have burnt her at the stake cheer-
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fully, over a slow fire. Him to be shamed and disgraced by a girl of his!
Was anything on earth more monstrous? The strumpet. The bitch.
Hark at her clicking the flower-pots, shifting the plants. He’d give her
shift the plants! He’d show her! He longed to torture her. Back went
his mind over past events. Now he knew. Now he knew how the pink
primulas had been smashed and re-potted before he got home. Now he
knew a thousand things. If his daughter had been the Whore of Baby-
lon herself her father could not have painted her with a more livid
striping of sin. She was a marvel of lust and degradation, and defama-
tion of #is fair repute. But he’d show her.

They had gone into the greenhouse and shut the door on themselves.
Well and good—they had fastened themselves in their own trap. He
straightened his creaking knees and drew himself upright. He was cold,
damp, and cramped; and all this added venom to his malignancy.

Lurching awkwardly, he shambled along the grass to the stile,
climbed, and went along the twitchel to his own gate. If it cost him his
job once more, he'd settle this little game. Wouldn’t he, just! He’'d
show them. He’d show them.

He was in such a rage, as he drew near the greenhouse, he went so
slowly, on tiptoe, that he seemed to emanate in hate rather than to
walk to the threshold of the poor little place. He got there, and stood
still. He stood evilly and malignantly still, and listened; listened, with
all his cute attention and shameful old knowledge.

Poor Emmie! She thought she’d got a demon inside the greenhouse;
she little suspected a devil outside. Gilbert did not make her happy any
more. Instead of being nice and soft and spoony, and pleasant in his
coming-on, he was rough and hard. She was startled, jarred in her
rather melty mood. She hadn’t bargained for this. If she had not pos-
sessed a rather catty courage, she would have cried out. But her soul
rose against him, and she hated him.

And then, at an awful moment, the door slowly opened, and she gave
an awful, stifled yell.

“What’s going on in there?”’ came a beastly policeman’s voice.

Emmie heard it, and seemed to fall for a moment into a fit, paralysed.
Gilbert was arrested, perfectly still.

“You’re coming out there, aren’t you?” said the voice. “Come on;
let’s see who you are.”

And there was a little rattling sound of a box of matches. He was
going to strike a light. Emmie was making a funny little sound, as if
she had fallen into icy water. Gilbert, on his knees, turned. He saw the
stooping figure, stooping policeman-like in the doorway, and black
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rage burst his head like a bomb. He crouched and leapt like a beast, but
aimed too high, and only caught the cap and hair of his assailant. The
two men went down with a crash upon a gooseberry bush.

Emmie had leaped to her feet with another hoarse cry. The men were
a confused heap. She heard gurgling curses from her father. She gave a
third raven-like cry, and sped straight down the garden, through the
gate, and away into the night.

A window had opened, and a frightened voice was saying:

“What’s amiss? Who is it? Is it you, Emmie? Who is it?”

Children’s voices were calling, ‘“ Mother! Mother!”

Gilbert had risen to his feet, but the other man clung after him,
determined not to let him go, frenzied like some lurking creature of
prey. In a convulsion of revolt, Gilbert flung the gripoing horror from
him, madly; flung himself free, and turned blindly to escape. He was
through the gate, down the twitchel and over the stile in one moment,
making for the dark country, whereas Emmie had made for the lights
of Woodhouse.

The disorder of his clothing impeded his running. He heard the
other man rushing to the stile. He turned, in the darkness of the open
field, and said loudly:

“Come on, and I'll kill you.”

By the sound of his voice, he probably would have done so.

Women and children were screaming from the house.

The other man thought better of it, and turned back.

Gilbert, standing there on the defensive, adjusted himself and waited.
No one came. He walked away into the night. He had lost his cap in the
fray.

4. APHRODITE AND THE COW

During the week that followed, Gilbert heard nothing of Emmie or
of the Sunday-night affair. He was busy at Haysfall during the day,
and during some of the evenings. He might have made an opportunity
for running over to Woodhouse; but he didn’t.

Sunday came again; a fine day for once, dim-blue and wintry. Gil-
bert looked out of his window upon it when he got up, and after break-
fast went out into the wood-yard. Tall yellow timbers reared up into the
sky, leaning to one another and crossing in the air. Planks, correctly
arranged in squares, with a space between each plank, stood seasoning.
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In the shed were planks and poles in solid piles. Near a chopping-block
was a pile of split faggots, while huge trunks of trees, oak and elm,
stripped of branches, lay aside like swathed corpses. Gilbert noticed the
star-shaped cracks that ran from the centres of the trunk-bottoms,
thought of the plant-histology, and in a dim sort of way calculated the
combination of forces that had brought about the fissures. He ran his
finger over a heavy-grained oak surface, and to him it was an ex-
quisite pleasure, vibrating in his veins like music, to realize the flexible
but grandly-based rhythm in the morphological structure of the tree,
right from the root-tip through the sound trunk, right out to a leaf-tip;
wonderful concatenation and association of cells, incalculable and yet
so genetic in their rhythm, unfolding the vast unsymmetrical symmetry
of the tree. What he loved so much in plant morphology was that, given
a fixed mathematical basis, the final evolution was so incalculable. It
pleased him to trace inherent individual qualities in each separate
organic growth, qualities which were over and above the fixed qualities
belonging to the genus and the species, and which could not really be
derived by a chain of evolutionary cause-and-effect. Could they? Could
the individual peculiarities all derive from the chain of cause and
effect? He mused abstractedly. The question piqued him. He had
almost decided not. The one little element of individuality, not attribut-
able to any cause, fascinated him always in plants and trees. He longed
to make quite sure of it. He longed to feel it musically. In plants it
seemed to him so profoundly suggestive, the odd aloneness of the separ-
ate self in each specimen. He longed to hear the new note of this in
music. But his longing was vague, far removed from the intensity of
action.

He dawdled the morning away, with his pipe. There were things he
ought to do. But he could not begin. He sat in the kitchen by the fire,
glancing over the large pages of Lloyd’s Weekly, the lurid Sunday
newspaper, whilst the woman made pies and an apple-dumpling, and
continually pushed past him to the oven; whilst the saucepans bubbled
and sent off first a smell of pudding-cloth, then a scent of vegetable-
steam; whilst the meat sizzled in the oven, and his father came and
went, fidgety, and drank a glass of beer between-whiles.

Between father and son there was not much correspondence. The old
man was mean, and he kept his heart also to himself. He looked with a
jealous eye on his son, half-scorning him because he did no real work,
nothing in the wood-yard, for example, and in the other half admiring
him for being so clever. At the bottom he was domineeringly grateful to
have the lad at home, though he found every manner of fault with him.
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His only other child, a girl, a woman now, was married, with children
of her own, and because she needed a little more money, the old man
was secretly determined to leave all to Gilbert.

A few instincts Gilbert had of a gentleman so-called. He could not
bear to sit down to dinner unshaven and with no collar on, as his father
did. So, judging from the smell of the sirloin that it was nearly done, he
went upstairs to his room and shaved and dressed. His bedroom was
bare and tidy. There was not a picture, not a book. From the window
he looked down on the wood-yard. But next to his bedroom was a sort
of study, with many books, and a piano, a violin and music-stand, piles
and sheets of music. This room, too, was tidy and clean, though Gilbert
tidied and cleaned it all himself.

Being dressed, he went and touched his violin; but he did not want to
play. He turned over a sheet of music; but did not want to look at it.
He waited for the woman to call him to dinner.

After dinner, he had still his mind to make up. He went out to his
motor-cycle and got it ready. He went indoors and put on his rubbers.
He pushed off, and was running noiselessly down Whetstone’s steep
main street, past tram-cars and saunterers, before he knew where he was
going.

And then, after all, he turned towards Woodhouse. In half an hour
he was there, and had put up his cycle. Coming out, brushed and tidy,
on to the Knarborough Road, he hesitated which way to turn. There-
fore he did not turn, but walked forward.

And whom should he see but Patty Goddard walking down the
rather empty street; it was too soon for the afternoon chapel people,
and the men were having a last drink before half-past two. Patty in a
dark wine-coloured coat and skirt and dark silk hat, with grey gloves
and very carefully-chosen shoes, walking by herself with her pale, full,
ivory face towards the afternoon sun! She smiled across the road to
him, and nodded. He strode over to her.

“Oh! I thought you might come this afternoon or evening,” she
said, and he felt a touch of significance in her voice, and was uncom-
fortable.

“Is Lewis there?”’ he asked, jerking his head in the direction of the
house.

“No. He’s gone to an I.LL.P. meeting in Knarborough. I expect him
back about six. Did you want him?” Again her dark eyes seemed to
glance up at him with a certain mocking spite.

“No—no,” said Gilbert.

“Another appointment, perhaps?*’ smiled Patty maliciously.
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“No, I haven't. I've got nothing to do.”

“Oh, well, then, if you'd care to take a walk. I'm just enjoying the
sun while it lasts.”

“Yes, if you don’t mind.”

And he took his place at her side. She was pleased. But today her
pleasure was qualified, though she kept the qualification a secret. She
made no more mention of the previous Sunday, and the conversation
between them was rather lame.

They descended the hill in the pleasant afternoon, and came to the
damp, mossy old park wall, under the trees. Patty stopped before the
unimposing, wooden park gate.

“I thought I'd walk across the park,” she said.  Lewis has managed
to get the key.”

So Gilbert opened the gate, and they walked along the pink-coloured
drive, between the greenish winter grass. The old hall was shut up;
everywhere seemed abandoned in the wintry sunshine of the afternoon.
Just before they came to the second gate, the gate of the forlorn gar-
den, Patty went to a huge beech tree, and smilingly took out a pair of
rubber over-shoes.

“We keep all kinds of surprises here,” she said. “But I love to walk
across the grass past the brook. I love the sound of water so much, and
the berries are so beautiful this year.”

It was true. The dark, shaggy, hairy hawthorn trees had a purplish-
burning look; they were still so heavy with haw. They stood about
fairly numerous in the near part of the park. Gilbert and Patty walked
along the crest of the stagnant, artificial ponds that lay melancholy in
their abandon below the old house. Then Patty led the way across the
rough grass, to the brook which rattled and clucked under deep hedges.
Gilbert helped her to pick scarlet rose-berries, and black privet berries,
and white snow-berries from the bushes that grew rampant down by the
brook. Patty flushed with exercise and pleasure. She was happy gather-
ing the wet, bright, cold berries on their twigs and branches. She
was excited being helped by the young man near her. It was such
a pungent, chill isolation, this of theirs down in the hollow of
the forsaken park, the open country, pathless, stretching in the dim
beyond.

“Aren’t they beautiful? Aren’t they lovely?” said Patty, holding
out the bunch between her white hands. The scarlet and black and
white heavy berries looked well in her hands. Her pale face was almost
like an ivory snow-berry itself, set with dark, half-tired, half-malicious
eyes. Her mouth set in an odd way, a slight grimace of malice against
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life. She had had such a happy married life, such a perfect love with
Lewis.

“Tell me, now,” she said to him, with her intensive seriousness of a
franchised woman, “how you look on marriage.” And she glanced at
him furtively, a touch of unconscious, general malevolence between
her brows.

“Marriage? Me? Why, I don’t know,” came Gilbert’s gruff voice.
Then he stood still, to ponder. She watched his face. He looked for-
wards and upwards, into space. “‘I shall marry some day,” he said.

“You will? But what sort of woman? What sort of marriage will
itbe?”

He pondered still.

“Why,” he said, ““a woman with brains, I think. A woman who
could stand on her own feet, not one who would cling to me. I shouldn’t
mind, you know, what she did. If she liked another man, all right. We
should be good pals. Oh, I should want a woman to do as she liked.”

Patty watched him sardonically, then strode on a few paces.

“You would? You think you would?” she replied, and the sar-
donic touch sounded in her voice. She was thinking how young he was,
and how full of mental conceit. He glanced down at her, and his full,
dark-blue eyes met her brown, onyx-bright eye. A flush came over her
face, and a doubt over his mind, or his spirit, rather.

“I think so,” he said.

“Yes, you think so,” she replied quietly, walking on. He followed in
silence.

“Why?* he said. “Don’t you?”

She stopped, and turned round to him, smiling suddenly, her face
seeming to flicker all over with a strange, ivory-coloured flame, amid
which her eyes showed dark.

“Ah!” she said. “What a difference there is between what you think
now and what you’ll think afterwards!”

She was usually rather uncouth in expressing herself, and he, for the
moment, was dazzled, had lost his feet. He only looked at her, at her
strange, changed, almost uncanny face, so tense in its laughing. Some-
thing stirred in his veins. Something completely unusual awoke in him.

He had never had any real contact with a woman; only with tarts
and bits of girls and sports like Emmie. Other women, such as Patty,
had always been to him dresses with faces. And now, to his terror, some-
thing else seemed to be emerging from her face, a new Aphrodite
from the stiff dark sea of middle-aged matronliness, an Aphrodite
drenched with knowledge, rising in a full ivory-soft nudity, infinitely
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more alluring than anything flapperdom could offer. Some veil was
rent in his consciousness, and he remained a moment, lost, open-
mouthed. Patty dropped her eyes, and her smile became small and a
little weary.

She had had to try to beat the flappers and the sports. She had had to
try to break the spoon-spell; which was the spell of her marriage, alas.
And she saw the beginnings of victory. But she was frightened. After
all, she too was very fixed in her old way of life, up to the neck in the
stiff wave of her fine serge dress. And to rise like Aphrodite—ah, after
all—! There were so many considerations. Perhaps she was more
frightened even than he.

He remained bemused, suddenly realizing the soft, full Aphrodite
steeped in the old sea of matrimony, and ready to rise, perhaps; rise
from the correct, wine-coloured coat and skirt of fine serge in all her ex-
quisite fulness and softness of forty years, and all the darkness of a
finished past in her eyes. A finished past. The sense of it came over him
with a shock. He looked at her, but she was walking slowly, with bent
head. He saw the outline of her forty-year-old cheek, full and ivory-
white; he saw the bowed head. And in the flame that ran from his feet
to his head all the Emmies of the world withered and were gone like
so many shavings.

“What do you think of marriage yourself?"’ he blurted out.

“Ah!” she only half-looked at him, funking the question, and
answering archly: “I don’t think about it, for myself. I have it behind
me. You have it ahead of you. There’s a difference.”

He watched her, puzzling over her. She would not look at him, except
with a screwed-up, baffling sort of smile. He pondered in his logical
way.

“But what you have behind you, have I got that in front of me?”
he asked, putting himself in Lewis’s place for all the past years, and
not feeling himself fit.

Patty was caught in the net of her own words.

“No,” she said, seriously, becoming again the clumsy, thinking
woman. “No. You're a generation younger than that. You’re bound to
start different from where we started. But you've got to start some-
where.”

Her phrases came out clumsily.

“Perhaps where you left off,” he said, inspired.

She flushed suddenly like a red camellia flower. She was very like a
camellia flower; usually creamy-white, now rose.

“Yes,” she said, in her suffragette voice now. ‘“Very probably.” She
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was retreating on to safe ground; the platform of Woman. He felt it;
and still, in his one-sighted way, was looking for the full, soft, pale
Aphrodite.

“Then I should want a woman who’s been through it all,”” he said,
logically infallible. She winced, and retreated further on to the dry
boards of the theoretic platform.

“I don’t know. I shouldn’t like to be so sure. There are many kinds
of women in the world ; many more than you have ever dreamed of. You
don’t see them—but they’re there. You see little—remarkably little, if
I may have the impudence to say so.”

And she smiled at him in the old, matronly, woman-who-thinks
fashion. But it had no effect this time, because, between the blinkers of
his logical concentration, he was looking ahead along his own road.

“Yes—I think that’s true. I think that’s true. But you won’t get me
to believe that you can find me a girl, a woman under thirty, who can
start where a woman of your age and experience leaves off. You won’t
get me to believeit.”

“Why not?” she cried. “Can you, of all men, judge? Can you even
have any idea where it is that a woman of my age and experience leaves
off? How do you know?”’

Now she was fencing with other weapons, trying to flirt with him.
But she had reckoned without her host. She was not prepared for the
blinkers of concentration which shut out from this Balaam’s ass of a
mathematician all the side-tracks into which she would cajole him, and
sent him straight ahead with his nose against the opposing angel.

He looked straight down on her, with full, dark-blue eyes. And she,
suddenly caught as by an apparition, was so startled that she let the
crinkly smile fall from her face, and the fencing cunning drop like a
mask from her eyes. For a second she met his look of strange enquiry,
and it was more than she could bear. Her heart ceased beating; she
wilted backwards. Mercifully, he began to speak.

“I’ve just realized something,” he said. “And you can’t make me be-
lieve different till I realize something else.”

What she heard in this speech was that he loved her; loved not the
girl in her, nor the independent, modern, theorizing woman Lewis had
loved; not that, but the soft, full, strange, unmated Aphrodite of forty,
who had been through all ideal raptures of love and marriage and
modern motherhood, through it all; and through the foam of the fight
for freedom, the sea of ideal right and wrong, and now was emerging,
slowly, mysteriously, ivory-white and soft, woman still, leaving the sea
of all her past, nay, the sea of all the extant human world behind her,
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and rising with dark eyes of age and experience, and a few grey hairs
among the dark; soft, full-bodied, mature, and woman still, unpos-
sessed, unknown of men, unfathomed, unexplored, belonging nowhere
and to no one, only to the unknown distance, the untrodden shore of
all the sea of all the unknown knowledge. Aphrodite, mistress, mother
of all the worlds of unknown knowledge that lie over our horizon, she
felt him looking at her with strange, full eyes, seeing her in her un-
guessed ivory-soft nudity, the darkness of her promise in her eyes, the
woman of forty, and desiring her with a profound desire that seemed
like a deep, far-off bell booming, or a sea coming up.

And her strength ebbed ; it was too much for her.

“Hadn’t we better be turning home?” she asked, wide-eyed and
pathetic.

“Ay, I suppose we had,” he answered automatically.

And they veered on the wintry grass, in the pale-coloured wintry
afternoon. They had walked to the far end of the park, where it was
open like a wide, rough meadow. At this end some rather shaggy cattle
were out to pasture, winter-rough creatures. Some rough horses were
in a far corner, by the fence. Patty was looking round her, with a sort of
anxious look on her face. She wanted to get back, back on to the road;
above all, back into her own pleasant room, with her feet on her own
hassock.

“You don’t mind cows, do you?” asked Gilbert, noticing her
anxiety.

“No. I don’t like them, though—not too near. I didn’t know these
were here.”

“They’re all right,” said Gilbert.

“Oh, yes, I'm sure they are,” she said. But she hurried rather ner-
vously. Glancing round, she said anxiously:

“Do you think that one means mischief?”’

He saw a heifer putting her head down.

“No,” he said negligently. He had no natural fear of cattle.

““She does,” said Patty vehemently. ““She’s coming.”

“Not she,” said Gilbert easily.

But Patty was looking round in fear.

“Where can I go?"” she cried.

“Don’t bother,” he said.

But she glanced round and gave a cry.

“She’s coming!” And she started running forward, blindly, with
little, frightened steps. Patty was making for the brook, as the nearest
safety.
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Gilbert turned round. And, sure enough, the heifer, with her head
down, was running forward in that straight line of vicious intent which
cows have when they do mean mischief. Gilbert was startled. Patty’s
nervousness unnerved him also. His instinct was to take to his heels. But
he remained where he was, in a moment of stupefaction.

The heifer was going for Mrs. Goddard. She was a dark-red creature
with sharp horns. Gilbert gave a shout, and running forward to the
vicious, disagreeable-tempered beast, he flung his cherry-wood walk-
ing-stick at her. It caught her on the neck and rattled in her horns. She
wavered, shook her head, and stopped. Gilbert took off his overcoat,
and whirling it by the sleeve, walked towards her. She watched—
snorted—suddenly, with a round swerve, made off, galloping into the
distance, her tail in the air, female and defiant.

“She’s gone. Don’t run. She’s all right,” he called to the speeding
Patty.

Patty glanced round with a white face of anguish.

“No. She’ll come again,” she said, in a stifled voice. And she pressed
forward.

“She won’t. You needn’t hurry,” said Gilbert, hastening after the
dark little form of the woman, who pressed forward blindly, with hur-
ried steps. He followed at some distance behind her, having recovered
his stick.

The cow had stopped, and was watching. When he looked again,
she had her head down and was coming on again.

“Damn the thing!” he exclaimed, in nervousness and anger. And
stick in one hand, overcoat in the other, he started walking towards the
animal, like some nervous toreador.

The cow ran at him. He threw his overcoat right in her face, and
turned and ran also for a few paces. When he looked round, the cow
was galloping in a funny, jerky zigzag, with his overcoat hanging on one
horn, stumbling, snorting, shaking her head. There went his overcoat.

Patty was at the brook, climbing down among the bushes. The cow
was prancing and jerking in the near distance, floundering with the
black overcoat. He stood with his stick, and waited. He wanted his
coat.

So he set off after the cow. She was a rare scarecrow, plunging and
ducking in fear and fury. He pursued her as she dodged, shouting after
her. At last she trod on the coat and got it off her horn, and went gal-
loping away. He recovered his garment, and returned after Patty.

She had scrambled through the deep brook and up the other bank,
and was leaning against a tree, with her eyes shut, faint. Her feet were
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full of water, there was brown earth on her skirt at the knee, where she
had scrambled, and her breast was heaving. She could not speak.

When he came up, he was filled with consternation.

“Has it upset you?"’ he asked, not knowing what to do.

“Frightened me,” she murmured, gasping. She was ill. She could not
stand up. She subsided at the foot of the tree, with her head dropped.

He stood near, looking on in distress and anxiety. He did not know in
the least what to do. He wanted to put his coat for her to sit on, but did
not like to disturb her. Her head was dropped as if she was unconscious,
but her besom laboured.

He waited, in nervous, irritable suspense. Her breathing seemed to
be quieter. At last she lifted her head. Her face was paper-white, there
were dark lines under her eyes, her eyes seemed dimmed.

“I’'m sorry to give you so much trouble,” she said, rather ghostily.
“But it’s my heart. It gives way-—on these occasions.”

She seemed a shattered, elderly woman. He felt pity, distress, shame,
and irritation.

At last she put her hand on the earth to rise. He assisted her, and
steadied her. He had seen her overshoes full of water.

“Let me take off your galoshes,” he said.

She leaned against the tree as he did so. He saw her nice shoes were
wet too. And he wiped her skirt with his handkerchief where it was
soiled.

“Thank you. Thank you,” she said. “It’s awfully weak of me. But
I can’t help it.” She closed her eyes, haggardly.

“Don’t you bother. Let me do what I can for you,” he said sym-
pathetically.

At last she drew herself together, haggard-looking.

“T’ll see if I can walk,” she said, her mouth thin and pinched and
frightened. He held her by the arm to support her, and wished they
were both out of the situation.

So they crossed the meadow, crept through a fence into a bit of an
orchard, and through the orchard gate into the road. She suffered
agonies of self-consciousness because people saw them, and agonies of
self-consciousness all the way home, because of her appearance. It
seemed a cruel long way. And Gilbert at her side took step after step,
and thought to himself his luck was out as regards women. As a matter
of fact, the accident of the cow was rather a bitter blow to him, though
he formulated nothing in his consciousness. Still, he felt that his heart
had wakened and risen, and been knocked back again with a mallet-
stroke. But he took it rather for granted that life was like that.
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As for poor Patty, she felt humiliated, and was rather petulant. She
recovered from her shock as she walked home, but her face did not lose
all its haggardness and its broken look. And she wanted Lewis. She
badly wanted Lewis to come home. She wanted him to be there. The
presence of this other man was a strain on her. She wanted her husband.

5. CHOIR CORRESPONDENCE

Thissame evening, Emmie sat in the choir loft in chapel and warbled
with her pleasant little voice. She was looking rather nipped, having
had a bad week of it. But tonight she was on the wing again, and perk-
ing up her indomitable little head under her jaunty brown velour hat.
Still, it was rather an effort. The enemy sat below, inimical. His stiff,
thin figure rose at the end of the family pew; he looked as if butter
wouldn’t melt in his mouth, he sat so meek and still, with such a pietis-
tic look on his face as he gazed up to the pulpit. Anyone would have
imagined that the plump minister, in a black B.A. gown, shed out some
mild incandescent light as he fluttered his plump hands, such a wistful
effulgence seemed to linger on Alf Bostock’s rapt, black-whiskered face.
He looked almost lovely, the demon; he was rather good-looking.
Emmie spitefully itched to throw things in his rapt mug. But her hate
went deep just now—down to rebellion-level. The poor mother sat next
the father, rather reddish and mottled in complexion, of no particular
expression at all, except that she appeared submissive and seemed to be
taking a rest, just sitting still. Her lilac hat looked as if it had been in
the weather; a look her hats were apt to get, in spite of all her daughters
could do. After the mother came a row of Bostocks, dear little Fra-
Angelico-faced girls and rather long-nosed sons. The biggest son sat at
the remote end of the pew, a long lad of nineteen, mild-looking, balan-
cing the sermon-imbibing father who sat next the aisle, with his hands
folded in his black-trousered lap.

Emmie was struggling hard to spread her game little wings. But they
felt rather numb, after the treatment she had undergone. She watched
the little minister. He was very plump, and rather ridiculous, perched
on a stool in the pulpit and gyrating his pretty hands, as his voice
soared or sank in leisurely, elegant measure. He was rather a comic;
but Emmie liked him. He was nothing if not indulgent and good-
natured. She would almost have liked to flirt with him. He loved his
preaching, seemed to be swimming like some elegant little merman in
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the waters of his eloquence. A spirit of mischief spread its spoiled,
storm-beaten wings in her eyes.

Just in front of her, among the altos, sat Agatha Sharp, next to
Alvina Houghton. Agatha was one of Emmie’s pals, a school-teacher
like herself, but much better-behaved. Tall and slim, the girl in the
altos sat looking her best, her boy being in a pew away below, facing
her.

Emmie twitched and fidgeted, glanced bird-like down on the bonnets
and parted hair in the chapel and shifted on her seat like a fidgety bird
on a bough, looking down on a motionless congregation, sermon-
drugged. She knocked down her anthem-sheet, and picked it up again;
sat with it in her lap; took a hymn-book, fished a stump of pencil from
her pocket and began to scribble on her anthem-sheet, on the back:

‘“Lovely spoon last week with G. N. Eh, what do you think. Wire-
whiskers came back from work and caught us. Oh ay, Agatha, I nearly
had a fit. G. N. and W. W. went for one another, and I ran off—
thought I was never going back home.”

She folded down the anthem-sheet like a game of consequences and
poked her friend in the back. Agatha looked round. Emmie gave her
the paper and pencil. Agatha, flushing and looking demure, bowed her
head to read the paper. Then she, too, put the pencil to her lips,
scribbled, and put her hand behind her back without turning round.
Emmie fished up the paper and pencil.

“Do you mean after chapel? Wherever did you go?”

Emmie sucked her pencil and scribbled.

“About half-past ten. He caught us in our greenhouse. I'd got no hat
on nor anything. I ran without knowing where I was going, to Lewis
Goddard’s.”

She poked Agatha in the back. Instead of looking round, Agatha
curled her hand behind her. Emmie deposited the paper in the fingers
of her friend. Alvina Houghton, who disapproved of Emmie, looked
round rather snappishly. Emmie turned up her nose.

Back came the paper.

“You bad wench. How did you go home? Have you seen G. N.
since?”

Emmie snatched the paper, sucked her pencil, and scribbled hastily.

“I stopped all night at Goddard’s. Mrs. G. rather snipey. Lewis went
down home and told our Dad a thing or two. I was awfully bad—they
thought I was going to be really badly. So did I. T didn’t go to school
Monday—stopped in bed at Goddard’s, and went home in the after-
noon. Our Dad hasn’t spoken to me since.”
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Again Agatha felt a poke in the back. Again she curled her hand be-
hind her. And again Alvina Houghton glanced round, frowning coldly,
while Cissy Gittens glanced inquiringly over her shoulder. The choir
was beginning to concentrate upon this correspondence. Even some of
the audience were noticing a new centre of disturbance. And the clergy-
man, poor man, was becoming decidedly irritable in his delivery, fidget-
ing on his foot-stool.

Back came the paper from Agatha.

“You are an awful bad catamaran. Haven’t you seen G. N. since?”

Emmie got the paper, and industriously popped her pencil to her lips.

“No, I've never been out. He wouldn’t let me. Never saw you
Wednesday. He’s trying his hardest to get G. N.’s name. He’s got his
cap. But he’s never asked me. He bothers our mother, and the others.
He’d better not ask me.”

The paper went, and returned.

“This will be a lesson to you, my lady. What will he do if he gets
G. N.s name? Did they really hit one another? Didn’t he see G. N.?
Oh I do think it’s awful.”

Emmie seized this message, and wrote:

“They were down in a gooseberry-bush when I scooted for my life.
Look at the scratches on W. W.s ear. It was pitch-dark. He says I'm
never going to be out again after dark. Aren’t I? I'm not frightened of
him. But he’s not going to get Great Northern’s name. Our mother
doesn’t know either. They’re all trying to guess. Do you think he’ll
come tonight? Can’t see him if he does. You'll have to tell him, Agatha.
He’s the best spoon out. But tell him not to come again—not just yet.
I'm going to be a reformed character, and stick to Walter George.
What? See me—"

A poke in Agatha’s back.

And at the same time the minister raised his fat, near-sighted, pince-
nezed face, that was red as a boiled shrimp. Agatha was reading in
sublime unconsciousness, when the whole congregation woke from its
sermonial somnolence with a shudder as if someone had scratched on a
slate a long shriek with a screeching pencil. So did the changed note in
the minister’s sweet-oil voice set their teeth on edge like vinegar.

“I should be glad if the interruption from the choir could be brought
to an end. I have continued as long as I could without observation, but
further continuance is impossible. Either the unseemly correspondence
in the choir gallery must cease, or I must close for this evening.”

A moment’s pause and re-adjustment.

“Please let the passing of papers cease,’

’

continued the all-forgiving
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minister. “I should be extremely sorry to hurt any individual feelings.
But I speak out of painful necessity, after considerable endurance. And
I cannot continue under the strain of the previous distraction.”

He was nettled, but with Christian forbearance already rubbed
dock-leaves on the sting, adjusted his eye-glasses, looked down at his
notes, and, still red as a boiled shrimp, picked up his oratorical voice,
which somehow he seemed to have dropped and left in the distance.
The sermon began to trickle its suave flow again.

But the congregation! The congregation was electrified. Every eye
was on the choir-gallery, except only the eyes of those who sat in
the rather select pews beneath the said gallery. And these, the nobs, so
far forgot themselves as to screw their necks and look up at the sloping
roof near above them, as if their x-ray eyes could pierce the flooring
and distinguish the offender by his, or her, shoe-soles. Sternly and
indignantly they stared at the little roof over their heads, above which
roof, they knew, were perched the choral angels of the chapel. Fallen
angels indeed.

In the choir itself consternation and indignation struggled in every
breast. As the Roman emperors were jealous and suspicious of any
society which leagued itself together within the body-politic, so are
Christian ministers obliged to beware of the wheels within wheels of
their church. A choir is an unpaid independent body, highly oligarchic
and given to insubordination. For music, said to be a soothing art, pro-
duces the most wayward members of the Christian community. If the
army caused the fall of emperor after emperor, how many Christian
ministers are unpleasantly thrown from the pulpit in these self-governing
churches by the machinations of the obstreperous choir! So little Daddy
Dixon, as he was half-affectionately called, had better beware how
he rushes with his angry lamb’s bleat of expostulation into this moun-
tainous nest of bears and she-bears.

From consternation the choir quickly passed to indignation. Poor
Agatha sat with her crimson face buried in her bosom, screened by her
broad black hat. Emmie, the impudent, sat with her nose in the air,
looking guilty. Alvina Houghton and Cissie Gittens kept glancing
round at her, damnatory. The other members glanced at Emmie, and
then turned their indignant looks to one another, before they directed
them in a volume against the little minister, perched there just beneath
them on his little stool, continuing his little sermon, mildly flourishing
his deprecating, plump hand out of the black wing of his gown. Emmie
might be guilty of slight misdemeanour. But then, was she not an old
member of the sacred choral college? And was this privileged body to
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be submitted to the injury and ignominy of a public rebuke from the
pulpit? From Daddy Dixon, moreover, that plump lamb! Bears and
she-bears uttered inaudible growls, and flounced on their seats, crackled
their music-sheets, and altogether tehaved like a mutiny on the upper
deck.

Alf Bostock, however, sat with a wolf’s eye glaring greenly up at his
perky daughter. Mrs. Bostock’s brows were knitted with ancient per-
plexity, as she too looked upwards, on her right. The boy Bostocks had
gone red to their ears, of course. They seized every available oppor-
tunity of going red to the ears.

Came the closing hymn, sung by the choir as if they had grit between
their teeth. Meanwhile the poor parson sat in the pulpit, with his brow
in his hand, drawing upon himself the full and vicious flow of sympathy
from the congregation, the extra venom of the choir, who stood upright
in their dimmish loft like a crowd of demons on the war-path.

Poor Norman Dixon prayed, in the final prayer, that hearts might be
kept from anger and turned away from wrath, and oh, if we, whose
sacred duty it is to guide the way along the path of Right, if we should
stumble and catch our feet against the stones of passion, may we in our
humble repentance before Thee beseech that our stumbling shall not
cause others to fall, but shall rather show them the difficulties of the
way, and assist them to walk in uprightness and love, remembering that
each has his own burden to bear along the difficult journey of life, and
that he who adds weight to his brother’s burden does not thereby make
lighter his own, but brings weariness and sorrow where before was joy.
For oh, let us beware of our own thoughtlessness . . .

This homily, though intended of course for the Almighty, the choir
set down to their own account, and determined not to be mollified all
at once. No, indeed. If Norman Dixon stumbled it was his own toe he
must blame, not somebody else’s stone that lay in the way. Let him
pick his way through the stones. What else was he a minister of the gos-
pel for? And the congregation half agreed. After all, he could have
spoken later on, in private, and not have caused a public scandal.
Everybody is so eager to pull the chair of authority from under the
poor devil whom they have chosen to sit down in it.

Only one member of the congregation agreed, and more than
agreed, with plump Norman Dixon in the pulpit. We know who this
member was. He proceeded to gnash his teeth in preparation.

Emmie knew well enough the fat was in the fire, and therefore
she was dumb when the choir rather guiltily moaned the emotional
vesper:
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Lord, keep us safe this night,
Secure from all our fears.

May angels guard us while we sleep,
Till morning light appears.

The bass curved up and the treble curved down in the luscious melody,
and Emmie tried to gather her wits. Things were already at a break-
ing-point between her and her pa.

As the choir trooped down the stairs after service, venting their
indignation, Emmie hurried and caught her friend by the arm.

“Oh, I-say, Agatha, damn Norman Dixon. What had ke got to go
and put his foot in it for? I say, if he’s waiting—you know—you’ll tell
him, won’t you? Oh, an’ I say, I've got a book of his. Tell him I s’ll
leave it for him at Lewis Goddard’s, shall you. I fair forgot it till to-
night, when I was thinking of last week. Oh, I'm fair sick of things,
Agatha. I'm sure I wish I was dead, I’'m that persecuted. You know my
Dad’s made my mother swear she’ll tell him everything what I do. She
told me herself he had. And what do you think, he can wring anything
out of her, the inquisition devil. He’d better not try it on me, though,
or he’ll get more than he’s bargained for. I tell you what, Agatha, I
could fair jump in the cut, I could, I'm that harassed and tormented.
And all by that old fool. And what’s more, what right has he? I'm over
twenty-one. I hope his rabbits’ll die, for I hate him. Eh, Agatha. And
tell him—you know—that I can’t get his cap back for him. My father’s
got it, trying to get a clue from it. But he won’t then, because it was
bought at Parker’s in Knarborough and hasn’t got a name or anything
in. I got it out of my mother, all that. But Lewis Goddard’ll stand
by me. An’ I shall run away to our Fan’s if he gives me any more
bother.”

They had reached the needle’s-eye gate by which the choir emerged
from the chapel precincts. Emmie glanced swiftly round. Yes, there was
Gilbert on the opposite pavement. She pinched Agatha’s arm excitedly.

“He’s come, Agatha. You tell him. And if he wants to see me, tell
him—"

“You'’re coming, there, aren’t you?” said a policeman-like voice.
We know whose.

“Yes, I am,” said Emmie sullenly. Then: “Good-night, Agatha.
Hope I shall see you Wednesday.”

And she followed her irate parent, who joined her forlorn mother at
the big gate, and the family trailed off in a disconsolate Sunday-night
crowd.

Agatha meanwhile went across the road.
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“Good evening, Mr. Noon. Excuse me. Emmie can’t come tonight.
She told me about last week. You know, don’t you ...”

“Yes,” said Gilbert. “Mr. Goddard told me about it. Hasn’t she been
to chapel, then? Wasn’t that she?”

“Yes. Her father made her go home. He’s in another of his tan-
trums now. Oh—here’s my boy. Can I introduce you . . .”

And Agatha went on to communicate all Emmie’s commissions.

“All right,” said Gilbert. “Give her these when you see her. I shall
go to Goddard’s for the book.”

He gave Agatha the inevitable packet of chocolates, and turned away.
Ah, spoony chocolates! 'Tis you who have made the cocoa fortunes.
And now Gilbert will buy no more. Lewis had given him a lively des-
cription of Emmie’s plight on the previous Sunday night; how she
seemed to be losing her reason; and all the things he, Lewis, had said
to her father, first oil, then vinegar; and how Bostock had been brought
to promise to say nothing to the girl; how he had kept his promise, but
had been up to Patty to find out if she could tell him what the fellow’s
name was. Of course she couldn’t. Of course Emmie hadn’t mentioned
the name to them. This with one of Lewis’s side-looks, which told Gil-
bert that the Goddards knew only too well. Moreover, he remembered
that Emmie was going to leave the book for him at Lewis’s. Whereupon
he had something else to put in his pipe and smoke. And Alf Bostock
was a nasty customer, Lewis said ; one of your reformed ones.

6. THE SACK

Meanwhile a pretty kettle of fish was preparing for Mr. Noon. He
smelled nothing of it for some days. Neither did he go over to Wood-
house, but let matters remain where they were. He was annoyed and
irritated by the whole business. The thought of Emmie now gave him a
prickly sensation in his skin and made him knit his brows irritably. He
had been relieved that he could not see her on the Sunday evening, and
after receiving her message he hoped the whole affair was finished.
Never would he start such a mess again; never. For the whole world of
spooning, bits of fluff, jolly good sports, bits of hot stuff and the like he
now felt a prickly repulsion, an irritable distaste. No more of that for
him.

But wait a bit. Let him not holloa till he is out of the wood.

He did not go to the Goddards’ either, because he felt that Patty
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had been making a butt of him. Yes, while he was feeling such a hero
in the park, she was laughing up her sleeve at him.

“While from the dark park, hark. ..” The ridiculous Tom Hood line
ran in his mind. Yes, he was a fool, a born fool and a made fool, both,
and he felt in a state of intense irritation against everybody he knew
and the whole circumstances of his life.

To crown which, on Thursday he received a note, at schocl, request-
ing him to attend a meeting in camera of the Higher Grade Committee
at Knarborough, at seven in the evening—signed M. Britten.

Haysfall Technical School was under the control of the Education
Committee, which had its seat in the county town of Knarborough. M.
Britten was Minnie Britten, secretary for the above; and secretary for
everything else into which she could poke her nose. Gilbert knew her; a
woman with grey hair and a black hat, in a tremendous hurry of men-
tal responsibility and importance, always scuffling in when she wasn’t
wanted and setting all the leaves fluttering with her strained sense of
duty and her exaggerated sense of importance. Heaven knows how
much she cost the county in petrol, for she was not out of the official
motor-car ever for a longer space than half-an-hour. Her superior,
Jimmy Blount, a youngish bald man with an eyeglass, Clerk for Educa-
tion for the County, let her flutter the dovecotes at will. He, poor devil,
was harassed by the officious interference of the innumerable little gods
who have education at heart and can make an official’s chair uncom-
fortable. Mrs. Britten, then—we forgot to mention she was married—
darted about the county wherever she felt she was in request, like some
spider dashing from the centre of its web along the lines every time it
feels or imagines it feels a disturbance. Of course Mrs. Britten did
actually rush into a lot of educational bothers; which proves, of course,
that the bothers existed. Whether her rushes made matters any better,
we leave to the imagination of any individual who has ever had the
misfortune and humiliation to be connected with our educational sys-
tem.
Mrs. Britten, then; she was a B.A. also, and felt that her education
was unquestionable. She wrote pamphlets on Education, and was sur-
prised, yes, surprised, if at least every head-teacher in every school did
notshow an acquaintance with their contents. She was Secretary for the
Children’s Holiday Fund, and an assiduous collector therefor. A foot-
pad, even a burglar with a revolver, is answerable. But Mrs. Britten was
unanswerable, especially to poor quaking elementary school-teachers,
to whom she was the Deus ex machina. She forced the reluctant
sixpences out of them, and let her sun shine on schools whose contri-
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bution tg the Fund was highest. She was an opponent of Feeding the
Children—we must refer to her pamphlet on the subject for the reason
why. In fact, she was for or against innumerable things, so that it was
a wonder her hair hadn’t all disappeared, instead of being merely stone-
grey at forty. She was honest, of course. She was kind, as goes without
saying. She was hard and straightforward and downright enough. Won-
derful what a lot of virtues she managed to have in a hurry. Though she
wasn’t at all a new broom, she swept the dust from pillar to post, and
left everybody spitting, till some poor devil got the dust-pan and col-
lected the dirt.

Mr. Noon knew her. We’ve all known her. Such conscientious people
don’t let themselves remain unknown. She rather approved of Mr. Noon
—because he was so clever, and had brought the remnants of such a
reputation with him from Cambridge. She even rather toadied to him
—in a mental kind of way. Spiteful female teachers said she wouldn’t
at all mind setting her black hat at him; but this isn’t true. Mrs. Britten
was merely Minerva extending her grace and craving a little adulation
in return. She heard—oh, yes, she heard of his peccadilloes. What
escaped her? But, curiously enough, she was rather more indulgent to
him because of them. If he had been so brilliant and impregnable, her
wing might not have covered him. But if not her inteltectual, at least
he might be her moral chicken.

Therefore Gilbert felt no particular qualm when he received the note
summoning him to the meeting in camera. Rather he poured a little
ointment on his prickly, nettle-rashed vanity, and concluded they were
going to consult him, privately, upon some matter connected with the
school—probably the fitting-up of a laboratory for technical chemistry.

So he put his best suit on, tied his tie to his taste, and whizzed over
on the motor-cycle to the county town. When he arrived at the town
hall, the porter told him the meeting was already sitting. He went to
the waiting-room, and there sat cooling his heels. Doubtful if even now
he smelled the above-mentioned fish, which were stewed and nearly
ready for him in the next room.

A bell rang. A clerk went into the meeting-room, returned and
ushered in Mr. Noon. Mrs. Britten was at the head of a long table round
which were seated the various members of the committee, mostly fat
fossils and important persons of complete insignificance. Mrs. Britten
rose to her feet.

“Ah, good evening, Mr. Noon. Will you sit there?”’—and she indi-
cated a chair at the doorwards end of the table, opposite herself. Gilbert
said good evening, and, looking very fresh and spruce, seated himself



156 STORIES AND SKETCHES

in the chair indicated. Meanwhile, down either side of the black-
leathered table the members of the committee, their faces very distinct
owing to the shaded lights that hung over the table and cast all the
glow down on them, looked steadfastly at Mr. Noon, as if they had
expected some inhabitant of Mars to make his appearance. Gilbert sud-
denly felt like a baby that has fallen to the bottom of the sea and finds
all the lobsters staring at him in the undersea light. So they stared, like
enquiring lobsters, and he felt like a baby, with his fresh face and pout-
ing mouth.

But Mrs. Britten had seated herself once more, and stretching out her
arms on the table in a very-much-herself fashion, she held certain
papers within the full glare of the lamp, and began:

“We are sorry, Mr. Noon, to have to call this meeting tonight to con-
sider the subject in hand. Yesterday, a formal report was made and
signed in my presence which, although it does not directly affect the
concerns of this Committee, yet may prejudice your successful work in
the Haysfall Technical School seriously. Is not that so, gentlemen?”

The lobsters buzzed and nodded in the sub-marine. They no longer
looked at Mr. Noon, but studiously away from him. He sat looking
rather wonder-stricken and stupid, with his pouting mouth a shade
open.

“Therefore we have decided to put the matter before you openly,
and hear your account. We are sorry to have to intrude on your private
life, but we do feel that the interests of the school where you are doing
such good work are at stake.”

“Quite!”’ said one of the lobsters distinctly and emphatically. Gil-
bert’s eyes strayed wonderingly to him.

“We are met here in camera, even without a clerk. If we can clear
the matter up satisfactorily, nothing more shall be heard of it. We are
prepared to forget all about it.”

“Oh, certainly, certainly,” barked a couple of lobsters.

At this time Mr. Noon’s attention was interrupted by his recalling the
story about a certain French poet who was seen slowly leading a lobster
by a blue ribbon along one of the boulevards. When a friend asked
him why, why? the poet replied wistfully: “You see, they don’t
bark.”

Gilbert wondered if they really did never bark, or if, under-water,
they rushed out of their rock-kennels and snapped and yapped at the
heels of the passing fishes. This fancy caused him to hear only a wave-
lapping sound for a few moments, which wave-lapping sound was actu-
ally Mrs. Britten’s going-on. He came to himself when she flapped a
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paper to attract his rather vacant-looking attention. He stared alert at
the paper, and heard her portentous reading.

“I wish to make known to the Members of the Knarborough Educa-
tion Committee that Gilbert Noon, science-teacher in Haysfall Tech-
nical School, has been carrying on with my daughter, Emma Grace
Bostock, and has had criminal commerce with her. He has got my
daughter into trouble, and ruined her life. I wish to know whether such
a man is fit to be a teacher of young boys and girls, and if nothing is
going to be done in the matter by the Knarborough Education Com-
mittee. Signed—Alfred Wright Bostock.”

Mrs. Britten’s level voice came coldly to an end, and she looked
keenly at Mr. Gilbert. He sat staring at some invisible point above the
middle of the table, and was quite inscrutable.

“We feel,” said Mrs. Britten, ‘“how delicate the matter is. We wish
above all things not to trespass. But we find we must have an answer
from your own mouth. The meeting is private—everything will be kept
in strictest privacy. Will you tell us, please, whether this statement by
the man Bostock is altogether false?”

Gilbert still stared at the invisible point and looked absent. There was
a dead silence which began to get awkward.

“Yes or no, Mr. Noon?” said Mrs. Britten gently.

Still the vacant Gilbert stared at a point in space, and the lobsters
began to squiggle in their arm-chairs.

““We have your interest at heart, Mr. Noon. Please believe it. But we
are bound, bound to have the interest of your school and scholars also
at heart. If the matter had not been formally forced upon our attention,
as I may say, we might have let gossip continue its gossiping. But the
man Bostock seems to be a determined individual, capable of creating
considerable annoyance. We thought it best to try to settle the matter
quietly and as privately as possible. We have the greatest possible
esteem for your services; we would not like to lose them. And so we are
met here tonight to do what we can.

“Answer, then, simply, yes or no. Is this statement made by the man
Bostock utterly false, or must we consider it? Is it completely false?
Yes?”

The lobsters glued their eyes on Mr. Noon's face. He looked up and
along at Mrs Britten; surely she was a Jewess by birth. A thousand to
one on it she was a benevolent Jewess by birth.

“All right, then,” he said gruffly, leaning forward on the table and
half-rising, pushing his chair scraping back; “I’ll send in my resigna-
tion.”
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He stood leaning forward for one second at the table, looking at the
confounded lobsters.

“No, no, Mr. Noon! Please! Please sit down. Please! Please! Do sit
down. Please do! Please!” Mrs Britten had risen to her feet in her
earnest agitation. She seemed really so concerned for his welfare that he
wavered, and half sat down.

“Certainly! Take your seat, young man,’
who evidently owned employees.

“T’ll send in my resignation,” barked Gilbert, sending his chair back
with a jerk and opening the door before any lobster could disentangle
himself from his lobster-pot of a round official chair.

“Oh, don't let him go!” cried Mrs. Britten, with a wail of distress.
There was a clinking and scraping of lobster-pots, and one lobster-
voice shouted: “Here! Here, you!” But Gilbert—Gilbert was going
down the wide, dim stone stairs three at a time, not running, but lung-
ing down, smack, smack, smack, three steps at a time. He bumped aside
the porter and took his hat and coat, and in another second was going
out of the front door of the Town Hall, hearing the last of Mrs. Brit-
ten’s voice wailing from the semi-darkness up aloft the stairs:

‘““Please, Mr. Noon! Please come back!"

All her nice little game of that evening was spoilt. Oh, what a temper
she was in, and how she longed to box the ears of all the lobsters, par-
ticularly the one who had “young-manned” the truant. Oh, how she
hated the lobsters, over whom she queened it so regally. Oh, how she
itched to smack their faces and tell them what she thought of them. A
Jewess born!

But she did none of these things. She only said:

‘““He will send in his resignation tomorrow.”

“And it will be accepted,” barked a lobster.

“Sine die,” yapped another, though nobody knew what he meant
by it, or whether it was English which they hadn’t quite caught.

’

said one of the lobsters,

7. JAW

Gilbert’s kettle of fish had been all lobsters but one; but that didn’t
make it any the sweeter.

The next day was Saturday; half-day at school. His one fear was that
Mrs. Britten would pounce on him. If she did, he would put her off with
vague promises and sweetnesses. For he was determined to have
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done with Haysfall, Whetstone, Woodhouse, Britten women, Goddard
women, Emmie women, all his present life and circumstance, all in one
smack. Men at some times are masters of their fates, and this was one of
Gilbert’s times. The wonder is he did not break his neck at it, or get
locked up, for he rode his motor-cycle at many forbidden miles an hour,
so anxious he was to get home. He was so anxious to have between his
fingers the Lachesis shears of his thread of fate, in the shape of a foun-
tain-pen. He could snip off the thread of his Haysfall life in about three
strokes—*“I beg to resign my post in Haysfall Technical School, and
wish to leave at the very earliest opportunity.” That was all he would
say. And he was itching to say it. His motor-cycle fairly jumped over
the dark roads from Knarborough to Whetstone.

He arrived, wrote out his resignation, and sat down to think.

In the first place, he was clearing out. He was going to Germany, as
he had often said he would, to study for his doctorate.

That was settled.

But...

And there were rather serious “buts.”

Criminal correspondence with Emmie had got her into trouble and
ruined her life. Did that mean she was going to have a baby? Lord save
us, he loped not. And even if she was, whose baby was it going to be?
He felt in no mood at all for fatherhood, but decided, since he was run-
ning away, he had better see Emmie again and make it as square with
her as possible.

Which meant also going to the Goddards.

And would that damned Mrs. Britten fasten on him tomorrow? He
knew she would on Monday, if not tomorrow. Saturday morning, he
knew, she was busier and fuller up than ever, if that were possible. The
thing was, to get away without seeing her. Could he clear out after to-
morrow morning? Not put in any further appearance after the mor-
row?

That remained to decide.

Then, money. He had no money. He never had any money, though
his father said that when he was his age, meaning Gilbert’s, he had
saved a hundred and seventy pounds out of thirty shillings a week. Gil-
bert would have been glad of the hundred and seventy pounds if he’d
saved them, but he hadn’t. How was he to clear out with about fifty-
five shillings, which was all he had?

He must get something out of his father, that was all. And sell his
motor-cycle. Ay, sell his motor-cycle. Leave that also for the morrow.
Sufhicient unto the day, etc.
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Of course he’d brought it all on himself. And he didn’t seriously care,
either. One must bring one thing or another on oneself.

There was his father just come in from having half-a-pint at the
Holly Bush. Down he went. His father was sitting in the many-staved
arm-chair, almost a lobster-pot, the throne of the home. Gilbert sat on
the sofa opposite. The father began to unfasten his boots.

“Father,” said Gilbert, “I’m chucking Haysfall Technical.”

“Oh, ay,” replied his parent.

“I’m thinking of going to Germany.”

“Are you?”

“I'm going to work there for my doctorate.”

“Doctorate? Oh, yes.”

“Doctor of Science, you know.”

“Ay! Ay!”

“It would domea lot of good, you know.”

“It would, would 1t?”’

“I should get a much better job than ever I can get now.”

“Yes—yes.”

“The only thing is funds.”

“Funds. Yes.”

“It’ll cost me a bit at first; only at first.”

“Where? In Germany? Oh, yes.”

“Yes.”

“Ay.”

This passionate conversation between father and son was drawing to
an inevitable close.

“You don’t see your way to helping me a bit, Dad ?”

“Helping you, child! I'm always helping you.”

“Yes, but a bit extra.”

“Nay, how can I help you if you go to foreign parts?”’

“By setting me up with a few quid.”

“A few quid? Why—you can stop at home an’ have board an’ lodg-
ing for nothing. What’st want to be goin’ to Germany for?”

“For my doctorate.”

“Doctrat be—hanged.”

“Nay, father.”

“Thou’rt doing right enough as t'art.”

“No; I'm going to Germany.”

“Tha art?”

“Yes.”

“Oh—all right.”
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“You see, father, I want a few quid to start off with.”

“Save ’em, then, my boy.”

“I haven’t saved them, Dad, and you have. So you give me a few.”

“Tha does talk.”

“Ay—what else should I do?”

“Save thy wind.”

“Like you save your money.”

“Ay—t’same.”

“And you won’t give me any?”

“Tha’lt get the lot when I'm gone.”

“But I don’t want you gone, and I want a little money.”

“Want. Want. What art doin’ wi’ wants? Tha should ha’e th’ fulness,
not th’ want.”

“So I should if you’d give it to me.”

“Nay, I can nivir put th’ fat off my own belly on to thine.”

“I don’t want your fat—I want about fifty pounds.”

“That is my fat.”

“You know it isn’t.”

“I know it is.”

“Won’t you give them me?”

“Tha’lt get all when I've gone.”

“I want it now.”

“Aye, me an’ all. I want it now.”

Whereupon Gilbert rose and went upstairs again. His father was a
lobster.

The next morning passed without any descent of Mrs. Britten. He got
on his bicycle, and left Haysfall for good, taking his few personal pos-
sessions with him from the big red school.

Arriving at Whetstone at one o’clock, he immediately went and
bargained with an acquaintance who, he knew, wanted his motor-
cycle. The man offered fifteen pounds. The thing was worth a good
forty.

“Give me twenty, or I'll ride it to London and sell it there.”

It was agreed he was to have twenty, and hand over the cycle the
next day, Sunday. So he went home for dinner, did not speak to his
father, with whom he was angry, hurried through his meal, and shoved
off with his motor-bike again.
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8. HIS MIGHT-HAVE-BEEN MOTHER-IN-LAW

At Woodhouse, Patty opened the door to him. She started, and
looked embarrassed.

“Is it you, Mr. Noon! Come in.” Then, in a low tone: “I’ve got
Mrs. Bostock here. Poor thing, I'm sorry for her. But perhaps you’d
rather not see her.”

““What do you think?’’ he said.

Patty pursed up her mouth.

“Oh—as you please. She’s quite harmless.”

“All right.”

He took off his hat, and marched into the room. Mrs. Bostock flut-
tered from her chair. Patty came in wagging herself fussily as she
walked, and arching her eyebrows with her conspicuously subtle smile.

“What a coincidence, Mrs. Bostock! This is Mr. Noon.”

Mrs. Bostock, who at a nearer view wasseen to have a slip-shod, ami-
able cunning in her eyes, shook hands and said she hoped she saw him
well. Patty settled herself with her ivory hands in her dark-brown lap,
and her ivory face flickering its important smile, and looked from one
to the other of her guests.

“How remarkable you should have come just at this minute, Mr,
Noon! Mrs. Bostock has just brought this book of yours. I believe you
lent it Emmie.”

Gilbert eyed the treatise on Conic Sections.

“Yes,” he said. ““I did.”

“It was my mistake as did it,” said Mrs. Bostock with that slip-shod
repentance of her nature. “I picked it up and said, ‘Whose is this book
about Comic Sections?’ I thought it was a comic, you see, not noticing.
And our Dad twigged it at once. ‘Give it here,” he said. And he opened
it and saw the name. If I'd seen it I should have put it back on the shelf
and said nothing.”

“How very unfortunate,” Patty said. *“May I see?”

She took the book, read the title, and laughed sharply.

“A mathematical work?" she said, wrinkling up her eyes at Gilbert.
Not that she knew any more about it, really, than Mrs. Bostock did. She
saw the Trinity College stamp, and the name, Gilbert Noon, written
on the fly-leaf.

“What a curious handwriting you have, Mr. Noon,” she said, looking
up at him from under her dark brows. He did not answer. People had
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said so, often. He wrote in an odd, upright manner, rather as if his
letter was made up out of crochets and quavers and semibreves, very
picturesque and neat.

“If I'd opened it I should have guessed, though I didn’t know the
name any more than he did. But he.was too sharp for me. I tried to pass
it off. It was no good, though,” said Mrs. Bostock. She had a half-
amused look, as if the intrigue pleased her.

“So it all came out?’’ asked Patty.

“Ay, I'm sorry to say. As soon as our Emmie came in he showed it to
her and said, ‘I'm goin’ to Haysfall Technical with this.’ And she,
silly-like, instead of passing it off, flew at him and tried to snatch it
from him. That just pleased our Dad. I said to her after: ‘Why, you
silly thing, what did you let on for? Why didn’t you make out you
knew nothing?’ And then she flew at me.”

“You must have had a trying time between the two,” said Patty,
wrinkling her brows at Noon.

“Oh, I have, I can tell you. He vowed he’d go up to the Tech. with
the book, and she said if he did she’d jump in the cut. I kept saying to
her, ‘Why didn’t you pass it off with a laugh?’ But she seemed as if
she’d gone beyond it. So he kept the book till this morning. She told me
she’d promised to leave it here.”

“You knew,” said Patty, ‘‘that Emmie had run away?”

“No,” said Gilbert.

“Gone to our Fanny’s at Eakrast,” said Mrs. Bostock. “I had a letter
from our Fanny next day, saying she was bad in bed. I should have
gone over, but I've got Elsie with measles.”

“You have your hands full,”” said Patty.

“I have, I tell you. I said to our Dad, ‘You can do nothing but drive
things from bad to worse.” Our Fanny has had the doctor in to her, and
he says it’s neuralgia of the stomach. Awful, isn’t it? I know neuralgia
of the face is bad enough. I said to our Dad, ‘Well,’ I said, ‘I don’t
know whether she’s paying for her own wickedness or for your nasty
temper to her, but she’s paying, anyhow.” ”

“Poor Emmie. And she’s such a gay thing by nature,” said Patty.

‘““Oh, she’s full of life. But a wilful young madam, and can be snappy
enough with the children. I’ve said to her many a time, ‘You’re like
your Dad; you keep your smiles in the crown of your hat, and only put
’em on when you’re going out.” She can be a cat, I tell you, at home. She
makes her father worse than he would be.”

“I suppose she does,” said Patty.

“Oh, he gets fair wild, and then tries to blame me. I say to him,
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‘She’s your daughter; I didn’t whistle her out o’ th’ moon.” He’s not bad,
you know, if you let him be. He wants managing, then he’s all right.
Men doesn’t have to be told too much, and it’s no good standing up to
them. That’s where our Emmie makes her mistake. She will fly back at
him, instead of keeping quiet. I'm sure, if you answer him back, it’s like
pouring parafhn to put a fire out. He flares up till I'm frightened.”

“I’'m afraid,” laughed Patty grimly, “I should have to stand up to
him.”

“That’s our Emmie. I tell him, if he will make school-teachers of
them, he must expect them to have tongues in their heads.” Then
she turned to Gilbert. “He never did nothing about your book, did
he?”

“Yes,” said Gilbert. *“I’ve got the sack.”

*“Oh, how disgusting!”’ cried Patty.

“Ay, a lot of good that’ll do,” said Mrs. Bostock. “It’s like him,
though. He’ll pull the house down if the chimney smokes.”

““When are you leaving?”’ said Patty.

“This week-end.”

“Can you believe it!” said Mrs. Bostock.

Patty mused for a time.

“Well,” she said, “I must say, your husband has caused a marvel-
lous lot of mischief, Mrs. Bostock. He’s fouled his own nest, indeed he
has; done a lot of damage to others, and no good to himself.”

“Noj; it’s just like him—but there you are. Those that won’t be ruled
can’t be schooled.”

“What is Emmie going to do, then?” Gilbert asked.

“Don’t ask me, Mr. Noon. She’ll come back when she’s better, I
should think: silly thing she is, going off like it.”

“What is her address?”

“Were you thinking of going over on your motor-bike? Well, I'll
back she’ll be pleased. Care of Mrs. Harold Wagstaff, Schools House,
Eakrast. He’s one of the schoolmasters, Fanny’s husband. A clever
young fellow, come out first at college. I'm sure you'd get on with him.
It’s the fourth house down the lane after the church-house and school
combined. You can’t miss it. But it’s a very quiet place, you know. I bet
they’re not sorry for a bit of company.”

Gilbert looked down his nose rather, for Mrs. Bostock continually
glanced sideways at him, approvingly, and he knew she was quite com-
fortable, assuming in him a prospective, or at least a possible, son-in-
law. Not that she was making any efforts herself towards the status of
mother-in-law. But there was never any knowing what the young
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people would do, and she was quite willing, whichever way it was. She
was quite ready to be agreeable, whichever way things went.

And this was almost as disconcerting to Mr. Gilbert as the old man’s
tantrum of hostility had been. Moreover that neuralgia of the stomach
was worrying him. How easily it might mean an incipient Noon—or,
since it is a wise father that knows his own child—an incipient little
Emmie, an Emmeling. The thought of this potential Emmeling was
rather seriously disconcerting to our friend. He had certain standards of
his own, one of them being a sort of feeling that if you put your foot
in it, you must clean your own shoe, and not expect someone else to
do it. At the same time, he was determined to clear out of the whole
show.

Mrs. Bostock rose, and must be hurrying back to her home. Gilbert
rose too.

“Oh, but you’ll stay and have a cup of tea?” Patty cried. “You're
sure you can’t stay, Mrs. Bostock?”’

“I can’t; thank you. I s’ll have our master home at half-past five, and
the children’s tea to get, besides our Elsie. Thank you all the same, I'm
sure. I'm sure you and Mr. Goddard have been very kind to our
Emmie. I'm sure I don’t know what she’d have done without Mr. God-
dard.”

“Oh, he’s a friend in need,” said Patty, with a curl of the lip.

‘“He is, bless him.”

And the mother of the Bostocks took her leave.

Patty rang at once for tea, and sat herself down by the fire in the
twilight. Gilbert had remained. It was too late to get to Eakrast that
night.

“Well,” said Patty, settling her skirts over her knees in a way she
had; “you’ve had quite an adventure.” And she smiled her wrinkled
smile. She reminded Gilbert for a moment of one of those wrinkle-
faced ivory demons from China. But that was because he was in a tem-
per, and rather in a funk.

“If you look on it as an adventure,” he said.

“Well—how else? Not as a tragedy, I hope. And not altogether a
comedy. Too many people have had to smart. I guess Emmie Bostock
feels anything but comic at this moment.” This in an admonitory tone.

“Why?” said Gilbert.

“Why!” replied Patty, curling her lip in some scorn of such a ques-
tion. “I should have thought it was very obvious. A poor girl lying
in—>

“What of ?”’
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“Well—neuralgia of the stomach, they say. I expect it’s some sort of
gastritis .. .”

“You don't think it’s a baby?”

Even Patty started at the bluntness of the question.

“No. I can’t say. I've had no suggestion of such a thing. I hope not,
indeed. That would be a calamity. Did you say you were going over?”

“Yes. I'm going to ask her.”

“Yes. So you should. And if it were so—would you marry her?”

“What do you think?”

“I don’t know. What do you feel?”

“Me ? Nothing very pleasant.”

“No—so I should imagine, so I should imagine. You've got your-
self into a nasty position—"’

“Not I. If a lot of fools make a lot of fuss, why should I blame my-
self for something that’s only natural, anyhow?”’

‘“Natural>—yes—maybe. But if Emmie Bostock is going to become
a mother, and you’re not going to marry her—or perhaps you are?—"

“No, I'm not.”

“No, you're not! Well, then!”

“I can’t help it,” said Gilbert.

‘““That is no solution of her problem,” said Patty.

“I didn’t invent the problem,” said Gilbert.

“Who did, then?”

“Her father, society, and fools.”

“You had no hand in it, then? You had no finger in the pie?”

“Be hanged to fingers,” said Giibert.

“Well, then!” said Patty, starting and looking round as the woman
came in with the tray.

“Do you mind lighting up, Mrs. Prince?”’

Then, changing the subject slightly, she spoke of Lewis and his do-
ings, until the woman went out of the room.

“Mind,” said Patty, pouring out the tea, “I’m not so foolish as to
think that you ought to marry the girl, if she is in trouble.”

“Thank you,” said Gilbert, taking his cup.

“No. I think that would be throwing good money after bad, so to
speak. But surely some of the responsibility is yours? The woman isn’t
going to be left to suffer everything?”

“What a damned lot of fool's rot it is!” said Gilbert, becoming
angry as he felt the crown of fatherhood being pressed rather prickly on
his brow.

“Yes, it is! It is! There should be a provision for the woman in these
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matters. There should be a State Endowment of Motherhood; there
should be a removal of the disgraceful stigma on bastardy. There
should be. But there isn’t. And so what are you going to do?*’

“Find out first,” said Gilbert, rising and buttoning his coat.

“Oh, but finish your tea,” said Patty.

“I've done, thank you.”

“But you can’t ride to Eakrast tonight.”

“Yes, I can.”

“Dear me. But leave it till tomorrow—do. Wait till Lewis comes.”

“No, thanks. I'll go and make sure, anyhow.”

As a matter of fact, State Endowment of Motherhood and the stigma
of bastardy had done for him. The wind had gone out of his sails as
completely as if Patty had put two cannon-balls through him, and the
ship of his conversation could make no more headway on the ruffled
waters of her tea-table. Was he to lie there like a water-logged hulk?
Was he to sit in that smothering arm-chair, with his cup on his knee and
a scone in his fingers, sinking deeper and deeper through the springs
of the chair like a leaky wreck foundering? Thank goodness his legs
had taken the matter into their own hands—pardon the Irishism—and
had jerked him on to his feet.

9. EMMIE AT EAKRAST

Emmie, we had forgotten to say, was engaged to Walter George all
the time she was carrying-on with Mr. Noon. The fact so easily slipped
her memory that it slipped ours. We ought to have mentioned it sooner,
for the sake of Alfred Bostock, even.

To be sure, Emmie had been engaged several times. She got engaged
in peace-time as easily as other women do in war-time. On every pos-
sible occasion she accepted a ring; varying in value from ten shillings
to three pounds. Almost every time she sent the ring back when the
affair was over. Twice the young men had generously said she could
keep it. Hence the three ornaments which decked her fingers, and of
which she was justly proud.

One she wore ostentatiously on her engagement-finger. It was one of
those re-made rubies, quite red and nice, and Emmie felt she could
honestly say it was a real stone. It tied her to Walter George quite
closely. She had shown it with pleasure to Gilbert, and told him its his-
tory. And he had wondered if he was bound by the laws of Emmie-
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gallantry to offer himself as an engagee. There wouldn’t be much harm
in it. And Emmie would so lightly commit pre-wedding bigamy, and
there is safety in numbers.

But he hadn’t gone so far, and Emmie had no ring of his. These rings,
she loved them; they were her trophies and her romances, her scalp-
fringe and her forget-me-not wreaths, her dried roses pressed into sound
Ls.d.

Walter George was quite a nice boy; we are going to make his
acquaintance. He was a clerk, and quite a gentleman. Let us say it
softly, for.fear of offending a more-than-sacred institution, he was a
bank-clerk. He had walked out with Emmie all the time he was in
Woodhouse, and she had hardly found an opportunity for a stroll with
anyone else. Cruel authority, however, had moved him to the newly-
opened branch of the London and Provincial Bank in Warsop. He de-
parted, deeply regretting the soft and cuddly Emmie, who made love an
easy and simple path for him. For the ease and simplicity of his paths of
love he was wise enough to be thankful. Therefore, when rumour whis-
pered poison-gas in his ear, he looked at other maidens, and imagined
himself cuddling with them in a dark entry, and wiped his ears. Emmie
was Emmie. So far, she belonged to herself. His nature, being easy, like
hers, though less flighty, comprehended her sufficiently to realize that
she was sipping all the flowers in her singleness in order to store the
honey-jars of connubial felicity for him. The honey might be no more
than golden syrup, but he would never know the difference. And there-
fore, so long as Emmie had the decency not to offend him too openly,
he had the sense not to peep round the corner after her when she left
him.

Some men want the path of love to run pleasantly between allot-
ment-gardens stocked with cabbages and potatoes and an occasional
sweet-william; some men want rose-avenues and trickling streams, and
so scratch themselves and get gnat-bitten ; some want to scale unheard-
of-heights, roped to some extraordinary female of their fancy. Chacun
a son gout. Walter George was born in the era of allotment-gardens,
and thus Providence had provided for his marital Saturday afternoons,
which is saying a good deal. He was a bank-clerk, too, and wanted to
have an easy conscience and a dressy spouse. Church parade every
Sunday morning was an institution to him. And he had quite a lot of
cuddly lovey-doveyness. If anyone can mention to me a better recipe
for a husband, I shall be glad to write it down.

Emmie took him seriously. Roses and rapture were good fun, but the
cauliflower was the abiding blossom. Co-op. entries might have their
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thrill, but she was not one of those whose fanatic idealism insists on
spending a lifetime in such places. No; she would rather forfeit her
chances of heaven than her chance of a home of her own, where she
could keep warm like a cat, and eat her cauliflower of a Sunday din-
ner.

In short, Emmie was au fond very sensible, much more sensible than
her father. She knew even better than he that the cauliflower is the
flower of human happiness, and that rose-leaves act like senna. All very
well to purge off the follies of youth with red, or, better still, with pink
roses. And she was sooner purged than her father. If only he had under-
stood, he would have slept better in his bed. But, seeing his own more
frenzied colics revived in the vagaries of his Emmie, he reacted more
violently than he need have done, and that largely from fear. Once his
daughter had run away, he began to realize this.

Having thus apologized for our characters, and demonstrated that
they have a bed-rock of common-sense; having revealed their acquain-
tance with the fact that rose-leaves bring belly-aches, and that cauli-
flowers are delicious, and that Sunday dinner is the key-stone of the
domestic arch on which repeated arches all society rests; having proved,
in short, that the Bostocks are of the bulldog breed, full of sound British
sense, let us go on with our story with more self-satisfaction than here-
tofore.

Emmie arrived at her sister Fanny’s with real pains rending her. She
knew it was rose-leaves, but blamed her father. In fact, she was in a
state of subdued hysteria. So she took to her bed, and decided to tumn
over a new leaf. No, not a rose-leaf. She decided, if possible, to open the
last long chapter of a woman’s life, headed Marriage. She intended it to
be a long and quite banal chapter, cauliflower and lovey-doves. Having
at the moment a variety of pains in her inside, dubbed neuralgia of the
stomach, she developed some of her own father’s re-actionary hatred
against the immortal rose. And though her hatred would lose its vio-
lence as the pains passed off; though it would decline into mere indi-
ference, like her mother’s, except she would retain a little crisp flirtiness
of manner, to show she kept her end up; still, this sound and sensible
emotion, this fundamental detestation of rose-leaves because she knew
what rose-leaves were (just like her father: a piece of impudent assur-
ance, too); this dislike of the immortal rose, and a consequent exalta-
tion of the solid cauliflower would henceforth be the directing force of
her life.

Warsop—and with this word the story gets on its feet again—lies but
ten miles from Eakrast, across the forest. After two days of temper,
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hysteria, neuralgia of the stomach, after-effect of rose-leaves, or what-
ever it may have been, Emmie began to recover her commonsense. She
had eaten the rose, and would make an ass of herself no more. So she
lay and plotted for settling down in life.

The school and school-house were one building. In the front, the long
school-room faced the road: at the back, the house-premises and garden
looked to the fields and the distant forest.

Fanny, Emmie’s sister, was a dark, rather big-nosed girl, very good-
natured. She had been married for a year, and had a baby. She received
Emmie without too much surprise or consternation. In Fanny’s sky the
weather always blew over.

“Don’t bother. It'll blow over,” she said to Emmie, as she said all
her life to herself.

She put her sister on the sofa, covered her up, and gave her a hot cup
of tea; then she waited for Harold to come in. Emmie could hear
Harold, on the other side of the wall, talking away at the scholars.

“Now then, Salt, what river comes next? Withan, Welland, Nen and
Great Ouse—what comes after that? Don’t you know? Do you know
what your own name is? What? Oh, you do, do you? What is it?
What? Salt? And if the Salt hath lost its savour. .. ? You don’t know,
do you? No, you wouldn’t. Tell him what river comes next, Poole.”

Emmie guessed it was Geography; therefore probably near the end
of the afternoon. Listening, she could occasionally hear a shrill word
from the assistant teacher, a girl, who was apparently taking sewing.
There were only about forty-five scholars in the whole school.

The itch came over the rose-leaf-griped girl to be down in the school-
room taking a lesson. She longed to begin with a “Now then...”
Fanny had been a teacher, and had helped Harold till the advent of the
baby. When the baby was a bit older, she would get a servant and go
into the school again with Harold. It was so handy. You could just
pop in and turn the pudding while the children were doing their draw-
ing. You could pop in and put the kettle on at half-past three, and at
four o’clock you would find it singing nicely.

Emmie envied Fanny her little school and school-house. As for
Harold, he was all right. He was very respectable and a bit of a mardy,
perhaps . . . but he was all right.

“Hello, Emmie. We weren’t expecting you,” he said, when he came
in from school and found her at tea with Fanny and the baby. He
talked in the rather mouthing fashion which teachers often have in the
Midlands. “Have you got holidays at Woodhouse then?” he con-
tinued, his first thought, of course, being school.
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“No; I've come away from our Dad for a bit.”

“Oh! I thought perhaps you’d closed for measles. We've twelve
absent this afternoon. What’s amiss, then?”’

“Oh, same old song. Our Dad nagging the life out of me till I can’t
put up with it. I thought I'd come here a bit, if you’d have me.”

“Yes, you're welcome. But won’t your dad be more wild than ever?
What about school?”

“I’ve sent to tell them I’'m bad. And I am an’ all. I'm feeling damn
bad, Harold!”

“Are you? Why, what’s wrong?”

“T’'ve got a cramp in my inside till I don’t know what to do with my-
self. I had to sit down about six times coming from the station.”

“And she’s not eaten a thing,” said Fanny.

“Looks to me as if she’d better go to bed,” said the sympathetic
Harold. “I've had sore throat for this last week. I’'ve been thinking,
Fanny—have you got that linseed in th’ oven?”

Fanny had.

“You’d better look at it an’ see it’s not too dry. I sent Bentley for a
stick of Spanish juice. You’d perhaps have some of that, Emmie. I know
it’s an old-fashioned remedy, but it does me more good than these
modern preparations like aspirin and camphorated chlorodyne and
such.”

Fanny meanwhile was at the oven, looking into a steamy stew-jar,
from which came a strange odour of flax-seeds. She stirred the brown,
pulpy, porridgy mass, and Harold came to look.

“It would do with a drop more water, dear; don’t you think it
would?®’ he said to Fanny, putting his arm round her neck as they
both stared into the stew-jar, she crouching on the hearth-rug.

“Just a drop,” said Fanny. “Take it from the kettle.”

And between them they concocted the mess.

On the other side of the tall range which prevented, or which was to
prevent, the baby from walking, into the fire, in future days, the bed-
ding was airing.

“Should you like to go to bed now, Emmie?” asked Harold in con-
cern.

“Oh, I can wait,” said Emmie,

“You needn’t wait,” said Harold, disturbed to see her sitting there
mute, with a pinched-up face, doubling herself over as twinges caught
her.

“I’ll make your bed directly I've fed baby,” said Fanny, picking up
the infant that was crying crossly for food.
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“I can do it,” said Harold. Like a good, economical soul and hus-
band, he had taken off his jacket when he came in, and was in his
shirt-sleeves. “I’ll take th’ oven-shelf up, Fanny,” he added.

“Take the bottom one,” said Fanny, who was faintly squeezing her
breast between two fingers as she directed the nipple to the infant. “It’s
not so red-hot as the top one.”

Harold wrapped the oven-shelf in an old piece of blanket, and took it
upstairs with him and the candle, for a bed-warmer. In the spare bed-
room he went methodically about, making up the bed.

“I tell you what,” he said, as he came down, “I'll put that oil-stove
up there a bit, to warm the air. It comes rather cold.”

And he rubbed his arms, through his shirt-sleeves.

Another half-hour, then, saw Emmie in a warm bed, in company of
the oven-sheif, against which she knew she’d knock her toe. She
screwed herself up upon her pains, which, though genuine enough,
seemed to proceed from a sort of crossness which she could not get over.
The little paraffin-stove shed its low light and its curious, flat, oil-flame
warmth across the atmosphere. Harold appeared with a cup of the
brown, steaming linseed-and-liquorice stew and pressed her to drink it.

“I take a lot of it, and find it does me worlds of good. I think it’s the
oil, myself. I'm sure it’s better than codliver oil. Your skin gets so nice
and soft if you take it regular.”

But Emmie, her naturally fluffy hair rather astray over the pillow,
her little brows rather tense, would not look at it.

“Don’t come near me, my lad. I don’t want to be looked at,” she
said, half hiding her crossness in a sort of gruffness.

“Is 1t all that bad? I'll go down and make you a bran-bag, should
I? You’ve not lost your good looks, anyway. But should I make a
bran-bag for you?”

“Ay,” said Emmie.

Down he went, found there was no bran, put his hat and coat on,
and went down the lane to borrow some; returned, and stuffed it into
a flat flannel bag; put this between two plates in the oven, to heat, and
finally carried it, piping-hot, up to Emmie, who gratefully hugged it
against her.

“Thank you, my old chuck,” she said to him. “It’s rosy, that is.”

*Perhaps that’ll shift it,” said Harold.

“Ay—perhaps.”

But she had her pains all through the night, and said in the morning
she hadn’t slept a wink. She looked peaked, and Harold was bothered,
so he sent a note for the doctor: much against Emmie’s will. The
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doctor said it was neuralgia of the stomach, and Emmie said it felt
like it. Harold made Fanny write to Woodhouse, and in the schoolroom,
from time to time, he would raise his voice a little and say:

“Less noise there, down at the end. You know what I've told you.
You know how poorly Miss Bostock is, in bed in the house. Think of
others besides yourselves.”

And the scholars duly hushed themselves, and felt important, having
somebody poorly in bed in the school-house.

That evening Harold came up to Emmie for a fatherly talk.

““What’s wrong between you an’ Dad more than usual?’’ he asked.

“Oh, nothing,” said Emmie.

“Nay, come, it’s not nothing. It must be something rather special,
if you’ve not told Fanny.”

“Idon’t feel like talking, either,” she said.

“You’d better tell us. You’d feel better if you got it off your chest.”

“There’s nothing to tell,” said Emmie.

“Nay,” expostulated the young man. “If that’s the way you feel to-
wards me and Fanny, then we know how matters stand.”

Emmie sulked in bed with her new bran-bag, and Harold sat in the
chair beside the little oil-stove—there was no fireplace in the bedroom
—and felt offended.

“Oh, damn you,” said Emmie. “ You’re an old nuisance.”

“Ay, I know I'm an old nuisance, if I don’t please you altogether,”
said Harold, rather flattered than otherwise. “But it’s for your own
good I ask you. It’s nothing to me personally—except I always want
to do my best for you and for all of you for Fanny’s sake. Though it
isn’t so very much I can do. Still, I'll do my bit whenever I get a
chance.”

There was a slight pause after this ovation.

“I had a walk with Gilbert Noon, if you want to know,” said Emmie.

“What, with Gilbert Noon from Haysfall Technical? I should have
thought he’d have known better. And did your Dad catch you?”

“Yes.”

“And what did he say?”’

“He knocked Gilbert Noon’s cap off, and had his own cap knocked
off back again, and they both fell down in the dark in a gooseberry-
bush, and all the blame laid on me, of course.”

“You don’t mean to say so! Did they go for one another?”

“I didn’t stop to look. Our Dad’'s a devil—an interfering, spying
devil. He’ll kill me before he's done.”

And Emmie pulled the sheet over her face and blubbered underneath
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it. Poor Harold, who was in a whirlpool of emotion, sat pale as death in
the chair, and felt like offering himself up as a burnt-offering, if he
could but find an altar with a fire going.

“Well, now,” he said at length. “You shouldn’t let it get on your
nerves. Dad means well, I suppose, only he goes a funny way about it.
What do you take it to heart for? You can stop here for a bit till things
blow over. Have you written to Walter George?"’

He waited with beating heart for an answer. No answer: though a
certain stilling of the under-sheet waters.

‘“Have you written to Walter George, Emmie?” asked Harold once
more, in an excruciating gentle and pained voice.

A sniff from under the sheet.

“No”—from under the sheet.

Harold watched the sheet-top, which had grown damp during the
bad weather, and to its mournful blotting-paper blankness he said,
tender, anxious, treading gingerly on the hot bricks of emotion:

“And aren’t you going to?”

No answer from under the sheet.

“You’re going to, aren’t you, Emmie?”

No action from under the winter-landscape of a sheet.

“You’re not in love with Gilbert Noon, are you, Emmie? You’d
never make such a mistake.”

“No, I'm not, fathead.”

This barked out from under the sheet gave Harold hopes of the re-
emergence of the crocuses and scilla of Emmie’s head. Surely a thaw
had set in beneath the damp snowscape of the sheet.

“Well, 'm glad to hear that, at any rate. Because I'm sure it would
be a mistake. I'm sure Walter George is the man for you, Emmie;
though I must say your treatment of him is such as most men wouldn’t
stand. I know I shouldn’t. But he hasn’t got a jealous nature, and that’s
why he’s the right sort for you—My word, if your Fanny treated me as
you treat him, there’d be some fat in the fire, I can tell you. Somebody
would have to look out. But different men, different ways. He’s not a
jealous nature, thank goodness.”

Out popped crocuses, scillas, Christmas roses and japonica buds in
one burst from beneath the wintry landscape. In short, Emmie’s head
came out of the sheet, and her nose was so red with crying that we felt
constrained to make the japonica flower too early.

“Different men have different ways of showing it, you mean,” she
snapped. “He won’t have any occasion to be jealous, once he isn’t a
hundred miles off. So there! I know what I’'m doing.”
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“Well, I’'ve always said so. I've said to him more than once: ‘She’ll
be as true as wax once the knot is tied, Walter George, but she’s not the
one to leave at a loose end.” And he sees it plain enough. Only he
doesn’t think he’s in a position yet . . .

“But I tell you what! Why don’t you come here and help me? Miss
Tewson is leaving at the end of February. You come here and help me,
and you could see a bit more of one another while you made your
minds up.”

Harold had his little plan. Indeed, life is made up of little plans
which people manufacture for one another’s benefit. But this little plan
Emmie had fore-ordained herself. It had occurred to her when she
heard Miss Tewson’s treble chiming after Harold’s baritone in the
school beneath. She wanted a little peace.

And so she began to feel somewhat better, and the pains began to
diminish.

“You write him a note,” said Harold, ‘“and I'll ride over tomorrow
night and take it him, and ask him to come over for the week-end. How
about that, now? Does that suit?”

“T’ll see,” said Emmie.

But Harold knew the victory was won, and he went to bed with his
Fanny as pleased as if all the angels were patting him on the back. And
his Fanny was quite content that the marigolds of his self-satisfaction
should shed themselves in her lap.

In the morning Emmie wrote to Walter George.

“Dear old bean-pod,

Lo and behold I'm at our Fanny’s, and bad in bed, and that mad
with myself I could swear like a trooper. Come over and cheer me up
a bit, if you can. If you can’t, come over to the funeral. Ollivoy! E. B.”

“Ollivoy”” was Emmie’s little pleasantry, substituted for au revoir.
Sometimes she wrote olive-oi! instead.

The day was Friday. She listened to the business of the school, and at
last felt happier in bed. She felt what a luxury it was, to lie in bed and
hear school going on: hateful school. She heard the children go shout-
ing out at midday, into the rain. There was rain on the window and on
the wet, bare creeper-stalks. She wondered if Harold would ride ten
miles through the weather.

Listening, she heard thud-thud-thud, and realized it was Fanny
knocking with the poker on the fire-back downstairs, to summon
Harold in from the schoolroom. This was Fanny’s wireless message
to her overdue schoolmaster. Presently the sister, rather blowsy but
pleasant-looking, came up with stewed rabbit and a baked onion.
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Harold had thought out the baked onion. It was such a good recipe for
earache and neuralgia of the face—a hot onion placed against the ear:
therefore why not just as good taken internally, for neuralgia of the
stomach? Nourishing, as well. He explained to the two sisters, who had
been school-teachers as well as he, what proportion of sugar there was
in onions, and what proportion of other matter: something very encour-
aging, though we forget exactly the ratio. So Emmie plunged her fork
into the nutritious bulb, which sent its fumes wildly careering round the
room, and even tickled the nostrils of afternoon scholars, so that they
became hungry again at five-past two. We little know the far-reaching
results of our smallest actions.

10. INTRODUCES WALTER GEORGE

The afternoon, thank goodness, cleared up, and Harold prepared
his acetylene lamp, till the whole village knew he was going to ride
on his bicycle, and wondered if Miss Bostock was taken worse, you
know.

He reached Warsop by half-past six, having ridden against the wind.
Walter George did not come in till seven, because the bank was doing
overtime. When he came, Harold greeted him as man to man, and met
with a similar greeting back again.

Walter George—his family name was Whiffen, since trifles matter—
was a nice, well-built, plump lad of twenty-one, with round, rosy
cheeks and neat hair cut rather long and brushed carefully sideways:
not backwards: who looked exactly like a choir-boy grown into a bank-
clerk, and a bank-clerk just budding for a nice, confidential, comfort-
able-looking, eminently satisfactory manager of a little bank in some
little industrial place in the provinces. Already he inspired confidence,
he looked so like the right kind of choir-boy grown into the right kind
of high-school boy, the kind that mothers find so satisfactory as a pro-
duct of their own.

And indubitably he was gone on Emmie. We prefer the slang, as
having finer shades than the cant though correct phrase in love with.
In-love-with means just anything. But to be gone on somebody is quite
different from being smitten by her, or sweet on her, or barmy over her.
Walter George was gone on Emmie, and he was neither smitten by her
nor barmy over her.
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“Hello, Harold. You're a stranger.”

Walter George Whiffen was just a tinge patronizing towards the
bicycle-bespattered, wind-harrowed young schoolmaster.

“You’ve not ridden over from Eakrast?”

Why, you bank-clerk, do you think he’d flown over, with bicycle-
clips round his trouser-ankles and spots of mud on his nose?

“Yes, I've come with a message for you.”

“For me?”

Immediately Walter George’s rosy face looked anxious.

“We’ve got Emmie bad at our house.”

The choir-boy—he was not more at this moment—Ilooked with round
eyes on Harold.

“Bad?” here-echoed. “How long?”

“Oh, since Tuesday. She’s been in a rare way, I tell you: awful
amount of pain.”

“Where?”

“Why, the doctor says neuralgia of the stomach, but I say it was
more like cramp of the stomach. We were up half the night two nights,
with hot bran-bags. I thought she’d go off any minute, as true as I'm
here I did. Cramp of the stomach catches you, and you die like a fly,
almost before you know where you are. I was thankful when she came
round a bit, with hot bran-bags and hot-water-bottles to her feet, I can
tell you.”

The choir-boy stood with his mouth open and his eyes blue and
round, and did not say a word for some moments.

‘““Had she got it when she came?” he asked at length.

‘““Bad, she had. She’d got it bad when I came in and found her at tea-
time. It took her I don’t know how long to walk from the station. She
had to keep sitting down by the roadside, and going off in a dead faint.
—It’s a thousand wonders she ever got to our house: our Fanny says so
an’ all.”

The choir-boy’s pleasant mouth, that still looked more like chocolate
than cigarettes, began to quiver, and he turned aside his face as his
eyes filled with tears. Harold, also moved too deeply, turned his pale
and hollow face in the opposite direction, and so they remained for
some minutes like a split statue of Janus, looking two ways.

“Did she ask for me?”’ quavered the choir-boy’s voice in the east.

“She did,” sounded the schoolmaster’s voice from the west. ‘“‘She
sent you a note.” And he took the missive from his pocket.

Then the two halves of the Janus statue turned to one another, as
if for the first time, and the choir-boy wiped his eyes with a dashing
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and gentlemanly silk handkerchief which he had bought for himself at
the best shop in Warsop. Having wiped his eyes, he took the letter.
Having read the contents, he looked at the envelope. After which he
kissed the notepaper, and let Harold see him do it. Harold approved
heartily and knew that was how he himself would feel if it was
Fanny. The hearts of the two young men beat as one.

“Poor little child.” said the high-school boy, wiping his eyes again.
“How did she get it?*’

“It’s nerves, you know. She’s a bundle of nerves—I know from
Fanny. She lives on her spirit, till her nerves break down. And she’d had
a row with her father again. He doesn’t understand her a bit.” This last
from the psychological schoolmaster with some spleen.

‘“Has he been tormenting her?” asked the bank-clerk.

“Why, he makes her life a misery,” said the schoolmaster, with a
curl of the lip.

The bank-clerk, almost a man now, looked aside and became red
with profound indignation.

‘““She’s only a bit of a thing, you know,” he said brokenly.

“I tell you,” rejoined Harold, ‘‘she ran away to Fanny and me for a
bit of protection.”

“Damned devil!” murmured the bank-clerk, making his brows
heavy against the bugbear.

“Oh, but she’s a king to what she was,” said Harold. “And that’s one
thing—she’ll be better nearly as sudden as she got bad. I'm hoping so,
anyhow. She’s eating a bit today. She seemed fair comforted when I
told her to ask you over for the week-end, and when I said she could
stop with us and take Miss Tewson’s place. Don’t you think that
would be better all round?”’

“Yes...” But the young gentleman wasn’t listening. “I'll ride back
with you tonight.”

“Oh, I shouldn’t,” said Harold. “Can’t you come tomorrow and
stop over Sunday? That’s what we were counting on.”

“Yes, I shall be only too glad. But I'll see her tonight.”

The high-school boy had no sooner uttered this resolve, and was fix-
ing his clouded brow like another Roland, than his landlady tapped at
the door and hovered half-way into the little parlour. She was a nice
old lady with a lace cap.

“Your pardon, young gentlemen—but tea is ready for you.”

“Oh!” and the high-school boy became the incipient bank-
manager. He put his hand lightly through Harold’s arm. “Come on.
We have dinner at one o’clock here, and a late tea. Mrs. Slater can’t
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cope with dinner at night. We’ll sit down, shall we?” And he led the
half-willing Harold to the door.

“No, thanks,” said Harold. “I'll be off. I had my tea before I came.
I'd better be getting back.”

“Oh, no, you won’t—not till you’ve had a cup of tea.” And he led
his friend hospitably across the little hall or entrance-passage, to where
his landlady stood hovering in the doorway of the little dining-room.

“Mrs. Slater—you know Mr. Wagstaff, don’t you?”’

“Indeed I do. Indeed I do. Come and sit down, both of you.”

She spoke in a small, piping voice, quite briskly for the sake of the
young men. But her face looked remote, as if she iardly belonged. She
seemed to be looking across the gulfs which separates us from early Vic-
toriandays, a little dazedly and wanly.

Walter George, of course, did not dream of going without his tea. He
ate large quantities of toast and bloater-paste and jam and cake, and
Harold tucked in too. And the little woman in a lace cap looked at
them from far away behind the teapot—not that it was geographically
far away, only ethnologically—and was glad they were there, but
seemed a little bewildered, as if she could hardly understand their lan-
guage.

Harold, as appetite began to be appeased, demonstrated methodically
to the bank-clerk that it was no use his, Walter George’s, riding to Eak-
rast tonight, that he would only knock himself up for tomorrow and
spoil Emmie’s chance of a perfect recovery and her bliss in a perfect
meeting. Of which the young gentleman allowed himself to be con-
vinced. Therefore he begged to be allowed to write a line in answer to
Emmie’s. Therefore Harold sat on pins-and-needles while the young
Tristan covered much paper. Harold, of course, was thinking of
Fanny and the baby, and how they’d be getting nervous, etc., etc.

But at length Walter George sealed his letter and addressed it to Miss
E. Bostock. He wrung Harold’s hand in the highroad, and watched the
acetylene flare elope down the hill.

11. LOVERS’ MEETING

My precious, poor little thing,

I felt my heart was breaking when Harold told me the news. Little
was I expecting such a shock as I came in late from the bank, where
we are doing overtime for the next fortnight. Little did I think you
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were so near, and in such a condition. I almost broke down completely
when Harold told me. I wanted to come at once, but by the time I had
had my tea and given Harold a cup it was after eight o’clock, and he
said you’d be settling down for the night before I could get to Eakrast.
Not wishing to imperil your night’s rest, I have put off coming to my
own little angel till tomorrow, but ah, I don’t know how I keep away,
for I feel my heart tcrn for you. I have never had a greater shock than
when I heard of your illness. I picture you so small and fragile, with
your beautiful baby face, and could kill myself to think of all you have
had to suffer. Why these things should be, I don’t know. I only know it
shall not happen again if I can help it.

Well, my darling little treasure, Harold is waiting for this, so I must
not keep him. What a splendid fellow he is! How thankful I am to
heaven that you have his roof to shelter you and his arm to sustain you.
He is indeed a man in a thousand, in a million I might say. I shall
never be sufficiently grateful to him for taking care of you at this crit-
ical juncture. But when I think of your father I feel that never can the
name of father cross my lips to him. He is not my idea of a father,
though unfortunately his type is only too common in the world. Why
are children given to such men, who are not fiteven tohave a dog?

Oh, my little child-love, I long to see your flower-face again. If I am
not unexpectedly detained I shall be at Eakrast by three o’clock to-
morrow, but don’t be anxious if I am a little later. Man proposes, God
disposes—unless there is really the devil having a share in the matter,
which I believe sincerely there is, otherwise you would not be suffering
as you are. I hope the pains are gone, or at least diminished by now. I
cannot bear to think of you in agony, and am afraid Mrs. Slater may
see in my face what I feel.

Well, good-bye, my own sweetest little kitten and angel. I feel I can’t
wait till tomorrow to fold you in arms and tell you once more how I
love you. Oh, if we could only unite our perfect love and be as happy
as Harold and Fanny. I feel we must risk it very soon, funds or no
funds. This kind of thing must not and shall not continue.

With one last kiss from your unhappy lover, and one last hug before
you go to sleep,

I am your own ever-loving
WALTER GEORGE WHIFFEN.

Emmie read this effusion once more when she woke in the morning,
and was satisfied. It was what she expected, in the agreeable line, and
what can woman have more? What can satisfy her better than to get
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what she expects? Emmie, moreover, knew what to expect, for she
had had various such letters from various authors. Walter George was
perhaps the most elegant of her correspondents, though not the length-
iest. She had known one young collier who would run to six pages of his
own emotions over her baby-face, etc. Oh, she knew all about her baby-
face and “‘our perfect love.” This same perfect love seemd to pop up
like a mushroom, even on the shallow soil of a picture-postcard from
the sea-side. Oh, we little know, we trembling fiction-writers, how much
perfect love there is in the post at this minute. A penny stamp will carry
it about hither and thither like a dust-storm through our epistolary
island. For in this democratic age love dare not show his face, even for
five minutes, not even to a young tram-conductor, unless in the light of
perfection.

So Emmie took her perfect love with her breakfast bacon, and re-
membered that morning had been at seven some little while back, at
which hour God is particularly in His heaven, and that hence, accord-
ing to Mr. Browning, all was well with the world. Like any other school-
teacher, she had a number of “repetition” odds and ends of poetry in
her stock-cupboard. So why shouldn’t she, as well as some Earl’s
daughter, enrich the dip of her bacon with Browning?—to borrow
Hood’s pun.

The day was fine, and her only problem was whether to get up or not.
She would have had no problem if only she had brought her sky-blue
woolly dressing-jacket along with her. Failing this, how would she
manage in a white shetland shawl of baby’s, and Fanny’s best nighty?
She decided she would manage.

The morning was fine. Harold went pelting off on his bicycle to buy
a few extra provisions. Emmie had the baby in bed with her, and smelt
Fanny’s cakes and pies cooking down below. Dinner was a scratch meal
of sausages, and Emmie had an egg instead.

Harold brought her some sprigs of yellow jasmine to put by her bed,
and titivated up the room a bit, according to his and her fancy. Then
he left her with her toilet requisites. She was a quick, natty creature.
She washed and changed in a few minutes, and did her hair. When
Harold tapped, to carry away the wash-water, asking if he could come
in, she answered yes, and went on with her job.

She was propped up in bed, with a silver-backed mirror propped
facing her, against her knees, and she was most carefully, most judi-
ciously powdering her face and touching up her lips with colour.
Harold stood with the pail in his hand and watched her.

“Well, if you don’t take the biscuit!"’ he said.
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“Which biscuit?” she said absorbedly. “Hand me the towel.” And
she concentrated once more on her nose, which was her Achilles’ heel,
her sore point.

“You fast little madam,” said Harold. His Fanny never ‘“made
up.” He wouldn’t have stood it. But he quite liked it in Emmie. And
he loved being present during the mysteries of the process.

“Go on,” she said. ‘I feel so bare and brazen without a whiff of
powder on my nose.”

He gave a shout of laughter.

“I like that!”” he said.

“It’s a fact, though. I feel as uncomfortable without a bit of powder
as if I'd forgot to put my stockings on.”

“Well, it never struck me in thatlight before. We live and learn. I bet
you think other women barefaced hussies, if they don’t powder.”

“They are. They don’t know how to make the best of themselves,
and then they show the cheek of the Old Lad.”

She put her head sideways, screwed her mouth a little, and care-
fully, very carefully put on a stroke of rouge.

“You think it improves you, do you?” he asked, standing with the
pail in his hand, and watching curiously.

“Why,” she said, not taking her eyes off the mirror, “what do you
think yourself?”’

“Me? Nay, I’'mno judge.”

“Oh, weli, now you’ve said it. People who are no judge generally do
the judging.”

He felt pinched in his conscience.

“Ay, well—I think I like the genuine article best,” he said, walking
away.

“Go on; you'’re no judge,” she said coldly.

She finished her toilet, disposed her shawl carefully, and proceeded
to the last task of polishing her nails. She looked at her hands. How
beautiful they had become whilst she was in bed; how white and
smooth! What lovely little hands she had! She thought to herself she
had never seen such beautiful hands on anybody else. She looked at
them, and polished her small fingernails with consummate satisfaction.
Then she tried her rings first on one finger and then on another, and
thought the bits of gold and colour showed up the loveliness of the skin.
She enjoyed herself for half-an-hour, fiddling with her own hands and
admiring them and wondering over their superiority to all other hands.

We feel bound to show our spite by saying her hands were rather
meaningless in their prettiness.
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While thus engaged, she heard a loud prrring-prrring of a bicycle-
bell outside in the road. Heavens! And it was only a quarter to four.
She hastily dropped her scissors into the little drawer, and took the
sevenpenny copy of The Girl of the Limberlost into one hand and
her best hanky in the other. So equipped, and framed behind by the
linen and crochet-edging of one of Fanny’s best pillow-slips, she was
prepared.

She heard voices and heavy feet on the stairs. It was her Childe
Rolande to the dark tower come, ushered up by Harold.

She looked for him as he crossed the threshold. Never was so mutual
a greeting of tender faces. He was carrying a bunch of pheasant’s eye
narcissus and mimosa; luckily it was Saturday, and he could get them
at the shop.

“Hello, old thing!”’ sounded his overcharged voice.

“Hello!”’—her deep, significant brevity.

And he bent over the bed, and she put her arms round his shoulders,
and they silently kissed, and Harold in the doorway felt how beautiful
and how right it was. We only wish there might be a few more ands, to
prolong the scene indefinitely.

But Walter George slowly disengaged himself and stood up, whilst
she gazed up at him. His hair was beautifully brushed and parted at the
side, and he looked down at her. Their looks indeed were locked. He
silently laid the flowers at her side, and sank down on one knee beside
the bed. But the bed was rather high, and if he kneeled right down he
was below the emotional and dramatic level. So he could only sink
down on one poised foot, like a worshipper making his deep reverence
before the altar, in a Catholic church, and staying balanced low on one
toe. It was rather a gymnastic feat. But then, what did Walter George
do his Sandow exercises for in the morning, if not to fit him for these
perfect motions?

So he springily half-kneeled beside the bed, and kept his face at the
true barometric level of tenderness. His one arm was placed lightly
around her, his other gently held her little wrist. She lay rather side-
ways, propped on her pillows, and they looked into each other’s eyes.
If Harold had not been there to spectate they would have done just the
same for their own benefit. Their faces were near to one another; they
gazed deep into each other’s eyes. Worlds passed between them, as goes
without saying.

‘“Are you poorly, my love?’ asked Walter George Whiffen, in a tone
so exquisitely adjusted to the emotional level as to bring tears to the
eyes.
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“Getting better,” she murmured, and Harold thought that never,
never would he have thought Emmie’s little voice could be so rich with
tenderness.

He was turning to steal away, feeling he could no longer intrude in
the sacred scene, and the two dramatists were just feeling disappointed
that he was going, when fate caused a rift in the lute.

Fanny, like a scientific school-teacher, polished her bedroom floors.
The mat on which Childe Rolande was so springily poised on one foot
slid back under the pressure of the same foot, so his face went flounder-
ing in the bed. And when, holding the side of the bed, he tried to rise on
the same original foot, the mat again wasn’t having any, so his head
ducked down like an ass shaking flies off its ears. When at last he
scrambled to his feet he was red in the face, and Emmie had turned and
lifted the beautiful flowers between her hands.

“I tell our Fanny we shall be breaking our necks on these floors be-
fore we've done,” said Harold, pouring his ever-ready spikenard.

“Don’t they smell lovely!” said Emmie, holding up the flowers to
the nose of Walter George.

“They aren't too strong for you, are they?”

“They might be at night.”

“Should I put them in water for you?” interrupted Harold.

“Ay, do, my dear,” said Emmie benevolently to him. And he went
away for a jar, pleased as a dog with two tails. When the flowers were
arranged, he spoke for the last time.

“You don’t feel this room cold, do you, Walter George?”’

“Not a bit,” said Walter George.

“Then I'll go and see what Fanny is doing.”

Now the perfect lovers were left together, and tenderness fairly
smoked in the room. They kissed, and held each other in their arms,
and felt superlative. Walter George had been wise enough to take a
chair, abandoning that kneeling, curtseying-knight posture. So he was
at liberty to take Emmie right in his arms, without fear of the ground
giving way beneath him. And he folded her to his bosom, and felt he
was shielding her from the blasts of fate. Soft, warm, tender little bud
of love, she would unfold in the greenhouse of his bosom. Soft, warm,
tender through her thin nighty, she sent the blood to his head till he
seemed to fly with her through dizzy space, to dare the terrors of the
illimitable. Warm, and tender, and yielding, she made him so wildly
sure of his desire for her that his manliness was now beyond question.
He was a man among men henceforth, and would not be abashed
before any of the old stagers. Heaven save and bless us, how badly
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he did but want her, and what a pleasure it was to be so sure of the
fact.

“I tell you what,” he said. “We'll get married and risk it.”

“Risk what?”’

“Why, everything. We will, shall we? I can’t stand it any longer.”

“But what about everybody?’’ said Emmie.

“Everybody can go to hell.”

And here we say, as Napoleon said of Goethe:

“Voila un homme!”

He held her in his arms. And this was serious spooning. This was
actual love-making, to develop into marriage. It was cuddly rather than
spoony; the real thing, and they knew it. Ah, when two hearts mean
business, what a different affair it is from when they only flutter for
sport! From the budding passion in the Eakrast bedroom many a firm
cauliflower would blossom, in after-days, many a Sunday dinner would
ripen into fruit!

The lovers were very cosy, murmuring their little conversation be-
tween their kisses. The course of their true love was as plain as a pike-
staff. It led to a little house in a new street, and an allotment-garden
not far off. And the way thither, with kisses and the little plannings,
was as sweet as if it had led to some detached villa, or even to one of
the stately homes of England. It is all the same in the end; safe as
houses, as the saying goes. Emmie was now taking the right turning,
such as you have taken, gentle reader, you who sit in your comfortable
home with this book on your knee. Give her, then, your blessing, for she
hardly needs it any more, and play a tune for her on the piano:

The cottage homes of England,
How thick they crowd the land.

Or, if that isn’t good enough for you:

The stately homes of England

Are furnished like a dream.
Play the tune, and let that be your portion, for you are not going to
take any part in the burning bliss of buying the furniture, or the
tragedy of the wedding-presents.

There’s a little grey home in the west.

Pleasantly the hours passed. The party gathered for a common chat
in Emmie’s bedroom before supper. The table was laid downstairs, and
there was polony as well as cheese and cocoa, all waiting invitingly, the
cocoa still in its tin but standing at attention on the table. The clock
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ticked, the baby was in bed, the kitchen was a cosy feast, if only they
would come down and tackle it. The clock struck ten.

And still the party in the bedroom did not break up. Still the supper
waited below. Emmie was making her droll speeches, Harold was exer-
cizing his dry wit, and the high-school boy was laughing out loud, and
Fanny was saying: “Oh my word! what about baby?” Whereupon
they all lifted a listening ear.

12. THE INTERLOPER

In one of these moments of strained attention a motor-cycle was
heard slowly pulsing down the road outside. It came to a stop. The
strength of its white lights showed under the bedroom blind, in spite of
Emmie’s lamp. Shc knew at once what it was, and restraint came over
her.

In another minute there was the crunching of a footstep on the
path below, and a loud knock at the back door. The company in the
bedroom looked at one another in consternation, even affright. Harold
summoned his master-of-the-house courage and went downstairs. The
three in the bedroom listened with beating hearts.

“Is this Mr. Wagstaff’s?”

“Yes.”

“Is Miss Bostock here?”’

“Yes.”

“Can I see her?”

“She’s in bed.”

“Ay, her mother told me she was bad. Is she asleep?”’

““No, she’s not asleep.”

“Can I speak to her a minute?”

“Who is it?"

“Gilbert Noon.”

“Oh! Is it anything particular?”

“No. But I just want to speak to her. Just tell her, will you?”

Harold was so flustered he went upstairs and said:

“Gilbert Noon wants to see Emmie.”

Childe Rolande and Fanny stood open-mouthed.

“All right; let him come up, then,” said Emmie sharply.

“Should I?” said Harold.
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“Don’t look so 'ormin’. Let him come up,’
same sharp tone.

Harold looked at her strangely, looked round the room in bewilder-
ment. They listened while he went downstairs. Gilbert still stood out-
side in the dark.

“Shall you come up?”’ said Harold.

And after a moment:

“There’s the stair-foot here. Let me get a candle.”

“I can see,” said the bass voice.

The light of the little bedroom lamp showed on the landing at the
top of the stairs.

Heavy feet were ascending. Emmie gathered her shawl on her breast.
Gilbert appeared in his rubber overalls in the doorway, his face cold-
looking, his hair on end after having taken his cap off.

“Good evening,” he said, standing back in the doorway at the sight
of the company.

“Do you know Mr. Whiffen, Mr. Noon?"” said Emmie sharply. “My
elect, so to speak.”

Gilbert shook hands with Childe Rolande, then with Fanny, whom
he knew slightly, and then with Harold, to whom he was now intro-
duced. Harold had gone rather stiff and solemn, like an actor in a play.

There was a moment’s pause.

“Well, how are we?"’ said Gilbert rather awkwardly to Emmie.

“Oh, just about in the pink, like,” she replied. She was cross, and
showed it.

He was rather disconcerted.

“I saw your mother this afternoon,” he began.

“Where?” she snapped. “Sit down, some of you, and make a bit of
daylight. It’s like being in a wood.”

Fanny handed Gilbert a chair, Childe Rolande sat assertively on
the bed, at the foot, and Harold went to the next bedroom and was
heard bumping the legs of a chair as he carried it in, while Fanny
looked agonies for baby.

“Where did you see mother?’’ asked Fanny pleasantly.

“At Lewis Goddard’s.”

“And she was all right?”

“Yes—seemed so. Worried, you know.”

“What, about Emmie?”’

“Yes—and one of the children with measles; but getting better, I
believe.”

“Tissie hasn’t got them, then?” asked Fanny.

repeated Emmie in the
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“I didn’t hear your mother say so.”

“Because, when they start, they usually go through the house. I
hope baby won’t catch them.”

“There’s no reason why she should, is there?”

“Oh, they’re very bad in Eakrast . ..”

And Emmie, Walter George and Harold sat like stuffed ducks while
this conversation wound its way through all the circumstances of
measles in the Warsop Vale region.

Emmie had not told Walter George about Gilbert and the fracas. She
had warned the other two not to speak of it. And now she was in such a
temper she could not, for her life, think of anything to say. She sat
propped up in bed, looking very blooming, but with a frown between
her little brows. She twisted and twisted her ring with its big ruby
round and round her finger, and grew more tense as she felt the Fanny-
Gilbert conversation running down. She had asked Harold to bring Gil-
bert up because she always preferred to trust rather to her ready wit
than to her powers for inventing a plausible lie in answer to trouble-
some questions. And now she was as stupid as a stuffed owl, and
couldn’t say a word. The conversation died; there was an awful
vacuum of a pause. Meanwhile Emmie sat in the bed, with her head
dropped, twisting and twisting her ring. In another minute she would
be flying into tears; and Walter George sat near her feet, worse than a
monument.

Harold Hardraada lifted his head.

“You came on a motor-bike, didn’t you, Mr. Noon?”

“Yes,” said Gilbert.

“I thought I heard one come up the lane.”

“I lost my way the other side of Blidworth, and got to Sutton before
I knew where I was. And then, coming through Huthwaite, I had
something wrong with my engine, and had to stop and have that seen
to.”

“My word, you have had a journey. What time did you start?”’

“Why, I was coming down Woodhouse hill at a quarter-to-six.”

“My word, and it’s after ten! You've been out of your road some.”

“I have. I don’t know these roads round here, and it’s like riding in
a puzzle.”

““Oh, the roads through the forest and round-about, they’re very mis-
leading. You'd best have come through Thoresby, you know. It’s a bit
longer, but it’s a better road. What made you go Blidworth way?”

Started an itinerary conversation between the motor-cyclist and the
push-cyclist, whilst Emmie turned her ring, and Childe Rolande stared
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inquiringly and rather mortifiedly at the newcomer. He resented the
intrusion deeply. Not only was he forced to smell a rat, but even he
must have the rat thrust under his nostrils. He sat rather stiff on the
bed, and turned the side of his rosy cheek unrelentingly towards the
bothered Emmie.

The itinerary conversation slowed down, and Fanny felt she must get
out of it. She couldn’t stand it.

“I’ll go and make the cocoa,” she said, rising. “You'll have a cup of
cocoa, won'’t you, Mr. Noon?”’

“No, thanks; I won’t trouble you.”

“Yes, do. It’s no trouble. I'll make you one, then. Harold, you’ll go
to baby if he cries?”’

“All right,” said Harold.

And when Fanny departed, a hoar-frost of silence once more settled
on the dislocated party. Harold began to get a resigned, martyr-at-the-
stake look, Walter George was becoming thoroughly sulky, and Emmie
was breathing short. Gilbert sat looking rather vacant—a trick he had
when he was ill at ease.

Suddenly came a thin wail from the unknown.

“There’s baby!” said Harold, and with all the alacrity of a young
husband he quitted the room.

The frost now became a black frost. It seemed as if each of the three
of them remaining in the bedroom would have been killed rather than
utter a word to either of the others. A deadlock! Lips and hearts were
padlocked. The trinity sat as if enchanted in a crystal pillar of dense
and stupid silence. Emmie felt the pains coming on again, Gilbert felt
how cold his feet were with the cycling, and Walter George felt that a
can-opener would never open his heart or lips again. He was soldered
down.

From the next bedroom they could hear all the soothing sounds of
the young husband, sounds anything but soothing to one who is not a
first-born and an infant-in-arms. From below they heard the clink of
tea-spoons and smelled the steam of stirring cocoa. And suddenly Gil-
bert lifted his head.

“What ring is that?”’ he asked.

Emmie started, and stared defiantly.

“What, this? It's my engagement ring.”

‘““Mine,” said Childe Rolande, with a sulky yelp. Whereupon he be-
came nearly as red as the re-composed ruby.

And immediately the frost settled down again, the padlocks snapped
shut, and the solder went hard in the burning lid-joints of Walter
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George's heart. For a few seconds, Gilbert went to sleep, the cold air
having numbed him. Waiter George sat on the edge of the bed and
looked blackly at his toe-tips. Emmie tried to scheme, and almost got
hold of the tail of a solution, when it evaded her again.

A soft, very soft, fear-of-waking-baby voice floated like a vapour up
the stairs.

“Cocoa’s ready.”

Gilbert woke and looked round at the door, but did not stir. Childe
Rolande did not bend his gloomy looks, but stretched his neck down-
wards over- the bed-edge and stubbornly contemplated his nice brown
shoes as if he had heard no sound.

“Go and have your cocoa,” said Emmie, speaking to t’other-or-
which, as the saying is. But she was completely ineffectual. Gilbert sat
dreamily, vacantly on, and Childe Rolande sank his chin nearer and
nearer his knees, as he perched on the edge of the bed like some un-
graceful bird.

Emmie now gave way to resignation. Was she not the base of this
obtuse-angled triangle, this immortal trinity, this framework of the uni-
verse? It was not for her to break the three-cornered tension. Let fate
have its way. If Gilbert had not given himself to vacancy the problem
might seriously have concerned him; how to resolve an obtuse-angled
triangle into a square of the same dimensions. But he was glotzing, if we
may borrow the word.

But eternity has rested long enough on this tripod footing; the uni-
verse has been framed quite long enough inside a triangle, and the doc-
trine of the trinity has had its day. Time, now, the sacred figure, which
magicians declare to be malevolent, dissolved into its constituents, or
disappeared in a resultant of forces.

Oh, Deus ex machina, get up steam and come to our assistance, for
this obtuse-angled triangle looks as if it would sit there stupidly forever
in the spare bedroom at Eakrast. Which would be a serious misfortune
to us, who have to make our bread-and-butter chronicling the happy
marriage and the prize-taking cauliflower of Emmie and Walter
George, and the further lapses of Mr. Noon.

So, Deus ex machina, come. Come, god in the machine, come. Be
invoked! Puff thy blessed steam, or even run by electricity, but come,
O Machine-God, thou Wheel of Fate and Fortune, spin thy spokes of
destiny and roll into the Eakrast bedroom, lest Time stand still and
Eternity remain a deadlock.

Is our prayer in vain? We fear it is. The god in the machine is per-
haps too busy elsewhere. Alas, no wheel will incline its ayis in our direc-
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tion, no petrol will vaporize into spirit for our sakes. Emmie, and Childe
Rolande and Mr. Noon may sit forever in the Eakrast bedroom.

Well, then, let them. Let them go to hell. We can at least be as manly
as Walter George, in our heat of the moment.

Gentle reader, this is the end of Mr. Noon and Emmie. If you really
must know, Emmie married Walter George, who reared prime cauli-
flowers, whilst she reared dear little Georgian children, and all went
happy ever after.

As for Mr. Noon. Ah, Mr. Noon! There is a second volume in store
for you, dear reader. Pray heaven there may not be a third.

But the second volume is in pickle. The cow in this vol. having
jumped over the moon, in the next, the dish, dear reader, shall run
away with the spoon. Scandalous the elopement, and a decree nisi for
the fork. Which is something to look forward to.
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Translation

THE GENTLEMAN FROM SAN FRANCISCO

by Ivan Bunin






The Gentleman from San Francisco

“Woe to thee, Babylon, that mighty city!”
APOCALYPSE

The gentleman from San Francisco—nobody either in Capri or
Naples ever remembered his name—was setting out with his wife and
daughter for the Old World, to spend there two years of pleasure.

He was fully convinced of his right to rest, to enjoy long and com-
fortable travels, and so forth. Because, in the first place he was rich,
and in the second place, notwithstanding his fifty-eight years, he was
just starting to live. Up to the present he had not lived, but only exis-
ted; quite well, it is true, yet with all his hopes on the future. He had
worked incessantly—and the Chinamen whom he employed by the
thousand in his factories knew what that meant. Now at last he realized
that a great deal had been accomplished, and that he had almost
reached the level of those whom he had taken as his ideals, so he made
up his mind to pause for a breathing space. Men of his class usually
began their enjoyments with a trip to Europe, India, Egypt. He decided
to do the same. He wished naturally to reward himself in the first place
for all his years of toil, but he was quite glad that his wife and daughter
should also share in his pleasures. True, his wife was not distinguished
by any marked susceptibilities, but then elderly American women are
all passionate travellers. As for his daughter, a girl no longer young and
somewhat delicate, travel was really necessary for her: apart from the
question of health, do not happy meetings often take place in the course
of travel? One may find one’s self sitting next to a multi-millionaire at
table, or examining frescoes side by side with him.

The itinerary planned by the Gentleman of San Francisco was exten-
sive. In December and January he hoped to enjoy the sun of southern
Italy, the monuments of antiquity, the tarantella, the serenades of vag-
rant minstrels, and, finally, that which men of his age are most suscep-
tible to, the love of quite young Neapolitan girls, even when the love is
not altogether disinterestedly given. Carnival he thought of spending in
Nice, in Monte Carlo, where at that season gathers the most select
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society, the precise society on which depend all the blessings of civiliza-
tion—the fashion in evening dress, the stability of thrones, the decla-
ration of wars, the prosperity of hotels; where some devote themselves
passionately to automobile and boat races, others to roulette, others to
what is called flirtation, and others to the shooting of pigeons which
beautifully soar from their traps over emerald lawns, against a back-
ground of forget-me-not sea, instantly to fall, hitting the ground in
little white heaps. The beginning of March he wished to devote to
Florence, Passion Week in Rome, to hear the music of the Miserere; his
plans also included Venice, Paris, bull-fights in Seville, bathing in the
British Isles; then Athens, Constantinople, Egypt, even Japan... cer-
tainly on his way home. ... And everything at the outset went splen-
didly.

It was the end of November. Practically all the way to Gibraltar the
voyage passed in icy darkness, varied by storms of wet snow. Yet the
ship travelled well, even without much rolling. The passengers on
board were many, and all people of some importance. The boat, the
famous Atlantis, resembled a most expensive European hotel with all
modern equipments: a night refreshment bar, Turkish baths, a news-
paper printed on board; so that the days aboard the liner passed in the
most select manner. The passengers rose early, to the sound of bugles
sounding shrilly through the corridors in that grey twilit hour, when
day was breaking slowly and sullenly over the grey-green, watery
desert, which rolled heavily in the fog. Clad in their flannel pyjamas,
the gentlemen took coffee, chocolate, or cocoa, then seated themselves
in marble baths, did exercises, thereby whetting their appetite and their
sense of well-being, made their toilet for the day, and proceeded to
breakfast. Till eleven o’clock they were supposed to stroll cheerfully on
deck, breathing the cold freshness of the ocean; or they played table-
tennis or other games, that they might have an appetite for their eleven
o’clock refreshment of sandwiches and bouillon; after which they read
their newspaper with pleasure, and calmly awaited luncheon—which
was a still more varied and nourishing meal than breakfast. The two
hours which followed luncheon were devoted to rest. All the decks were
crowded with lounge chairs on which lay passengers wrapped in plaids,
looking at the mist-heavy sky or the foamy hillocks which flashed be-
hind the bows, and dozing sweetly. Till five o’clock, when, refreshed
and lively, they were treated to strong, fragrant tea and sweet cakes.
At seven bugle-calls announced a dinner of nine courses. And now the
Gentleman from San Francisco, rubbing his hands in a rising flush of
vital forces, hastened to his state cabin to dress.
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In the evening, the tiers of the Atlantis yawned in the darkness as
with innumerable fiery eyes, and a multitude of servants in the kitch-
ens, sculleries, wine-cellars, worked with a special frenzy. The ocean
heaving beyond was terrible, but no one thought of it, firmly believing
in the captain’s power over it. The captain was a ginger-haired man of
monstrous size and weight, apparently always torpid, who looked in his
uniform with broad gold stripes very like a huge idol, and who rarely
emerged from his mysterious chambers to show himself to the passen-
gers. Every minute the siren howled from the bows with hellish morose-
ness, and screamed with fury, but few diners heard it—it was drowned
by the sounds of an excellent string band, exquisitely and untiringly
playing in the huge two-tiered hall that was decorated with marble and
covered with velvet carpets, flooded with feasts of light from crystal
chandeliers and gilded girandoles, and crowded with ladies in bare
shoulders and jewels, with men in dinner-jackets, elegant waiters and
respectful maitres d’hétel, one of whom, he who took the wine-orders
only, wore a chain round his neck like a lord mayor. Dinner-jacket
and perfect linen made the Gentleman from San Francisco look much
younger. Dry, of small stature, badly built but strongly made, polished
to a glow and in due measure animated, he sat in the golden-pearly
radiance of this palace, with a bottle of amber Johannisberg at his
hand, and glasses, large and small, of delicate crystal, and a curly bunch
of fresh hyacinths. There was something Mongolian in his yellowish
face with its trimmed silvery moustache, large teeth blazing with gold,
and strong bald head blazing like old ivory. Richly dressed, but in keep-
ing with her age, sat his wife, a big, broad, quiet woman. Intricately,
but lightly and transparently dressed, with an innocent immodesty, sat
his daughter, tall, slim, her magnificent hair splendidly done, her breath
fragrant with violet cachous, and the tenderest little rosy moles show-
ing near her lip and between her bare, slightly powdered shoulder-
blades. The dinner lasted two whole hours, to be followed by dancing
in the ball-room, whence the men, including, of course, the Gentleman
from San Francisco, proceeded to the bar; there, with their feet cocked
up on the tables, they settled the destinies of nations in the course of
their political and stock-exchange conversations, smoking meanwhile
Havana cigars and drinking liqueurs till they were crimson in the face,
waited on all the while by negroes in red jackets with eyes like peeled,
hard-boiled eggs. Outside, the ocean heaved in black mountains; the
snow-storm hissed furiously in the clogged cordage; the steamer
trembled in every fibre as she surmounted these watery hills and
struggled with the storm, ploughing through the moving masses which
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every now and then reared in front of her, foam-crested. The siren,
choked by the fog, groaned in mortal anguish. The watchmen in the
look-out towers froze with cold, and went mad with their super-human
straining of attention. As the gloomy and sultry depths of the inferno,
as the ninth circle, was the submerged womb of the steamer, where
gigantic furnaces roared and dully giggled, devouring with their red-
hot maws mountains of coal cast hoarsely in by men naked to the waist,
bathed in their own corrosive dirty sweat, and lurid with the purple-
red reflection of flame. But in the refreshment bar men jauntily put
their feet up on the tables, showing their patent-leather pumps, and
sipped cognac or other liqueurs, and swam in waves of fragrant smoke
as they chatted in well-bred manner. In the dancing hall light and
warmth and joy were poured over everything; couples turned in the
waltz or writhed in the tango, while the music insistently, shamelessly,
delightfully, with sadness entreated for one, only one thing, one and
the same thing all the time. Amongst this resplendent crowd was an
ambassador, a little dry modest old man; a great millionaire, clean-
shaven, tall, of an indefinite age, looking like a prelate in his old-
fashioned dress-coat; also a famous Spanish author, and an inter-
national beauty already the least bit faded, of unenviable reputation;
finally an exquisite loving couple, whom everybody watched curiously
because of their unconcealed happiness: he danced only with her, and
sang, with great skill, only to her accompaniment, and everything about
them seemed so charming!—and only the captain knew that this
couple had been engaged by the steamship company to play at love for
a good salary, and that they had been sailing for a long time, now on
one liner, now on another.

At Gibraltar the sun gladdened them all: it was like early spring. A
new passenger appeared on board, arousing general interest. He was a
hereditary prince of a certain Asiatic state, travelling incognito: a small
man, as if all made of wood, though his movements were alert; broad-
faced, in gold-rimmed glasses, a little unpleasant because of his large
black moustache which was sparse and transparent like that of a
corpse; but on the whole inoffensive, simple, modest. In the Mediter-
ranean they met once more the breath of winter. Waves, large and
florid as the tail of a peacock, waves with snow-white crests heaved
under the impulse of the tramontane wind, and came merrily, madly
rushing towards the ship, in the bright lustre of a perfectly clear sky.
The next day the sky began to pale, the horizon grew dim, land was
approaching: Ischia, Capri could be seen through the glasses, then
Naples herself, looking like pieces of sugar strewn at the foot of some
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dove-coloured mass; whilst beyond, vague and deadly white with snow,
a range of distant mountains. The decks were crowded. Many ladies
and gentlemen were putting on light fur-trimmed coats. Noiseless
Chinese servant boys, bandy-legged, with pitch-black plaits hanging
down to their heels, and with girlish thick eyebrows, unobtrusively
came and went, carrying up the stairways plaids, canes, valises, hand-
bags of crocodile leather, and never speaking above a whisper. The
daughter of the Gentleman from San Francisco stood side by side with
the prince, who, by a happy circumstance, had been introduced to her
the previous evening. She had the air of one looking fixedly into the
distance towards something which he was pointing out to her, and
which he was explaining hurriedly, in a low voice. Owing to his size, he
looked amongst the rest like a boy. Altogether he was not handsome,
rather queer, with his spectacles, bowler hat, and English coat, and
then the hair of his sparse moustache just like horse-hair, and the
swarthy, thin skin of his face seeming stretched over his features and
slightly varnished. But the girl listened to him, and was so excited that
she did not know what he was saying. Her heart beat with incompre-
hensible rapture because of him, because he was standing next to her
and talking to her, to her alone. Everything, everything about him was
so unusual—his dry hands, his clean skin under which flowed ancient,
royal blood, even his plain, but somehow particularly tidy European
dress; everything was invested with an indefinable glamour, with all
that was calculated to enthrall a young woman. The Gentleman from
San Francisco, wearing for his part a silk hat and grey spats over
patent-leather shoes, kept eyeing the famous beauty who stood near
him, a tall, wonderful figure, blonde, with her eyes painted according to
the latest Parisian fashion, holding on a silver chain a tiny, cringing,
hairless little dog, to which she was a